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INTKODUCTION 


Sybil • or The* Two Nations^ so gracefully dedicated 
to Mrs Disraeli, and ♦ published m 1845, succ«eded 
the bixBftint Coning shy (1844) with a speed almost 
miraculous, if we rgmemher the immense strssin, bot5P" 
parliamentary and social, that th^n engrossed its author. 
The novel created a great and lasting sensation — ^hoW~^ 
much so at its moment tjan scarcely now be»-realized. 
It has endured* and will endure as a master- work. It 
transformed ideas Just as Coning shy embodied and 
exposed the pohtical condition of parties, Syhi^ pre-*^ 
sented and plumbed the social probleifis of England. 
It should at once be pointed out that its purpose and 
teachmg have constantly been twisted or misused by 
varymg extremists Its moral, so far from bemg social- 
istic, was the very reverse. It was written m ‘ the hungry 
forties ’ when the mdustnal population was often down- 
trodden indeed, and m nd sense does it apply to the*vastly 
improved conditions of to-day. In this book it is m a 
new and noble semi-feudahsm that the remedy for re^l 
abuses is to be found, instead of in the tyrannies that 
have now shifted from one class to another It is the 
patricians, as the natural leaders of the people, who are to 
be re-qijickened into a sense of duty They, and no class 
of fulminatmg tribunes, are figured as the future rescue 
of England And the dramatic close which restores a 
stake m the country to the chief revolutionaries pomts to 
a redress of grievance and a change of spirit that should 
ultimately weld classes together for •5:he national good. 
If the serf is to be physically emancipated, the aristocrat 
is to be spiritually emancipated also Never at any 
moment did DisraeKs doctrme inchne to an omnipptent^ 
‘ State ’ usurpmg the place or forcmg the pace of per- 
suasive and permissive spontaneity. At all times his 
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Conservatism was, m lus words, ‘ assist progress 
and resist revolution ’ 

Sybih emanated from (^he Cambridge conception of 
‘ Young England,’ so largely moulded by Disraeli, wbo 
urged -fch^ ‘ The Youth of a Nation are the trustees of 
Posterity ’ That jnovement was not a party, but the 
league of a group; it was far more an atmosphere, an 
attitude, aa association, than a set creed. On Disraeli’s 
f^art it^was a sort of fantasia on Bohngbroke’s New 
Toryism heightened by*his own human instmcts and 
his theocratic bias. On the paH of his intimate ally, 
Lord John Manners, and their mutual oolleagu c» » * j te ibrose 
-Piillipps- de Lisle (the St Lys of Sybil and the Eustace 
Lyle of Comngshy), it was a reawakened Christian 
^mvalry , on the part of ‘ Cool-of-the-evemng ’ Milnes 
and Cochrane, a political dream, on the part 

of his close friends, the brilliant but wayward Sm^he 
(afterwards Lord Strangford), and the staunch Stafford 
O’Brien, it was a picturesque adventure , while on the 
part oi the sturdy Mr Perrand, a stentorian Yorkshire 
squire, it was a protest agamst the baser developments 
■of the new manufacturer. Kenelm Digby’s ‘ The Broad- 
stone of HonouPy’ which had appeared some twenty 
years earlier, also helped to mspire them all,i while, 
pohtically, aU were equally united as rebels agamst Peel’s 
betrayed of the Land ^ Much more ight be said about 
the aims and course of the Young England movement 
which long ago I tried to mterpret elsewhere, but space 
forbids me to track them here. Disraeh dominated at 
once the scene and the romantic revival. For with him 
romance and realism always went hand m hand. He was 
the brain of this Pre-Raphaehtism m politics which w^s 
first sketched and hatched by Disraeli, Lord John Manners, 
and Cochrane so early as 1842 at Pans ‘ Merrie England ’ 
was its ^accompaniment, but by no means its essence 
The pageantries of Maypole dances and the Eglmton 
Tournament only symbolized the spirit of associative faith, 
mter course, and confidence between classes Disraeli’s 

1 Of Whibley’s Lord John Manners, vol i. p 133 

2 Smythe, however, afterwards accepted office under Peel and 
broke with * Young England,’ 
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speech on the MaynSoth Bill b ke up the fo al brother- 
hood of 'Yeung England’s* founders, but Lord*. John 
re ained the lifelong devotee of IJisraeh ^ , 

In 1844 he with Lord John Manners inspected and 
examined the varying conditio of the northern in- 
dustrial areas. As early as his boyish Yivtan Grey, he 
had evinced his native sympathy with* manual labour 

its episode of the peasant’s cottage. Two ye^rs after 
his entrance into Parliament he had dehvered a speech 
on Chartism which remams unfivaUed in width* and 
length of view, and this ^gamst his own mterest ag a 
support.er^ Peel Earlier still he had denounced the 
new Poor Laws Afte|wards followed his champumship 
of measures to deal with the akuses of child-labour, 
and his persistent endeavours for social and samtar^ 
reform, culminatmg m the fong series of stable jg^atutea 
durmg his last premiership 

If we want a ke 3 Tiote to Sybils it may be found in a 
speech of 1844 at Bmgley, m Yorkshire, durmg his 
northern tour, the climax of which was » his thriThng 
oration at the openmg of the Manchester Athenaeum. 
The passage runs as follows * ‘. . We are asked some- 

times what we want We want m the^firsiplace to impress 
on society that there is such a thing as duty We don’t 
do that in any spirit of conceit or arrogance We 
don’t pretend that we are finy better than others, bwt we 
are anxious to do our duty, and if so, we think thalTwe 
have a right to call on others, whether rich or poor, to do 
theirs that principle of duty had not been lost sight 
of for the last fifty years, you would never have heard 
of the classes mto which England is divided , We 
warit to put an end to that political and social exclusive- 
ness which we believe to be the bane of this country 
We don’t come out like a pack of pedants to tell you that 
we are prepared to remedy every grievance by the square 
and rule * It is not so much to the action of taws as 
to the influence of manners that we mwt look . But 
how are manners to influence men if they are divided 
mto classes — ^if the population of a country becomes a 
body of sections, a group of hostile garrisons ’ , We 

see but little hope for tto country so long as that spmt 
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of faction that has been so Rampant offlat^ years is fostered 
and encouraged We call it a spirit of faction, for the 
principles on which the parties Vhich nominally divide 
tins vjountry were formed have worn out and ceased to 
exist , -and an association of men, however powerful, 
without political prmciples, is not a party but a faction. 
Of such a stale of society the mevitable result is that 
pubhc passions are excited for private ends, and popular 
improvement is lost sight of in particular aggrandize- 
ment’ ^ Here, as ever, Disraeli recalls us to first prin- 
ciples If his pronouncement^fitted a patrician oligarchy 
in d845, this is doubly true of the over-pnvJifftd Trade 
Unions at our own precarious moment, of all organizations 
raised above the la\^, and m the same relation to the 
.community as were once the Barons, afterwards the 
Crown, and, later, the Whig monopohsts There are 
further' keynotes to his meaning m « the book itself 
‘I prefer association to gregariousness . . It is a 
oommumty of purpose that constitutes society . , . 
Chr^tiamty teaches us to love our neighbour as ourself 
modern society acknowledges no neighbour ’ And once 
agam, from an angle which confronts the professional 
agitator, ‘ . jSnghshmen want none of this joint-stock 
felicity they want their rights — ^rights consistent with the 
rights of others, but without which the rights of other 
olassps cannot and ought not tp be secure ’ 

In Sybil and its vivid shiftings of scene, we survey 
the extremes of both ‘ Nations ’ and the keenest contrasts 
of their degrees The story presents poignant and 
piquant contraries with many faces and facets of 
temperament and characterization It abounds, too, m 
phrases that have become proverbs And m this con- 
nexion it has escaped notice that it first contains that 
‘ men of light and leadmg ’ employed thirty-six years later 
in his famous letter of Irish warnmg, words derided 
at the time as exotic by a leadmg newspaper, but really 
of course a quotation from Disraeli’s favourite, Burke* 
On the aristocratic side we have the Marneys and the 
"^owbrays, both comparatively new nobles who would 
fa believe m an ancient extraction, both, too, with seats 
J/ife of Disi aeh, vol n p 248 
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that have beeonife neighboured by a blackened .country 
The Marn(5ys descen(^from the expropiiators of the Abbey 
Lands — the great Revolution •families who iss?aed m 
Whiggism and who attamed a dukedom through one 
who died leaning on his white wand and ‘ babbimg of 
Strawberry Leaves ’ The Mowbrays^ are pseudo-Fitz 
Warenes ot Pitt’s creation, deriving from an eighteenth- 
century waiter in St J ames’s Street (as aotually%appened) 
who made himself indispensable to an Indian *nabob^ 
Of the former, Che head of the family is cold, cymoai, 
and calculating He mmizes the miseries of* the 
debase^?*teilers around them for whom an almshouse is 
too good a refuge, ^nd scoffs at everythmg feut casJT 
down His brother, however, the*hero Charles Egremo^t, 
who is generous and enthusiastic (a cross between Lord' 
John Manners and Disr^eh himself), gradual, after 
an unhappy love'-affair, espouses the cause of the oppressed 
toilers and speaks for the Chartists though he is opposed to 
their ‘ machmery ’ Mmor but distinct characters (^ong 
many) are the conventional Fitz-Warene*daughters, the 
wise Lady Marney, Alfred Mountchesney, who figures 
m the opemng scene at Crockford’s on the eve of the 
Derby as one of the listless incroyahles for whom all that 
remained was ‘ to mourn amid the rums of their reminis- 
cences over the extinction of excitement’ , ‘ Cocky Graves,’ 
the cool and successful gambler, and Captam Grouse, the 
indispensable parasite , the cynical Lady St Julians, 
that political Egeria who is Sarah Lady Jersey, the 
Marchioness of Delorame, modelled on Frances Lady 
Londonderry, and the malicious Lady Firebraoe All 
these pull the strmgs of the political puppets to the im- 
mortal tune of Taper and Tadpole Nor can we forget 
Sir Vavasour Fuebrace, whose one obsession was to revive 
the glories of his order, but who eventually subsides mto 
being less of a bore by bemg accorded a higher rung 
on the ladder On the other side we find Walter 
Gerard, Sybil’s father, an ideal yeoman«who is the true heir 
to the Mowbray estates and a firm adherent of the ancient 
faith*, Stephen Morley, the editor-agitator, who is the 
incarnation of the fanatical theorist And, to descend 
from these leading types to those of the Mowbray toilers. 
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we get the spry Dandy Mick^ (admiraby delineated), the 
revolutionary Devilsdust, the sick and starving Warner, 
with hi? home tragedies, And, last not least, the lifelike 
factory girls, Harriet, Caroline, and Julia, with their chase 
after loveife and the excitements of the Temple Musical Hall. 

* “We’ll have the Temple open before long,” said the Dandy’ 
(when the Mowbray conditions begin to mend). — ^ “ That 
will be sweot,” exclaims Caroline “ I often dream of that 
foreign nobleman who used to sing ‘ Oh, no, we never ’ : ” 
Ah,” ’ cries Julia (when the climax comT%), ‘ “ if we can’t 
have our own man I’m all for the-Nobs against the middle 
class ” : “ There are two senses to everything, nnif^irl,” ’ 
w^aculates Mick. Then (at Hell-house Wodgate) there is 
the pathetic figure of * the girl with a back like a grass- 
hopper,’ and, to return to manufacturing Mowbray, the 
Widow 4rvrey with her homelj?^ motherlmess and shrewd 
wit, and the hearty Mr. and Mrs Trotman who preside 
over the Cat and Fiddle, and thus address ‘ Chaffing Jack ’ 
^hen the rally m trade sets in * ‘ . . . The town of 
Mowbray ought to clothe the world with our resources. 
Why, Shuffle & Screw can turn out forty mile of calico 
per day , but where ’s the returns ? That ’s the point. 
As the American gentleman said when he left his bill 
unpaid, “ Take my breadstuffs and I’ll give you a cheque 
at sight on the Pennsylvania Bank.” ’ 

Shuffle & Screw represent the bad masters with their 
‘ tommy,’ truck, and other dodges for reducing even the 
accepted famine wages These are responsible for the 
degradation of the Mowbray operatives and the dark- 
ness which oppresses both body and soul. They turn men 
into machmes and machmes into men ‘ I be a regular 
born Christian,’ repeats ‘ the girl with a vacant face ’ 
and the grasshopper back, ‘ and my mother afore me, 
and that ’s what few gals in the Yard can say Thomas 
will take to it himself when work is slack , and he believes 
now m our Lord and Saviour Pontius Pilate, who was 
crucified to save out sms, and m Moses, Goliath, and the 
rest of the Apostles ’ — an incredible sentence which, how- 
ever, has literal warrant, and has been re-echoed even 
to-day by a boy who told the Magistrate that, though he 
attended a Sunday School, he had never so much as 
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heard of the Decalogue. Qn the other hand, the noble- 
minded jRJr. Trafford typifies what may he tefmed the 
feudal manufacture!* with hig^ ideals of mutual^s^rvice. 
He it IS who befriends the heroine at her gloomiest hour 
and sympathizes with all her aspirations 

Once more, if there are economic tyrants at Mowbray, 
once so idylhc a landscape, there ♦ is the crushmg 
despotism of its physical despot, Hatton, mclgiamed the 
‘bishop,’ whose pastoral staff is one of bruising irop^ 
And as still another foil (conn ted with the plot), there 
stands his mysterious brother, Baptist Hatton, the London 
pedigr^e^etective for defrauded and defraudmg peers 
It has been said that there is less plot m Si^btl than, 
m Comngsby, On •the contrary, there is much more, 

and' the solution of its knots is deferred to the vSry 
close. There is this pedigree-plot, there is thi^lebeian 
Morley’s love-jealousy of the hero Charles Egremont, 
there are the closely mterwoven shades of mtrigue m 
the spheres both of high and low And underneath^ 
them all is the tissue of lofty aspirat ns triursphmg 
alike over sordid squalor and agmficence. And there 
are melodramatic scenes m succession, as the iromes,^ 
tragedies, and humour of characters and situations 
proceed — ^from the first encounter of Sybil and Charles 
Egremont m the ruined Abbey (‘the child of violence’) 
to the final burnmg of th^ Castle Angry mobs, anjbitious 
revolutions, the storming of ShufiS.e & Screw’s premises, 
the episode of the novice’s imtiation mto the Chartist 
brotherhood, which almost recalls a ‘ Vehmgericht,’ 
Gerard’s fine deliverance to the crowd from a rostrum on 
the moor, the young Queen Victoria bodmg a new era on 
her accession ‘ m a palace, m a garden ’ , the smooth up- 
heavals*, too, of political schemers, the frauds and furies of 
disjomted worlds. All these would well lend themselves to 
the stage or even the cmema Hor are the ecclesiasticaF 
contrasts between St Lys and the Vicar of Mowbray 
(which IS really Ripon) less pronounce^. 

When Sybil herself and her father, attended by Stephen 
Moriey, first meet Egremont after the quarrel with his 
brother, it is amid the rums of an Abbey which Disraeli 
himself has identified with Fountams. And thence 
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springs the clash between t^he anci^ent- Catholic concep- 
tions of industry and the abuses of modern mechamsm. 
Sybil herself (like Eva ii^ Tancred, Theodora in Lothair, 
and/much earlier. Miss Iiacre m The Young Duke, whom 
m several characteristics she resembles) is at once an 
individual and a type — an allegorical actuality Kor will 
any reader ever thoroughly understand Disraeh’s great 
trilogy wijljhout the clue of a fairy-story kernel breakmg 
through, or sometimes broken by, the hard husk of 
surface-reahties She iS'ione of his noblest heroines, and, 
though in parts overdrawn, a cpmmanding figure m her 
proud humihty, and a wholly womanlike one injj^ tender 
faith anfi faithfulness If she converts Charles Egremont, 
the graceful and chivajfous, he also converts her to the 
possibilities of reconciliation between classes by methods 
at once more human and spiritual than any mechanical 
competition between two graspmg ohgarphies 

Space does not permit me even to adumbrate the 
political bearings of this wonderful book nor all the 
pomtod wit and humour that adorn it He denounces 
‘ leaders who are no guides,’ and a House of Commons 
where too often ‘Wishy is down, Washy is up’; as 
always, the ‘Venetian’ Oligarchy, the rule of the ‘Thirty.* 
He defends, also, a personal local government, he scathes 
an over- centralization which would let London govern 
England He regards ‘ Priest,- and Gentleman ’ as the 
people’s old defenders agamst ‘ arbitrary Courts and 
rapacious Parliaments ’ And there is a remarkable 
passage begmmng, ‘ The people are not strong’ (p 281), 
which, it may be pomted out, strangely coincides with a 
similar one by Heme, though Heine’s, unless I mistake, 
was written later and is unlikely to have been an echo 
As for the iromes, they abound and scintillate on 
nigh every page Occasionally — ^though never m these 

mots — ^the style becomes forced, witness Sybil smiling 
‘ through a gushmg vision ’ and Morley declaimmg that 
‘the caverns of nw mmd are open.’ But in the mam 
the expression enhances the theme and the depictions 
of scenery rise to a high level 
Disraeh throughout was both dreamer and doer — a 
seer on his high mount of vision, and yet a world- 
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connoisseur, spy-glass .m hand. The word ‘ dreamer ’ 
has of late been usurped by idealogues and theorists, by 
the weak- willed or puzzle-headed^ by the second-raiip ^nd 
the second-hand Above such as these Disraeh towers, 
‘When,’ wrote Bohngbroke, ‘great coolness of judg- 
ment IS umted to great warmth of nnagmation, we 
get that which is usually called a ger&us ’ Such was 
the author of Sybil, many of whose dreams hav% already 
come true. 

•WALTER SICECEL 



I WOULD INSCBIBE THESE VOLUMES TO 
OKE WHOSE NOBLE SPIRIT AND GENTLE 
NATURE EVER PROMPT HER TO SYMPATHISE 
vVITH THE SUEPERING , TO ONE WHOSE 
SWEET VOICE HAS OFTEN ENCOURAGED, AND 
WHOSE TASTE AND JUDGMENT HAVE EVER 
OUIDRD, THEIR PAGES ; THE MOST SEVERE 
OF CRITICS, BUT — ^A PERFECT WIFE 1 
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BOOK I 

CHAPTEB I 

‘ TiiL take the odds against Caravan.’ 

* In ponies ? ’ 

‘ Done.’ 

And Lord Milford, a young noble, ente d in his^book 
the bet which he had just made with Mr. Latour, a grey- 
headed member of the Jockey Club 

It was the eve of the Derby of 1837 In a vast and 
golden saloon, that m its decorations would have become, 
and m its splendour would not have disgraced, Versailles 
m the days of the grand onarch, were assembled •many 
whose hearts beat at the thought of the morrow,’* and 
whose brams still laboured to control its fortunes to their 
advantage 

‘ They say that Caravan looks puffy,’ hsped, m a low 
voice, a young man, loungmg on the edge of a buhl table 
thaA had once belonged to a Mortemart, and dangling a 
rich cane mth affected mdifference, m order to conceal his 
anxiety from all, except the person whom he addressed 
‘ They are takmg seven to two against him freely over 
the way,’ was the reply ‘ I believe it’s all right ’ 

‘ Do you know I dreamed last nigh1* somethmg about 
Mango ? ’ contmued the gentleman with the cane, and with 
a look of uneasy superstition. 

His companion shook his head. , 

‘ WeU,’ contmued the gentleman with the cane, ‘ I have 
no opimon of him I betted Charles Egremont the odds 
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agamst Mango this morning , he goes with us, you know. 
By the by, who is our fourth ’ 

‘ I thought of Milford, f was the reply in an undertone. 
* What say you ^ ’ 

‘ Milford IS gomg with St James and Punch Hughes,’ 

‘ Well, let us come m to supper, and we shall see some 
fellow we like ’ 

So saymg, the companions, takmg their couise through 
more ■fhan one chamber, entered an apaitment of less 
dimensions than the priifcipal saloon, bvt not less sumptu- 
ous rUi its general appearance*. The gleammg lustres 
poured a flood of soft yet brilliant light ove:i^ plateau 
ghtteriE^ with gold plate, and fra^ant with exotics em- 
bedded m vases of rasre porcelam The seats on each 
side of the table were occupied by peisons consummg, 
with a,«heedless air, delicacies for which they had no 
appetite ; while the conversation m general consisted of 
flymg phrases referrmg to the mipendmg event of the 
gieat day that had already dawned 

‘ Come from* Lady St Juhans’, Eitz ?’ said a youth of 
very tender years, and whose fair visage was as downy and 
as bloommg as the peach from which, with a languid air, 
he withdrew his hps to make this mquiry of the gentleman 
with the cane 

‘ Yes , why were not you there ? ’ 

* I ‘iiever go anywhere,’ repl^d the melancholy Cupid, 
everything bores me so ’ 

' Weil, will you go to Epsom with us to-morrow, 
Alfred ’ ’ said Lord Eitzheron ‘ I take Berners and 
Chailes Egremont, and with you our party wiU be perfect ’ 
‘ I feel so cursed blas4 ' ’ exclaimed the boy m a tone of 
elegant anguish 

‘ It wiU give you a fiUip, Alfred,’ said Mr Berneis , ‘ do 
you all the good m the world ’ 

‘ Nothmg can do me good,’ said Alfred, throwmg away 
his almost untasted peach ; ‘ I should be quite content 
if anythmg could do me harm. Waiter, brmg me a 
tumbler of Badminton ’ 

‘ And bring me one too,’ sighed out Lord Eugene de 
Vere, who was a year older than Alfred Mountchesney, 
his companion and brother m listlessness Both had 
exhausted hfe m their teens, and all that remained for 
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them was to i^ourn, amid the rums of their reminiscences, 
over the e^tmction of excitement. 

‘ Well, Eugene, sii^pose you^come with us,’ sjwd. Lord 
Fitzheron 

‘ I thmk I shall go down to Hampton Court and play 
tennis,’ said Lord Eugene ‘As it is the Dei by, nobody 
will be there ’ * 

‘ And I wiU go with you, Eugene,’ said AK d Mount - 
chesney, ‘ and we will dine together afterwards at the Toy. 
Anythmg is bettqg: than dming i5i this mfernal London ’ 

‘ WeU, for my part,’ aid l\Ir Berners, ‘ I do not hke 
your suljjtiyban dinners You always get sometlimg you 
can’t eat, and cursed bad wine ’ 

‘I rather like bad Vme,’ said Mr Mountchesney ; ‘one 
gets so bored with good wme ’ 

‘ Do you want the odd» agamst Hybiscus, B<s.rners ? ’ 
said a guardsman lookmg up fiom his book, which he had 
been very mlently studymg 

‘ All I want IS some supper, and as you are not usmg 
your place ’ 

‘ You shall have it Oh ! here’s Milford, he will bet 
me them ’ 

And at this moment entered the room the young 
nobleman whom we have before mentioned, accompanied 
by an mdmdual who was approachmg perhaps the ter- 
mmation of his fifth lustre, but whose general air father 
betokened even a less experienced tune of hfe Tail, "with 
a weU-proportioned figure and a graceful carriage, his 
countenance touched with a sensibihty that at once engages 
the affections, Charles Egremont was not only admired by 
that sex whose approval generally secures men enemies 
among their fellows, but was at the same time the favourite 
of his own. 

‘ Ah, Egremont ’ come and sit here,’ exclaimed more 
than one banqueter 

‘ I saw you waltzmg with the httle Bertie, old fellow,’ 
said Lord Eitzheron, ‘ and therefore duinot stay to speak 
to you, as I thought we should meet here I am to call 
for yqu, mind ’ 

‘ How shall we aU feel this tune to-morrow ’ §aid 
Egremont, smilmg 

‘ The happiest fellow at this moment must be Cockie 
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Graves,’ ^id Lord Milford ‘ He can have no suspense. 
J have been looking over his book, and I defy kim,'’ what^ 
ever happens, not to lose r 

‘ Poor Coclae,’ said Mr Berners , ‘ he has asked me to 
dine with him at the Clarendon on Saturday.’ 

‘ Cockle IS a ve^ good Cookie,’ said Lord Milford, ‘ and 
Caravan is a very good horse , and if any gentleman 
sporisman^^present wishes to give seven to two, I wiR take 
''him to ^ny amount ’ 

‘ My book is made up,^' said Egremort : ‘ and I stand 
or fall by Caravan.’ 

‘And I’ 

‘ And«I ’ 

/ And I ’ 

‘ Well, mark my words,’ said a fourth, rather solemnly, 
‘ Rat-trap wins ’ 

‘ There is not a horse except Caravan,’ said Lord Milford, 
‘ fit for a borough stake ’ 

‘ You used to be all for Phosphorus, Egremont,’ said 
Loid'^Eugene do Vere 

‘ Yes , but fortunately I have got out of that scrape 
- 1 owe Phip Dormer a good turn for that I was the third 
man who knew he had gone lame ’ 

‘ And what are the odds agamst him now ? ’ 

‘ Oh ’ nominal , forty to one, — ^what you please ’ 

‘ H6 won’t run,’ said Mr. Berners, ‘ John Day told e 
he had refused to ride him ’ 

‘ I believe Cookie Graves might wm somethnig if 
Phosphorus came m first,’ said Lord Milford, laughing 

‘ How close it IS to-night ’ ’ said Egremont. ‘ Waiter, 
give me some Seltzer water ; and open another wnidow ; 
open them all ’ 

At this moment an mflux of guests mtmaated that the 
assembly at Lady St Juhans’ was broken up Many at 
the table rose and yielded their places, ciustermg round 
the chimney-piece, or formmg in various groups, and 
discussmg the gre^.;t question Several of those who had 
recently entered were votaries of Rat-trap, the favourite, 
and quite prepared, from all the mformation that had 
reached them, to back their opmions vahantly. The 
conversation had now become general and animated, or 
rather there was a edley of voices m which httle was 
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distinguished ®xcept the names of horses and th^ amount 
of odds in the midst of all this, waiters ghded about, 
handmg incomprehensible mixtures beaimg aristocratic 
names , mystical combmations of French wines and 
German waters, flavoured with slices ot Portugal fruits, 
and cooled with lumps of American me, compositions 
which immortahzed the creative genius of some high 
patrician name 

‘ By Jove ’ that’s a flash,’ exclaimed Lord Milfcrd, as 
a blaze of lightnmg seemed to s\ifluse the chamber, and 
the beammg lustres tumid white and ghastly m the glare. 

The tliswnder roUed over the buildmg Theic was a 
dead silence Was i;|j gomg to ram ’ Was it gomg t<r 
pour ’ Was the storm confined to the metropolis^ 
Would it reach Epsom ’ A deluge, and the course would 
be a quagmne, and strength might baffle speed. 

Another flash, another explosion, the hissing noise of 
ram. Lord Milford moved aside, and, jealous of the eye 
of another, read a letter from Chifney, and m a few 
minutes afterwards oflered to take thef odds agamst 
Pocket Hercules Mr Latour walked to the wmdow, 
surveyed the heavens, sighed that there was not time to 
send his tiger from the door to Epsom, and get mforma- 
tion whether the storm had reached the Surrey hills, for 
to-night’s operations It was too late So he took a 
rusk and a glass of lemomde, and retired to rest ^ith a 
cool head and a cooler heart 

The storm raged, the mcessant flash played as it were 
round the burnished cornice of the chambei, and threw 
a lurid hue on the scenes of Watteau and Boucher that 
sparkled in the medallions over the lofty doors The 
thunderbolts seemed to descend m clattering confusion 
upon the roof Sometimes there was a moment of dead 
silence, broken only by the pattermg of the ram m the 
street without, or the pattermg of the dice m a chamber 
at hand Then horses were backed, bets made, and there 
were loud and frequent calls for bnm mg goblets fro 
hurrymg waiters, distracted by the lightnmg and deafened 
by the peal It seemed a scene and a supper where the 
marble guest of Juan might have been expected , and, 
had he arrived, he would have found probably hearts as 
bold and spirits as reckless as he encountered m Andalusia 



6 


CHAPTER II 

r 

r 

* Will any one do anything about Hybiscus ’ sang out 
a gentleman m the img at Epsom It was full of eager 
groups , round the betting post a swarmmg cluster, while 
the magic circle itscK was surrounded by a host of horse- 
men shouting from them saddles the odds they were ready 
to recejLve or give, and the names of the horses they were 
prepared to back or to ofipose 

‘ Will any one do anything about Hybiscus ’ ’ 

* ITl bet you five to one,’ said a taU, stiff Sa peer, m 
I white'^great-coat 

‘ No , ril take six ’ 

The tail, stiff peer in the white great-coat mused for a 
momenVwith his pencil at hi§ lip, and then said, ‘ Well, 
I’ll bet you sis. What do you say about Mango ^ ’ 

‘ Eleven to two agamst Mango,’ called out a little hump- 
backed man m a sbrill voice, but with the air of one who 
was master of ^iis work 

‘ I should like to do a little busmess with you, Mr. 
Chippendale,’ said Lord Milford, m a coaxmg tone, ‘ but 
I must have six to one ’ 

‘ Eleven to two, and no mistake,’ said this keeper of a 
second-rate gammg-house, who, known by the battering 
appellation of Hump Chippendajle, now turned with malig- 
nant abruptness from the heir -apparent of an English 
earldom 

‘ You shaU have six to one, my Lord,’ said Captain 
Spiuce, a debonair personage, with a well-turned silk hat 
arranged a httle aside, his coloured cravat tied with pre- 
cision, his whiskers trimmed like a quickset hedge Spruce, 
who had earned his title of Captain on the plains of New- 
market, which had witnessed for many a year his successful 
exploits, had a weakness for the aristocracy, who, knowmg 
his graceful mfirmity, patronized him with condescending 
dexterity, acknowledged his existence m Pall-MaU as well 
a§ at TattersaU’s, and thus occasionally got a pomt more 
than the bettmg out of him Hump Chippendale had none 
of these gentle failings , he was a democratic leg, who 
loved to fleece a noble, and thought all men were bom 
equal — consohng creed that was a hedge for his hump. 
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teIe betting 

‘ Seven to tour against the favourite , seven to two 
against Caravan , eleven to two against Mango ^Vhat 
about Benedict ^ Will any one^o anything abou^ Pocket ~ 
Hercules ’ Thirty to one against Dardanelles ’ 

‘ Done ’ 

‘ Pive-and-thirty ponies to one agamst Phosphorus/ 
shouted a little man vociferously and repeatedly 

‘ I will bet forty/ said Lord IVIilford. No* answer, — 
nothing done 

‘ Forty to on* ' ’ murmurec? Egremont, who stood 
agamst Phosphorus little nervous, he said tg the 
peer m <(i^he white great-coat, ‘ Don’t you think that 
Phosphorus may, after all, have some chance ’ « 

‘ I should be curseS sorry to b<i deep agamst him,’ said 
the peer 

Egremont with a quivering lip walked away ^ He con- 
sulted his book ; he meditated anxiously. Should he 
hedge ’ It was scarcely worth while to mar the symmetry 
of his wmnmgs , he stood ‘ so well ’ by all the favourites , 
and for a horse at forty to one. No ; he*would triist his 
star, he would not hedge 

‘ Mr Chippendale,’ whispered the peer m the wliite great- 
coat, ‘ go and press Mr Egiemont about Phosphoius I 
should not be surprised if you got a good thing ’ 

At this moment, a huge, broad -faced, rosy-giUed iellow, 
with one of those good humoured yet cunnmg counte- 
nances that we meet occasionally on the northern side of 
the Trent, rode up to the rmg on a square cob, and, dis- 
mountmg, entered the circle He was a carcass-butcher 
famous m Carnaby -market, and the prune counsellor of a 
distinguished nobleman, for whom privately he betted on 
commission His secret service to-day was to bet agamst 
his noble employer’s own horse, and so he at once sung 
out, ‘ Twenty to one agamst Man-trap ’ 

A young gentleman just launched mto the world, and 
who, proud ot his ancient and spreadmg acres, was now 
maknig his first book, seemg Man-tr^ marked eighteen 
to one on the cards, jumped eagerly at this baigam, while 
Lord Fitzheron and Mr Berners, who were at hand, and 
who m their days had found their names m the book of 
the carcass-butcher, and grown wise by it, mtei changed 
a smile 
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* Mr. Egremont will not take,’ said Chippendale 

to the peer in the white great -coat. 

‘ You must have been itoo eager,’ “"said his noble friend. 
The ring is up ; the last odds declared , all gallop away 
to the Warren. A few mmutes, only a few minutes, and 
the event that for twelve months has been the pivot of 
so much calculation, of such subtle combmations, of such 
deep conspiracies, round which the thought and passion 
of theu sportmg world have hung like eagles, will be 
recorded m the fleetmg*^ tablets of therpast But what 
miniates ’ Count them by sensation, and not by calendars, 
and each moment is a day and the race a life JSogarth, 
in a coalse and yet animated sketchy has pamted ‘ Before ’ 
apd ‘ After ’ A creative spirit of a higher vein might 
develop the simphcity of the idea with sublimer acces- 
sories -^ompeius before Phalsalia, Harold before Hast- 
mgs, Napoleon before Waterloo, might afford some striking 
contrasts to the immediate catastrophe of their fortunes 
Emer still, the mspired marmer who has just disco veied a 
new world , the sage who has revealed a new planet , and 
yet the ‘ Before ’ and ‘ After ’ of a first-rate English race, 
m the degree of its excitement, and sometimes m the 
tragic emotions of its close, may vie even with these 
They are saddlmg the horses , Caravan looks m great 
condition , and a scornful smile seems to play upon the 
handsome features of Pa vis, as,«in the becoming colours of 
his employer, he gracefully gallops his horse before his 
admirmg supporteis Egremont, m the dehght of an 
English patrician, scarcely saw Mango, and never even 
thought of Phosphorus — ^Phosphoius, who, by the by, 
was the first horse that showed, with both his forelegs 
bandaged 
They are off ’ 

As soon as they are well away, Chifney makes the run- 
ning with Pocket Hercules Up to the Rubbing House he 
IS leadm g , this is the only point the eye can select Higher 
up the hill, Caravan, Hybiscus, Benedict, Mahometan, 
Phosphorus, Michel Fell, and Eat -trap are with the grey, 
forming a front lank, and at the new groxmd the pace has 
told its tale, for half a dozen are already out of the race. 

The summit is gamed ; the tactics alter . here Pa vis 
brmgsup Caravan, with extraoi dinary seventy, — the pace 
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round Tattenham comer terrific , Caravan leadiiig, then 
Phosphorus a httle above him, Mahometan next, Hybiscus 
fourth, Rat-trap loofimg badly^ Wisdom, Benedict,* and 
another handy By this time Pocket Hercules has enough, 
and at the road the taihng grows at every stride Here 
the favourite himself is hors de comha^y as weU as Darda- 
nelles, and a crowd of lesser celebrities ’ 

There are now but four left m the race, an of these, 
two, Hybiscus and Mahometan, are some lengths Ijehmd 
Now it IS neck and^neck between Caravan and Phosphorus 
At the stand, Caravan b|bS decidedly the best , but» 3 ust 
at the po^t, Edwards, on Phosphorus, lifts the gallant 
little horse, and with extraordinary effort contrives to 
shove him m by half a length 

‘ You look a little low, Charley,’ said Lord Eitzheron, as, 
takmg their lunch m their (^ag, he poured the champagne 
mto the glass of Egremont 

‘ By Jove > ’ said Lord Milford, ‘ only think of Cockie 
Graves having gone and done it I ’ 


CHAPTER III 

Egkemont was the younger brother of an Enghsh earl, 
whose nobihty, bemg of nearly three centuries’ date, 
ranked him among our high and ancient peers, although 
its origm was more memorable than illustrious The 
founder of the family had been a confidential domestic of 
one of the favourites of Henry the Eighth, and had con- 
trived to be appomted one of the commissioners for ‘ visit - 
mg and takmg the surrenders of divers rehgious houses ’ 
It came to pass that divers of these rehgious houses sur- 
rendered themselves eventually to the use and benefit of 
honest Baldwin Greymount The king was touched with 
the activity and zeal of his commissioner Not one of 
them whose reports were so ample and satisfactory, who 
could baffie a wily prior with more dextoity, or control a 
proud abbot with more firmness Nor were they weH- 
digestod reports alone that were transmitted to the sove- 
reign . they came accompanied with many rare 4tnd 
curious articles, grateful to the taste of one who was not 
only a rehgious reformer but a dilettante ; golden candle- 
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sticks and costly chalices, somet^nes a jewelled pix ; 
fantastic spoons and patens, rings for the fingers and the 
ear ; „ occasionally a fair-^itten and*" blazoned mannscript 
—suitable ofiering to the royal scholar Greymonnt was 
noticed , sent for , promoted m the household , knighted , 
might doubtless have been sworn of the council, and m 
due tune have bebome a minister , but his was a discreet 
ambition-^fof an accumulative rather than an aspiring 
character He served the King faithfully in all domestic 
matters that required an unnnpassioped, unscrupulous 
agepjt ; fashioned his creed and conscience accordmg to 
the royal model m aU its freaks , seized the rig^ moment 
4:0 get sundry grants of abbey lands, and contrived m that 
dangerous age to save l?pth his head and his estate. 

''The Greymount family having planted themselves m 
the lanci. faithful to the pohcy^of the founder, avoided the 
public gaze durmg the troubled period that followed the 
Reformation; and even durmg the more ordeily reign of 
Elizabeth, rather sought their increase m alliances than m 
Court favour r But at the commencement of the seven- 
teenth century, then abbey lands mfinitely advanced m 
value, and then rental swollen by the prudent accumula- 
tion of more than seventy years, a Gieymounl, who was 
then a county member, was elevated to the peerage as 
Baron Marney. The heralds furnished his pedigree, and 
assured the world that, although the exalted rank and ex- 
tensive possessions enjoyed at present by the Greymounts 
had then origm immediately m great territorial revolu- 
tions of a recent reign, it w'as not for a moment to be 
supposed that the remote ancestors of the Ecclesiastical 
Commissioner of 1530 were by any means obscure On 
the contrary, it appeared that they were both Norman 
and baronial, then real name Egremont, which, m then 
patent of peerage, the family now resumed 
In the civil wars the Egremonts, pricked by their Norman 
blood, were Cavaliers, and fought pretty well But in 1688, 
alarmed at the pi;pvalent impression that Kmg James m- 
tended to insist on the restitution of the Church estates to 
then ongmal purposes, to wit, the education of the people 
an(J the mamtenance of the poor, the Lord of Marney 
Abbey became a warm adherent of ‘ civd and religious 
hberty,’ — ^the cause for which Hampden had died m the 
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field, and Russell on 'the scaffold, — and joined tjie other 
Whig lords', and great,lay impropriators, m calling over the 
Prmce of Orange and a Dutch'^army, to vmdicafe those 
popular prmciples which, somehow or othei, the people 
would never support Profitmg by this last pregnant cir- 
cumstance, the lay abbot of Mainey, al§o m this mstance 
hke the other Whig lords, was careful to mamtam, while 
he vindicated the cause of civil and rehgious* liberty, a 
very loyal and dutiful though secret correspondenj^e with 
the Court of St, Gfermains 

The great deliverer K^ng WiUiam the Third, to whom 
Lord Maoey w^as a systematic traitor, made the descen- 
dant of the Ecclesiastical Commissioner of He^iiry the 
Eighth an English earl , and fit)m that time until the 
period of our history, thou^ the Marney family had never 
produced one mdividual %mment for civil or military 
abilities, though the country was not indebted to them 
for a single statesman, orator, successful warrioi, great 
lawyer, learned divme, eminent author, illustrious man of 
science, they had contrived, if not to engross any gieat 
share of public admiration and love, at least to monopolize 
no contemptible portion of pubhc money and public dig- 
nities Durmg the seventy years of almost unbroken Whig 
rule, from the accession of the House of Hanover to the 
fall of Mr Fox, Marney Abbey had furnished a never- 
failmg crop of lord privy^seals, lord presidents, an*d,lord 
heutenants The family had had their due quota of 
Garteis and governments and bishoprics, admiials with- 
out fleets, and geneials who fought only m America They 
had glittered m great embassies with clever secretaries at 
their elbow, and had once governed Ireland, when to 
govern Ireland was only to apportion the public plunder 
to a corrupt senate 

Notwithstandmg, however, this prolonged enjoyment of 
undeserved prosperity, the lay abbots of Marney were not 
content Not that it was satiety which mduced dissatis- 
faction The Egremonts could feed ?>n They wanted 
somethmg more Not to be prime mmisters or seefe- 
taries of state, for they were a shrewd race who knew the 
length of their tether, and notwithstandmg the encoi^ag- 
ing example of his grace of Newcastle, they could not 
resist the persuasion that me knowledge of the mterests 
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and resojirces of nations, some power of expressmg opinions 
with piopriety, some degree of respect for the^public and 
tor hniiselt, were not altogether mdispensable qualifica- 
tions, even imder a Venetian constitution, m an individual 
wbo aspired to a post so eminent and responsible Satis- 
fied with the star^ and mitres and official seals, which were 
periodically apportioned to them, the Mamey family did 
not aspii#to the somewhat graceless office of bemg their 
distrib?itor What they aimed at was promotion m their 
order , and promotion to'^the highest claCs They observed 
that<‘more than one of the otherrgreat ‘ civil and rehgious 
liberty ’ families — the families who m one cenkiry plun- 
dered the Church to gam the prope^rty of the people, and 
m another century chaifged the dynasty to gam the power 
of the Crown — ^had their brows circled with the strawberry 
leaf And why should not this distinction be the high lot 
also of the descendants of the old gentleman usher of one 
of Kang Henry’s plundermg vicar-generals ^ Why not ? 
True it is, that a grateful sovereign m our days has deemed 
such distmciidn the only reward for half a hundred vic- 
tories True it is, that Nelson, after conquermg the Medi- 
terranean, died only a Viscount ’ But'the house of Mamey 
had risen to high rank; counted themselves ancient 
nobility , and turned up their noses at the Pratts and the 
Smiths, the Jenkmsons and the Robmsons of our degene- 
rate^ 5ays , and never had .done anythmg for the nation 
or for their honours And why should they now 1 It 
was unreasonable to expect it. Civil and religious hberty, 
that had given them a broad estate and glittermg coronet, 
to say nothmg of half a dozen close seats in Parliament, 
ought clearly to make them dukes 

Bat the other great Whig families who had obtamed 
this honour, and who had done somethmg more for it 
than spoliate their Church and betray their kmg, set up 
their backs agamst this claim of the Egremonts. The 
Egremonts had done none of the work of the last hundred 
years of pohticak mystification, durmg which a people 
^vlthout power or education had been mduced to believe 
themselves the freest and most enhghtened nation m the 
would, and had submitted to lavish their blood and trea- 
sure, to see their mdustry crippled and their labour mort- 
gaged, m order to maintam an oligarchy, that had neither 
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ancient memomes to soften nor present services to justify 
tlieir unprecedented usurpation * 

How had the Egremonts cont^buted to this prodigious 
result ? Their family had furnished none of those art- 
ful orators whose bewildermg phrase had fascinated the 
pubhc inteUigence , none of those toilsome patricians 
whose assiduity m affaus had convmced ^heir unprivileged 
fellow-subjects that government was a seienc% and ad- 
ministration an art, which demanded the devotion of a 
pecuhar class in the State for their fulfilment and pursuit 
The Egremonts had nevej said anythmg that was rergem- 
bered, or-^one anyt,hmg that could he recalled It was 
decided by the Great Revolution families, that they should 
not be dukes Infinite was the ^dignation of'^the 
abbot of Marney. He counted his boroughs, consult^ 
his cousms, and muttered revenge The opportunity soon 
offered for the gratification of his passion 

The situation of the Venetian party m the wane of 
the eighteenth century had become extremely critical A 
young kmg was making often ffuitless, but always ener- 
getic, struggles to emancipate his national royalty from 
the trammels of the factious dogeship More than sixty 
years of a government of smgular corruption had alienated 
all hearts from the ohgarchy , nevei mdeed much affected 
by the great body of the people It could no longer be 
concealed that, by virtue of a plausible phrase, pow®r had 
been transferred from the Crown to a Parliament, the 
members of which were appomted by an extremely limited 
and exclusive class, who owned no responsibihty to the 
country, who debated and voted m secret, and who were 
regularly paid by the small knot of great famihes that by 
this machmery had secured the permanent possession of 
the kmg’s treasury Whiggism was putrescent in the 
nostrils of the nation ; we were probably on the eve of a 
bloodless yet important revolution ; when Rockingham, 
a virtuous magniffco, alarmed and disgusted, resolved to 
revive something of the pristme puxiky and high-toned 
energy of the old Whig connexion, appealed to his ‘new 
generation ’ from a degenerate age, arrayed under his 
banner the generous youth of the Whig families, and^was 
fortunate to enlist in the service the supreme genius of 
Edmund Burke 
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BURKE AND THt WHIGS 

Burke effected for the Whigs wbat Botngbroke m a 
preceding age had done for the Tories, he restored the 
moral existence of the p^^rty. He taught them to recur 
to the ancient principles of their connexion, and suffused 
those prmciples with all the delusive splendour of his 
imagmation He raised the tone ot their public discourse ; 
he breathed a high spirit mto their public acts It was 
m his pover to do more for the Wings than St John 
could do for his party The ohgarchy, who had found it 
convenient to attaint Bohngbroke forjcemg the avowed 
mm^ster of the English Prmc^ with whom they were 
always m secret communication, w^hen opmion fqjicedthem 
to consent to his leslitution, had tacked to the amnesty 
a clause as cowardly ^as it was Unconstitutional, and 
declared his mcompetence to sit m the Parliament of 
his country Buike, on the contrary, fought the Whig 
fight with a two-edged weapon . he was a great writci , 
as an orator he was transcendent, hi a dearth of that 
public talent for the possession of which the Whigs have 
generally been* distinguished, Burke came forward and 
established them alike in the Parliament and the country 
And what was his leward ’ No sooner had a young and 
dissolute noble, who, with some of the aspirations of a 
CaBsar, oftener realized the conduct of a Catilme, appeared 
on the stage, and after some mglorious tergiversation 
adopted their colours, than tl^ypy transferred to him the 
command which had been won by wisdom and genius, 
vmclicated by unrivalled knowledge, and adorned by 
accomplished eloquence Wlien the hour arrived for the 
triumph which he had prepared, he was not even admitted 
mto the Cabmet, virtually picsided over by his graceless 
pupil, and who, m the profuse suggestions of his teenfung 
converse, had found the prmciples and the mformation 
which were among the chief claims to pubho confidence 
of I\fr Fox 

Hard necessity made klr. Burke submit to the yoke, 
but the humiliation could never be forgotten Nemesis 
fajvours genius ; the mevitable hour at length arrived A 
voice like the Apocalypse sounded over England, and 
echoed in all the Courts of Europe Buike poured forth 
the vials of his hoarded vengeance mto the agitated heart 
of Christendom ; he stimulated the panic of a world by 
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the wild pictures of bis inspired imagination , dashed 
to the groilnd the riv^l who had robbed him of his hard- 
earned greatness , rended in tvam the proud okgarchy 
that had dared to use and to msult him , and, followed 
with servility by the haughtiest and the most timid of its 
members, amid the frantic exultation of his country, he 
placed his heel upon the neck of the ancient serpent. 

Among the Whig followers of Mr Burke m tkis memor- 
able defection, among the Devonshires and the Po];tlands, 
the Spencei s and tlie FitzwiUiams, was the Earl of I^Iarney, 
whom the Whigs w^ould make a duke. 

"What was his chance of success from Mr Pitt ? 

If the history of ESpgiand be ever written by »ne who 
has the knowledge and the coumge, and both quahtips 
are equally requisite for the undertaking, the world would 
be more astonished than w%en reading the Roman annals 
by Niebuhr Geneially speakmg, aU the great events 
have been distorted, most of the important causes con- 
cealed, some of the principal characters never appear, and 
all who figure are so misunderstood and isrepresented, 
that the result is a complete mystification, and the perusal 
of the narrative about as profitable to an Englishman as 
readmg the Bepublic of Plato or the Utopia of More, the 
pages of Gaudentio di Lucca or the adventures of Peter 
Wilkms 

The mfluence of races m our early ages, of the ®hurch 
in our middle, and of parties m our modern history, are 
three great movmg and modifying powers, that must be 
pursued and analysed with an untirmg, profound, and 
unimpassioned spirit, before a guidmg ray can be secured. 
A remarkable feature of our written history is the absence 
m'lts pages of some of the most mfluential personages 
Not one man in a thousand, for mstance, has ever heard 
of Major Wildman • yet he was the soul of English pohtics 
m the most eventful period of this kmgdom, and one most 
interestmg to this age, from 1640 to 1688 ; and seemed 
more than once to hold the balance winch was to decide 
the permanent forms of our government But he Was 
the leader of an unsuccessful party. Even, comparatively 
speakmg, m our own times, the same mysterious obhyion 
IS sometimes encouraged to creep over personages of great 
social dist motion as well as political importance. 
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The name of the second Pitt remams, fresh after forty 
years of great events, a parhamentary beacon?- He was 
the Ch^^tterton of polltlcs^, the ‘ marvellous boy ’ Some 
have a vague impression that he was mysteriously 
moulded by his great father ; that he mherited the genius, 
the eloquence, the statecraft of Chatham His genius 
was of a different^ bent, his eloquence of a different class, 
his statecmft of a different school To understand Mr 
Pitt, o^e must understand one of the suppressed characters 
of English history, and that is Lord Shelburne 

Wlien the fine genius of the jmjured Bohngbroke, the 
only peer of his period who was educated, and proscribed 
by the oligarchy because they were afraid of liis eloquence, 

‘ the glory of his ordep^ and the shame,’ shut out from 
Parhament, found vent m those wntmgs which lecalled 
to the English people the mht>rent blessings of their old 
free monarchy, and pamted m immortal hues his picture 
of a patriot kmg, the spirit that he raised at length touched 
the heart of Carteret, born a Wing, yet sceptical of the 
advantages of that patrician constitution which made the 
Dake of Newcastle, the most mcompetent of men, but the 
chosen leader of the Venetian party, virtually sovereign 
of England Lord Carteret had many brilliant qualities : 
he was undaunted, enterprismg, eloquent , had consider- 
able knowledge of contmental politics, was a great 
hnguist, a master of pubhc law; and, though he failed 
m his premature effort to termmate the dogeship of George 
the Second, he succeeded in mamtammg a considerable 
though secondary position m public Me The young 
Shelburne married his daughter. Of him it is smgular 
we know less than of his father-m-law, yet from the 
scattered traits some idea may be formed of the ablest d 
most accomplished mmister of the eighteenth century 
Lord Shelburne, mffuenced probably by the example and 
the traditionary precepts of his emment father-m-law, 
appears early to have held himself aloof from the patrician 
connexion, and entered public Me as the follower of Bute 
imthe first great effort of George the Third to rescue the 
sovereignty fro what Lord Chatham called ‘the Great 
Revolution families.’ He became m time a member of 
Lord Chatha ’s last admmistration ; one of the strangest 
d ost succe ful efforts to aid the grandson of George 
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the Second in « his struggle for pohtical emancipation 
Lord Shelb’ime adopted from the first the Boliiigbroke 
system , a real royalty, in lieu ^f the chief magistracy , 
a permanent alhance with Prance, mstead of the Whig 
scheme of viewmg m that power the natural enemy of 
England ; and, above all, a plan of commercial freedom, 
the germ of which may be found m tl?e long-mahgned 
negotiations of Utrecht, but which, m the instance of Lord 
Shelburne, were soon m time matured by all the economical 
science of Europe » in which he was a proficient '*Lord 
Shelburne seems to have been of a reserved and some- 
what astute disposition* (Jeep and adroit, he was however 
brave and firm His knowledge was extensive ai\d even 
profound He was a’' great Imgryist ; he pursued both 
literary and scientific mvestigations, his house was frd*- 
quented by men of letters, (especially those distmguished 
by their political abilities or economical attamments He 
mamtamed the most extensive private correspondence of 
any pubhc man of his time. The earhest and most 
authentic mformation reached hun from Courts and 
quarters of Europe , and it was a common phrase, that 
the minister of the day sent to hun often for the important 
mformation which the Cabmet could not itself command. 
Lord Shelburne was the first great mmister who com- 
prehended the nsmg importance of the middle class, and 
foresaw m its future power ^ bulwark for the throne agamst 
‘the Great Revolution families’ Of his qualities m 
council we have no record ; there is reason to believe that 
his admmistrative ability was conspicuous , his speeches 
prove that, if not supreme, he was emment, m the art ot 
parliamentary disputation, while they show on all the 
questions discussed a richness and variety of mformation, 
with which the speeches of no statesman of that age 
except Mr. Burke can compare 

Such was the man selected by George the Third as his 
champion agamst the Venetian party, after the termina- 
tion of the American War The prosecution of that war 
they had violently opposed, though it had origmated m 
their own policy First mmister m the House of Lords, 
Shelburne entrusted the lead m the House of Commons 
to his Chancellor of the Exchequer, the youthful fitt. 
The admmistration was brief, but it was not inglorious. 



18 


ROYAL ENGLAND 


It obtained peace, and, for the first tune since the Revolu- 
tion, infroducedinto modern debat ethe legitimate principles 
on wb^ch commerce should be conducted It fell before 
the "famous Coahtion with which ‘ the Great Revolution 
families ’ commenced then fiercest and their last contention 
for the patrician government of royal England 

In the heat of- that great strife, the kmg, m the second 
hazardou^s exercise ol his prerogative, entrusted the 
perilous command to Pitt Why Loid Shelburne on that 
occasion was set aside, will perhapsr. always remam a 
mysterious passage of our political history, nor have we 
space on the present occasion to attempt to penetrate its 
motive? Pei haps the monarch, with a sense of the rising 
sympathies of his people, was prescient of the magic 
power of youth m touchmg the heart of a nation. Yet 
it would not be an unprofitable speculation, if for a moment 
we paused to consider what might have been the con- 
sequences to our country if Mr Pitt had been content for 
a season agam to lead the Commons under Lord Shelburne, 
and to have sepured for England the unrivalled knowledge 
and dexterity of that statesman in the conduct of our 
affairs dm mg the confoundmg fortunes of the French 
Revolution Lord Shelburne was the only English minister 
competent to the task , he was the only public man who 
had the previous knowledge requisite to form accurate con- 
clusicms on such a con]unctur<e , his remaining speeches 
on the subject attest the amphtude of his knowledge and 
the accuiacy of his views, and m the rout of Jena, or 
the agony of Austerlitz, one cannot refrain from pictur- 
ing the shade of Shelburne hauntmg the Cabinet of Pitt, 
as the ghost of Cannmg is said occasionally to hnger 
about the Speaker’s chair, and smile sarcastically on the 
conscientious mediocriti who pilfered his hard-earned 
honours 

But, during the happier years of Mr Pitt, the mfluence 
of the mmd of Shelburne may be traced throughout 
his policy It w§(S Lansdowne Rouse that made Pitt 
acquamted with Dr Price, a dissent mg mmister, whom 
Lord Shelburne, when at the head of affairs, courageously 
offered to make his private secretary, and who furnished 
Mr ^Pitt, among many other important suggestions, with 
his origmal plan of the smkmg fund The commercial 
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treaties of ’87^ were struck in the same mmt, and are 
notable as tjie first effort made by the English govtoment 
to emancipate the country fro^ the restrictive ^policy 
which liad been mtroduced by the ‘ glorious revolution ’ ; 
naemorable epoch, that presented England at the same 
time with a corn -law and a public debt But on no 
subject was the magnetic mfiuence of the descendant of 
Sir William Petty more decided, than m the resolution of 
his pupil to curb the power of the patrician party by an 
mfusion from the fiddle classes mto the government of 
the country Hence the origm of klr. Pitt’s famous and 
long-misconceived plans T)f parliamentary reform Was 
he sincere, is often asked by those who neither ^eek to 
discover the causes, ilor are cap§,ble of calculating the 
efiects of public transactions Smcere ’ Why, he wa^ 
stiugding for Ins existence d And when, battled, first by 
the Venetian party, and afterwards by the panic of 
Jacobmism, he was forced to forgo his direct purpose, he 
still endeavoured partially to effect it by a circuitous 
process He created a plebeian aristocra(^ and blended 
it with the patrician ohgarchy He made peers of second- 
rate squires and fat graziers He caught them m the 
alleys of Lombard Street, and clutched them from the 
countmg-hoiises of CornhiU When IVIr Pitt, m an age of 
Bank restiiction, declared that every man with an estate of 
ten thousand a -year had alright to be a peer, he soimded 
the knoll of ‘ the cause for which Hampden had died on 
the field, and Sydney on the scaffold ’ 

In ordmary times the pupil of Shelburne would have 
raised this country to a state of great material prosperity, 
and removed or avoided many of those anomahes which 
now perplex us, but he was not destined for ordmary 
times , and, though his capacity was vast and his spirit 
lofty, he had not that passionate and creative genius 
required by an age of revolution The French outbreak 
was his evil djemon he had not the means of calculatmg 
its effects upon Europe He had but a peagre knowledge 
himself of contmental politics . he was assisted by a vei^y 
mefficj.ent diplomacy His mmd was lost m a convulsion 
of winch he neither could comprehend the causes nor 
calculate the consequences ; and, forced to act, he acted 
not only violently, but m exact opposition to the very 
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system he was called into political existe^ice to combat ; 
he appealed to the fears, the prejudices, and the passions 
of a privileged class, revived the old pohey of the ohga/rchy 
he 'had eximguished, and plunged into all the ruinous 
excesses of French war and Dutch finance 
If it be a salutary prmciple in the mvesligalion of 
historical transactions, to be careful m discrimuiaiing the 
cause fr<^ the pretext, there is scarcely any instance in 
which the apphcation of this prmciple is more feiiile in 
results, than m that of the Dutch mv^sion of 1688 The 
real cause of this mvasion was financial The Prince of 
Orange had foimd that the reso^urces of PloUand, however 
considerable, weie inadequate to sustain hnn m his mter- 
neeme rivalry with the great soveieign of France In an 
authentic conversation which has descended to us, held 
by WiOiam at the Hague wi^h one of the prime abettors 
of the mvasion, the prmce did not disguise Ins motives , 
he said, ‘ Nothmg but such a constitution as you have in 
England can have the credit that is necessary to raise such 
sums as a grpat war requires ’ The prmce came, and 
used our constitution for his purpose : he introduced 
mto England the system of Dutch finance. The principle 
of that system was to mortgage industry m order to protect 
property abstractedly, nothmg can be conceived more 
unjust ; its practice m England has been equally mjurious 
In Holland, with a small popi^ation engaged in the same 
pursuits, m fact, a nation of bankers, the system was 
adapted to the ciroumsiances which had created it All 
shared in the present spoil, and therefore could endure 
the future burthen And so to this day Holland is sus- 
tained, almost solely sustamed, by the vast capital thus 
created which still lingers among its dikes But applied 
to a country m which the circumstances were entirely 
difierent , to a considerable and rapidly-mcreasmg popu- 
lation , where there was a numerous peasantry, a trad mg 
middle class strugglmg mto existence,^ — ^the system of 
Dutch finance, piprsued more or less for nearly a century 
and a half, has ended m the degradation of a fettered 
and burthened multitude Nor have the demorahzmg 
consequences of the fundmg system on the more favoured 
classes been less decided. It has made debt a national 
habit , it has made credit the rulmg power, not the excep- 
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tional auxiliary, of all transactions, it has inti^odnced 
a loose, m(Jxact, hapljazard, and dishonest spirit m the 
conduct of both pubhc and private life ; a spirit dazzling 
and yet dastardly ; reckless of consequences and yet 
shrmlong from responsibihty And in the end, it has so 
ovei stimulated the energies of the population to mamtam 
the material engagements of the State, &id of society at 
large, that the moral condition of the people •has been 
entirely lost sight of 

A mortgaged ariiirtocracy, a gambling foreign commerce, 
a home trade founded o®. a morbid competition, and a 
degraded people , these are great evils, but ought perhaps 
cheerfully to be encoryitered for the greater blessings of 
civil and religious libeity Yet the first would seem iq 
some degree to depend upon our Saxon mode of trial by 
our peeis, upon the stipuil/lions of the great Norman 
charters, upon the practice and the statute of Habeas 
Corpus, — a principle native to our common law, but 
established by the Stuarts , nor m a careful perusal of the 
Bill of Rights, or m an impartial scrutmy of 1>he subsequent 
legislation of those times, though some dimmution of our 
political fianchises must be confessed, is it easy to discover 
any increase of our civil privileges To those, mdeed, 
who beheve that the English nation — ^at all tunes a re- 
ligious and Catholic people, but who even m the days of 
the Plantagenets wei e aiiti^papal — ^were in any danger of 
agam failing under the yoke of the Pope of Rome m the 
reign of James the Second, rehgious hberty was perhaps 
acceptable, though it took the shape of a disciplme which 
at once anathematized a great portion of the nation, 
and virtually establishing Puritanism m Ireland, laid the 
fouiidation of those mischiefs which are now endangering 
the empire 

That the last of the Stuarts had any other object m 
his impolitic manoeuvres than an impracticable scheme 
to blend the two Churches, there is now authority to dis- 
believe He certamly was guilty of theoffence of sendmg 
an envoy openly to Rome, who, by the by, was receive 
by the Pope with great discourtesy, and Her Majesty 
Queen Victoria, whose Protestantism cannot be doubted, 
for it IS one of her chief titles to our homage, has at 
this tune a secret envoy at the same Court , and that is 
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the di^erence between them* bath mm'isters doubtless 
working, however fruitlessly, for ,the same 'object , the 
termilLation of those teirible misconceptions, political and 
religious, that have occasioned so many martyrdoms, and 
so many crimes alike to sovereigns and to subjects 

If James the Second had really attempted to re-estabhsh 
Popery m this country, the English people, who had no 
hand in kis overthrow, would doubtless soon have stirred 
and secured their ‘ Cathohc and Apostohc Church,’ m- 
dependent of any foreign dictation — ^the Church to which 
they stiU regularly profess thou adherence ; and, being 
a practical people, it is possible that they might have 
achieved their object and yet retailed their native prmces ; 
under which circumstances we might have been saved from 
the triple blessmgs of Venetian pohtics, Dutch finance, and 
French wars . agamst which', m their happiest days, and 
with their happiest powers, struggled the three greatest of 
English statesman, — Bohngbroke, Shelburne, and, lastly, 
the son of Chatham 

We have endeavoured m another work, not we hope 
without somethmg of the impartiahty of the future, to 
sketch the character and career of his successors From 
his death to 1825, the political history of England is a 
history of great events and httle men. The rise of Mr 
Cannmg, long kept down by the plebeian aristocracy of 
Mr j?itt as an adventurer, had shaken parties to their 
centre His rapid disappearance from the scene left both 
Whigs and Tones m a state of disorganization. The dis- 
tmctive prmciples of these connexions were now difficult 
to trace That period of public languor which intervenes 
between the breakmg up of parties and the formation 
of factions now succeeded m England An exhausted 
sensualist on the throne, who only demanded from his 
mmisters repose, a voluptuous aristocracy, and a hstless 
people, were content, m the absence of aU public con- 
viction and national passion, to consign the government 
of the country tc a great man, whose decision relieved 
IJhe sovereign, whose prejudices pleased the nobles, and 
whose achievements dazzled the multitude 

The Duke of Wellington brought to the post of first 
mmister immortal fame , a quahty of success which would 
almost seem to moiude all others His pubhc knowledge 
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was such as might be, expected from one whose conduct 
already formed an important portion of the hultory of 
his country He had' a person^ and intimate acc^uamt- 
ance with the sovereigns and chief statesmen of Europe, 
a kmd of mformation m which English mmisters have 
generally been deficient, but without which the manage- 
ment of our external affairs must at the bdst be haphazard 
He possessed admmistrative talents of the highest older 
The tone of the age, the temper of the country, the 
great qualities and the high character of the mihister 
indicated a long and prosperous admmistration The only 
individual m his Cabmeb who, fiom a combmation of 
circumstances rather than from any mteUectual supj’emacy 
over his colleagues, w^as competent to be his rival, was 
cont ent to be his successor In his most aspirmg momenta, 
Mr Peel m all probability aimed at no higher reach ; 
and with youth and the leadership of the House of 
Commons, one has no reason to be surprised at his modera- 
tion. The conviction that the duke’s government would 
only cease wnth the termination of his puj>hc career was 
so general, that, the moment he was mstalled m office, 
the Whigs smiled on him, pohtical conciliation became 
the slang of the day, and the fusion of parties the babble 
of clubs and the tattle of boudoirs 

How comes it then that so great a man, m so great 
a position, should have sp signally failed , should have 
broken up his government, wrecked his party, and so 
completely annihilated his pohtical position, that, even 
with his historical reputation to sustam him, he can smce 
only reappear m the councils of his sovereign m a sub- 
ordmate, not to say equivocal, character ’ 

With aU those great qualities which will secure him a 
place m our history not perhaps inferior even to Marl- 
borough, the Duke of Wellington has one deficiency which 
has been the stumblmg-block of his civil career. Bishop 
Burnet, m speculatmg on the extraordmary mfiuence of 
Lord Shaftesbury, and accounting hoj^^ a statesman, so 
mconsistent m his conduct and so false to his confederates, 
should have so powerfully controlled his country, observes, 
‘ His STBENGTH LAY IN HIS KNOWLEDGE OP ENGLAND^’ 
Now that IS exactly the kind of knowledge which the 
Duke of Wellington never possessed. 
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Wlien the king, finding that m Lord Goderich he had a 
minister who, instead of decidmg,^asked his foyai master 
for, advice, sent for the^Duk© of WeHmgton to undertake 
the government, a change m the carriage of his grace was 
perceived by some who had the opportunity to form an 
opmion on such a subject If one might venture to use 
such a word m lefercnce to such a man, we might remark, 
that the fluke had been somewhat daunted by the selection 
of Mr. Cannmg It disappomted great hopes, it baffled 
great plans, and dispelled for a season 'tEe conviction that, 
it IS believed, had been long maturmg m his grace’s mind , 
that he was the man of the age, that his mihtary career 
had been only a preparation for^a civil course not less 
;illustrious , and that was reserved for him to contiol 
for the rest of his life, undisputed, the destmies of a 
country which was mdebted to him m no slight degree 
for its European pre-emmence The death of Mr. Canning 
revived, the rout of Lord Goderich restored, these views. 

Napoleon, at St Helena, speculatmg m conversation on 
the future career of his conqueror, asked, ‘ "What wiU 
Welhngton do ? After all he has done, he will not be 
content to be quiet. He will change the dynasty.’ 

Had the great exile been better acquainted with the 
real character of our Venetian constitution, he would have 
known that to govern England m 1820, it was not neces- 
sary *^0 change us dynasty ♦’But the Emperoi, though 
wrong m the main, was right by the by It was clear 
that the energies which had twice entered Pans as a 
conqueror, and had made kings and mediatized prmces at 
Vienna, would not be content to subside into ermmed 
msignificance The duke commenced his political tactics 
early The Cabmet of Lord Liverpool, especially durmg 
its latter term, was the hot-bed of many mtrigues ; but 
the obstacles were numerous, though the appointing fate, 
m which his grace beheved, removed them. The dis- 
appearance of Lord Castlereagh and Mr. Cannmg from 
the scene was alike unexpected The Duke of Wellington 
Was at length prime mmister, and no mdividual ever 
occupied that post more conscious of its power, and more 
defermmed to exercise it 

This is not the occasion on which we shall attempt to do 
justice to a theme instructive as the administration of 
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his grace. TreMed wjth impartiality and sufficient in- 
formation, \b would be an invaluable contribution* to the 
stores of our pohtical knowledge n-nd national expedience 
Throughout its brief but eccentric and tumultuous annals 
we see contmual proof, how important is that knowledge 
‘ m which lay Lord Shaftesbury’s strength ’ In twenty- 
four months we find an aristocracy estranged, without a 
people bemg concihated ; while on two several g;Ccasions, 
first, the prejudices, and then the pretensions of the 
middle class, were* alike treated with contumely ^ The 
pubhc was astonished at hearmg of statesmen of long 
parhamentary fame, men^ound whom the mteHigence ot 
the nation had gathered for years with confidence, at 
least with mterest, beihg expeUedJrom the Cabmet m a 
manner not unworthy of Colonel Joyce, while their placeS 
were filled by second-rate tsoldiers, whose very names 
were unknown to the great body of the people, and who, 
under no circumstances, should have aspired beyond the 
government of a colony This admmistration, which 
commenced m arrogance, ended m panic. ^There was an 
mtervai of perplexity , when occurred the most ludicrous 
instance extant of an attempt at coahtion , subordm- 
ates were promoted while negotiations were still pendmg 
with their chiefs, and these negotiations, undertaken so 
crudely, were terminated in pique, m a manner which 
added to political disappointment personal ofience When 
even his parasites began to look gloomy, the duke had a 
specific that was to restore aU, and, having allowed every 
element of power to escape his grasp, be believed he could 
balance everythmg by a beer bill The growl of reform 
was heard, but it was not very fierce There was yet 
tune to save himself His grace precipitated a revolution 
which might have been delayed for half a century, and 
never need have occurred m aggravated a form He 
rather fled than retired He commenced his mmistrj^ like 
Brennus, and finished it like the tall Gaul sent to murder 
the rival of Sylla, but who dropped his yeapon before the 
undaunted gaze of his mtended victim 
Lord Marney was spared the pang of the catastrophe 
Fromoted to a high office m the household, and still hopmg 
that, by the aid of his party, it was yet destmed for him 
to achieve the hereditary purpose of hi« family, he died 
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in the full faith of dukism , wo2;shippmg the duke, and 
behevmg that ultimately he should himself beeome a duke. 
It ,wafs under aU the ci^^jumstance's a euthanasia , he ex- 
pired leanmg as it were on his white wand and babbling 
of strawberry-leaves. 


CHAPTER lY 

‘ My dear Charles,’ said Lady Marn^'y to Egremont, the 
mgrnmg after the Derby, as breakfasting with her ui her 
boudoir he detailed some of the circumstances of the race, 
‘ we must forget your naughty horse I sent you a httle 
note this mommg, because I wished to see you most par- 
'ticularly before you went out Affairs,’ contmued Lady 
Mamey, first looking round d:he chamber to see w^hether 
there were any fairy hstenmg to her state secrets, ‘ ajSairs 
are critical ’ 

‘ No doubt of that,’ thought Egremont, the horrid 
phantom of ^etthng-day seemmg to obtrude itself be- 
tween his mother and himself , but, not knowing precisely 
at what she was drivmg, he merely sipped his tea, and 
mnocently replied, ‘ Wliy ’ ’ 

‘ There will be a dissolution,’ said Lady Marney 

‘ What ' are we commg m ’ ’ 

Lirdy Mamey shook hei head 

‘ The present men will not better their majority,’ said 
Egremont 

‘ I hope not,’ said Lady Mamey. 

‘ Why you always said that, with another general elec- 
tion, we must come m, whoever dissolved ’ 

‘ But that was with the Court m our favour,’ rejoined 
Lady Marney, mournfully. 

‘ ^i^at ’ has the kmg changed ? ’ said Egremont ‘ I 
thought it was all right ’ 

‘ All was right,’ said Lady ]\Iamey. ‘ These men would 
have been turned out agam, had he only lived three 
months longer ’ 

‘ Lived ! ’ exclaimed Egremont. 

‘ Yes,’ said Lady Marney , ‘ the kmg is dymg ’ 

Slowly dehvermg himself of an ejaculation, Egremont 
leant back m his chair 
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‘ He may live^ month,’ said Lady Marney ; ‘ he cannot 
live two It IS the gieatest of secrets , known this 
moment only to four individuals^ and I communicsate it 
to you, my dear Charles, m that absolute confidence which 
T hope will always subsist between us, because it is an 
event that may greatly affect your career ’ 

‘ How so, my dear mother ’ ’ 

‘ Mar bury ’ I have settled with Mr Tadpole ^hat you 
shall stand for the old borough With the government 
m our hands, as I bad anticipated, at the geneial election 
success I think was cert^m under the circumstances 
which we must encounter, the struggle wnU be more 
severe, but I thmk we shaU do it . and it will be aiiappy 
day for me to have our own again, and to see you m 
Parliament, my dear child ’ 

‘ WeU, my dear mother, Hshould like very much to be 
ui Parliament, and particularly to sit for the old borough ; 
but I fear the contest wiH be very expensive,’ said Egre- 
mont, mquirmgly. 

‘Oh f I have no doubt,’ said Lady Marney, ‘that we 
shall have some monster of the middle class, some imker 
or tailor, or candlestick-maker, wuth his long purse, 
preachmg reform and practismg corruption , exactly as 
the Liberals did under Walpole bribery was unknown m 
the time of the Stuarts , but we have a capital registra- 
tion, ]VIr Tadpole tells me « And a young candidate-with 
the old name will teU,’ said Lady Mamey, wnth a smile : 
‘ and I shaU go down and canvass, and we must do what 
we can ’ 

‘ I have great faith m your canvassing,’ said Egremont , 

‘ but still ar the same time, the powder and shot ’ 

‘ Are essential,’ said Lady Marney, ‘ I know it, m these 
corrupt days , but Marney wiU of course supply those 
It is the least he can do regammg the family mfiuence, 
and lettmg us hold up our heads again I shall write to 
him the moment I am 3 ustified,’ said Lady Mamey, ‘ per- 
haps you will do so yourself, CWles ’ 

‘ l^y, considermg I have not seen my brother for two 

years, and we did not part on the best possible terms ’ 

‘ But that IS aU forgotten ’ ^ 

‘ By your good offices, dear mother, who are always 
domg good ; and yet,’ contmued Egremont, after a 
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moment’s pause, ‘ I am not disposed to wite to Mainey, 

pecially to ask a favour ’ 

‘ Well, I will write,’ Sjjiid Lady Mamey ; ‘ though I can- 
not admit it as any favour Perhaps it would be better 
that you should see hun first I cannot understand why 
he keeps so at the Abbey I am sure I found it a melan- 
choly place enGugh m my time I wish you had gone 
down th^re, Charles, if it had been only for a few days.’ 

‘ Well, I did not, my dear mother, and I cannot go now. 
I shall trust to you. But are you quite sure that the kmg 
IS gomg to die ? ’ 

‘ I repeat to you, it is certam,’ replied Lady Mamey, ui 
a low(i^red voice, but decided tone^ ‘ certam, certam, cer- 
tain My authority ijannot be mistaken ; but no con- 
Weration m the world must throw you ofi your guard at 
this moment , breathe not the shadow of what you know.’ 

At this moment a servant entered, and dehvered a note 
to Lady Mamey, who read it with an ironical smile It 
was from Lady St. Juhans, and ran thus • — 

T ‘ Most confidential 

‘ My dearest Lady Mamey, — It is a false report ; he is 
lU, but not dangerously ; the hay fever ; he always has 
it , nothmg more ; I will tell my authority when we meet ; 
I dare not write it. It will satisfy you I am gomg on 
with my quadrille 

‘Most affectionately yours, 

‘A St J’ 

‘ Poor woman ! she is always wrong,’ said Lady Mamey, 
throwing the note to Egremont. ‘ Her quadrille wiE never 
take place, which is a pity, as it is to consist only of 
beauties and eldest sons. I suppose I must send her a 
hne , ’ and she wrote — 

‘ My dearest Lady St Juhans, — How good of you to 
write to me, and nd me such cheermg news ' I have no 
doubt you are right ; you always are I know he had the 
hay fever last year How fortunate for your quadrille, 
and how charmmg it wiU be * Let me know if you hear 
anythmg further hrom your unmentionable quartere 
‘ Ever your affectionate 

‘C M.’ 
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Loed Maekby left several ohaldren ; his heir was tiv© 
years older than the next son, Charles, who at the period 
of his father’s death was at Christchurch, and had just 
entered the last year of his minority. Att^mg that age, 
he received the sum of fifteen thousand poui^ds, his 
portion, a third of which amount his expenditure had 
then already anticipated. Egremont had been brought 
up m the enjoyment of ev^ry comfort and every luxuxy 
that refinement could devise and wealth furnish He was 
a favourite child His^ parents emulated each other m 
pampermg and mdulgmg him. Evei^y freak was pardoned, 
every whim was gratified He might ride what horses he 
liked, and if he broke their kJlees, what m another would 
have been deemed a flagrant sm, was m him held only a 
proof of reckless spirit. If he were not a thoroughly 
selfish and altogether wflful person, but very uch the 
reverse, it was not the fault of his parents, but rather the 
operation of a benignant nature that had bestowed on him 
a generous spirit and a tender heart, though accompanied 
with a dangerous susceptibility that made him the child 
and creature of impulse, and seemed to set at defiance 
even the course of time to engraft on his nature any 
(quality of prudence. The tone of Eton durmg the days of 
Charles Egremont was not of the high character which 
at present distmguishes that community. It was the un- 
foreseen eve of the great change, that, whatever was its 
purpose or have been its immediate results, at least gave 
the first shock to the pseudo-aristocracy of this country. 
Then aU was bloommg, sunshme and odour; not a 
breeze disturbmg the meridian splendour Then the world 
was not only made for a few, but a very few One could 
almost tell upon one’s fingers the happy famihes who could 
do anything, and might have everythmg. A schoolboy’s 
ideas of the Church then were fat hvmgs, and of the 
State rotten boroughs. To do nothmg and get some»> 
thing formed a boy’s ideal of a manly career There was 
nothmg m the lot, httle m the temperament, of Charles 
Egremont, to make him an exception to the multitude. 
Gaily and securely he floated on the hrfihant strea 
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Popular at school, idolized at hopae, thew present had no 
cares, S,nd the future secured him a family seat m Parlia- 
mentfthe moment he eiptered life, Snd the mheritance of a 
ghtteimg post at Court in due tune, as its legitimate con- 
sequence Enjoyment, not ambition, seemed the prmciple 
of his existence The contmgency of a mitre, the cer- 
tamty of rich preferment, would not reconcile him to the 
self-sacrjfice which, to a certain degree, was required from 
a priest, even m those days of rampant Erastiamsm He 
left tlie colonies as the spoil of his younger brothers , his 
OTO ideas of a profession bemg limited to a barrack m a 
London park varied by visits to Wmdsor But there was 
time ^ough to thmk of these thmgs He had to enjoy 
Oxford as he had enjoyed Eton Here his allowance from 
^his father was extravagant, though greatly mcreased by 
tithes from his mother’s pmrvmoney While he was pur- 
sumg his studies, huntmg and boatmg, drivmg tandems, 
ndmg matches, tempermg his energies m the crapulence 
of boyish banquets, and anticipatmg hfe, at the risk of 
expulsion, m^a miserable mimicry of metropohtan dissi- 
pation, dukism, that was supposed to be eternal, suddenly 
crashed 

The Reform. Act has not placed the admmistration of 
our affairs m abler hands than conducted them previously 
to the passmg of the measure, for the most efficient mem- 
bersfof the present Cabmet, with some very few exceptions, 
and those attended by pecubar circumstances, were mmis- 
ters before the Reform Act was contemplated. Nor has 
that memorable statute created a Parliament of a higher 
reputation for pubbc qualities, such as politic ability, and 
popular eloquence, and national consideration, than was 
furnished by the old scheme On the contrary, one House 
of Parhament has been irremediably degraded mto the 
decaymg position of a mere court of registry, possessing 
great privileges, on condition that it never exercises them , 
while the other chamber, that, at the first blush, and to 
the superficial, ^^bibits symptoms of almost unnatural 
^^itality, engrossmg in its orbit all the busmess of the 
country, assumes on a more studious inspection somewhat 
of^the character of a select vestry, fulfiUmg municipal 
rather than imperial offices, and beleaguered by critical 
and clamorous mdhons, who cannot comprehend why a 
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privileged and ^exclusive senate is required to perform 
functions winch immediately concern aU, which m5st per- 
sonally comprehend^ aiSd which n^^ny m their cmc spheres 
believe they could accomplish m a manner not less satis- 
factory, though certamly less ostentatious 

But if it have not furnished us with abler admmis- 
trators or a more illustrious senate, the Reform Act may 
have exercised on the country at large a beneficial m- 
fluence Has it ’ Has it elevated the tone of the public 
mmd ? Has it cultured the populai sensibilities to lioble 
and ennoblmg ends Has it proposed to the people of 
England a higher test of national respect and confidence 
than the debasmg qualification universally prevajent m 
this country smce the’' fatal mtro^uction of the system 
of Dutch finance ’ Who wiU pretend it ? If a spiiit oi 
rapacious covetousness, deseicratmg aU the humanities of 
life, has been the besettmg sm of England for the last 
century and a half, smce the passmg of the Reform Act 
the altar of Mammon has blazed with triple worship To 
acquire, to accumulate, to plunder each ojher by virtue 
of philosophic phrases, to propose a Utopia to consist only 
of WEALTH and toil, this has been the breathless busmess 
of enfranchised England for the last twelve years, until 
we are startled from our voracious strife by the wail of 
mtolerable seif age 

Are we then to conclude, that the only effect of the 
Reform Act has been to create m this coimtry another of 
those class mterests which we now so loudly accuse as 
the obstacles to general amelioration ’ Not exactly that. 
The mdirect mfluence of the Reform Act has been not 
inconsiderable, and may eventually lead to vast con- 
sequences It set men a-thmking , it enlarged the horizon 
of pohtical experience ; it led the pubhc mmd to ponder 
somewhat on the circumstances of our national history ; 
to pry mto the begmnmgs of some social anomahes, 
which, they found, were not so ancient as they had been 
led to beheve, and which had their ongpi m causes very 
different from what they had been educated to credit^ 
and insensibly it created and prepared a popular mteUi- 
gence to which one can appeal, no longer hopelessly, 
an attempt to dispel the mysteries with which for nearly 
three centuries it has been the labour of party writers to 
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involve a national history, and •without the dispersion of 
which '^no political position can he understood and no 
sociahevil remedied ' 

The events of 1830 did not produce any change m the 
modes of thought and hfe of Charles Egremont He took 
his pohtical cue from his mother, who was his con- 
stant corresponxdent Lady Marney was a distinguished 
* stateswpman,’ as they called Lady Carhsle in Charles 
the First’s tune, a great friend of Lady St Julians, and 
one of the most eminent and impassioned votaries of 
dukism Her first impression ^on the overthrow of her 
hero was astonishment at the impertinence of his ad- 
versaries, mingled with some lofty pity for their siUy 
ambition and short-lived career ^She existed for a week 
m the dehghtful expectation of his grace bemg sent for 
agam, and mformed every one m confidence, that ‘ these 
people could not form a Cabmet.’ When the toosm of 
peace, reform, and retrenchment sounded, she smiled 
bitterly , was sorry for poor Lord Grey, of whom she had 
thought better', and gave them a year, addmg, with oon- 
hng mahce, ‘ that it would be another Canning affair ’ 
At length came the Reform Bill itself, and no one laughed 
more heartily than Lady Marney ; not even the House 
of Commons to whom it was presented 

The BiU was thrown out, and Lady Marney gave a 
grand ball to celebrate the ,event, and to compensate 
the Ixindon shopkeepers for the loss of their projected 
franchise Lady Marney was preparing to resume her 
duties at Court, when, to her great surprise, the firmg of 
cannon announced the dissolution of Parliament She 
turned pale , she was too much m the secrets of Tadpole 
and TajDer to be deceived as to the consequences , she 
sank mto her chair, and denounced Lord Grey as a traitor 
to his order 

Lady Marney, who for six months had been writing to 
her son at Oxford the most charmmg letteis, full of fun, 
quizzmg the whole Cabmet, now announced to Egremont 
that a revolution was mevitable, that all pioperty would 
be mstantly confiscated, the poor deluded kmg led.to the 
blpck or sent over to Hanover at the best, and the whole 
of the nobihty and prmcipal gentry, and every one who 
possessed anythmg, guiUotmed without remorse. 
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Wliether his hiends were immediately to resume power, 
or whethei their estates ultimately were to be confiscated, 
the practical conclusion to Chai;ies Egremont appeared 
to be the same Carpe dtem Me therefore pursued his 
career at Oxford unchanged, and entered life m the year 
1833, a younger son with extravagant tastes and ex- 
pensive habits, with a reputation for lively talents though 
uncultivated, — for his acquisitions at Eton h^ad been 
quite puerile, and subsequently he had not become a 
student, — ^with mapy manly accomplishments, and' with 
a mien and visage that at once took the fancy and enhsted 
the affections Indeed, a physiologist would hardly have 
mf erred from the countenance and stiucture of Eg]jemont 
the career he had pursu'^d, or the cl^aracter which attached 
to him. The general cast and expression of his featured 
when in repose was pensive? . an air of refinement dis- 
tinguished his well-moulded brow ; his mouth breathed 
sympathy, and his rich brown eye gleamed with tender- 
ness The sweetness of his voice m speaking was m 
harmony with this organization. 

Two years passed m the ost refined circles of our 

ciety exercised a beneficial mfluence on the general tone 
of Egremont, and may be said to have fi.nished his edu- 
cation He had the good sense and the good taste not 
to permit his predilection for sports to degenerate mto 
slang ; he yielded himseK the dehcate and profitable 
authority of woman, and, as ever happens, it softened his 
manners and brightened his wit. He was fortunate m 
havmg a clever mother, and he appreciated this mestimable 
possession Lady Marney had great knowledge of society, 
and some acquaintance with human nature, which she 
fancied she had fathomed to its centre , she piqued her- 
self upon her tact, and mdeed she was very quick, but she 
was so energetic that her art did not always conceal itself ; 
very worldly, she was nevertheless not devoid of impulse ; 
she was animated, and would have been extremely agree- 
able, if she had not restlessly aspired to^wit , and would 
certamly have exercised much more mfluence m society^^ 
if she had not been so anxious to show it Nevertheless, 
still with many personal charms, a frank and yet, if ne^d 
be, a finished manner, a quick bram, a hvely tongue, a 
buoyant spirit, and a great social position. Lady Marney 
291b 
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was universally and extremely popular, ^and adored by 
her children, for she was a mother most affectionate and 
true ffi 

When Egremont was lour-and-twenty, he feU in love — 
a real passion He had fluttered hke others from flower 
to flower, and like others had often fancied the last perfume 
the sweetest, and then had flown away. But now he was 
entirely paptivated. The divmity was a new beauty; 
the whole world ravmg of her. Egremont also advanced 
The Lady Arabella was not only beautiful she was 
cleyer, fascmating Her presence was mspiration ; at 
least for Egremont She cond&cended to be pleased by 
hnn ; ^he signalized him by her notice , their names were 
mentioned together ^Egremont Indulged m flattermg 
cireams He regretted he had not pursued a profession , 
he regretted he had unpaired his slender patrunony. 
thought of love m a cottage, and rentmg a manor , thought 
of hvmg a good deal with his mother, and a httle with his 
brother ; thought of the Law and the Church ; thought 
once of New jZealand The favourite of nature and of 
fashion, this was the first time m the hfe of Egremont 
that he had been made conscious that there was something 
m his position which, with all its superficial briUianoy, 
might prepare for him, when youth haci fled and the blaze 
of society grown dun, a drear and bitter lot. 

Hex was roused from his reveries by a pamful change m 
the demeanour of his adored. The mother of the Lady 
Arabella was alarmed. She liked her daughter to be 
admired even by younger sons, when they were distm- 
guished, but only at a distance Mr Egremont’s name 
had been mentioned too often It had appeared coupled 
with her daughter’s, even in a Sunday paper. The most 
decisive measures were requisite, and they were taken. 
Still smilmg when they met, still kmd when they con- 
versed, it seemed by some magic dexterity which even 
baffled Egremont, that their meetmgs every day grew 
rarer, and their opportunities for conversation less fre- 
quent At the end of the season, the Lady Arabella 
selected from a crowd of admirers equally qualified, a 
yo;iUig peer of great estate, and of the * old nobihty,’ a 
circumstance which, as her grandfather had only been an 
East India director, was very gratifying to the bride. 



THE FREE INTELLECT 


35 


This nnfortimate p?,ssion of Charles Egremont, with 
its mortifyang circumstances and consequences, was just 
that earliest shock m ?)ne’s life T^jhich occurs to ail^ot.us; 
which first makes us thmk. We have all experienced that 
disheartening catastrophe when the illusions first vanish ; 
and our balked imagination, or oui mortified vanity, first 
intimates to us that we are neither infallible nor irresist- 
ible Happily ’tis the season of youth for whicfe the fiist 
lessons of experience are destined ; and, bitter and in- 
tolerable as IS the» first bhght of our fresh feehiigs, the 
sangume impulse of eailj life bears us along Our first 
scrape generally leads to our first travel. Disappomtment 
requires change of air ; desperation, change of« scene 
Egremont quitted his (Country, nevgr to return to it agam j 
and returned to it after a year and a half’s absence a much 
wiser man Having left Eifgland m a serious mood, and 
having abeady tasted with tolerable freedom of the 
pleasures and frivohties of life, he was not m an mapt 
humour to observe, to mquire, and to reflect The new 
objects that surrounded him excited his mjtelhgence ; he 
met, which mdeed is the prmcipal advantage of travel, 
remarkable men, whose conversation opened his mmd 
His mmd was worth openmg. Energies began to stir of 
which he had not been conscious , awakened curiosity led 
him to mvestigate and to read , he discovered that, when 
he imagmed his education twas completed, it had fact 
not commenced , and that, although he had been at a 
pubhc school and a university, he m fact knew nothmg. 
To be conscious that you are ignorant is a great step to 
knowledge Befoie an emancipated mtellect and an ex- 
pandmg mteUigence, the great system of exclusive manners 
and exclusive feehngs m which he had been born and 
nurtured, began to tremble, the native generosity of 
his heart recoiled at a recurrence to that arrogant and 
frigid hfe, alike devoid of sympathy and real grandeur. 

In the early sprmg of 1837, Egiemont re-entered the 
world, where he had once sparkled, a#d which he had 
once conceived to comprise withm its cbcle aU that could 
mterest or occupy man His mother, dehghted at findmg 
him agam under her roof, had removed some long-standing 
coolness between him and his elder brother ; his former 
acquamtance greeted him with cordiahty, and mtroduced 
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him to tlie new heroes who had .sprung^up during the 
season of his absence Apparently Egremont was not 
disipckned to pursue, thpugh without eagerness, the same 
career that had originally engaged him He frequented 
assembhes, and lingered m clubs , rode in the Park, and 
lounged at the opera. But there was this difference in 
his existence before and smce his travels , he was now 
consciousrhe wanted an object ; and was ever musmg over 
action, though as yet ignorant how to act Perhaps it 
was tins want of bemg roused that Jed him, it may be 
for ^distraction, again to the turf. It was a pursmt that 
seemed to him more real than the life of saloons, full 
of affectation, perverted ideas, and factitious passions. 
Whatever might be thp impulse, Egremont however was 
certamly not slightly mterested m the Derby , and, 
though by no means unmsti noted m the mysteries of the 
turf, had felt such confidence m his mformation, that, 
with his usual ardour, he had backed to a considerable 
amount the horse that ought to have won, but which 
nevertheless only ran second. 


CHAPTER VI 

N OTWiTHSTAifTBiNG the confidence of Lady St Juhans and 
her unrivalled information, the health of the Kmg did not 
improve ; but still it was the hay fever, only the hay fever 
An admission had been allowed to creep mto the Court 
Circular, that ‘ His Majesty has been slightly mdisposed 
withm the last few days ’ ; but then it was soon followed 
by a very positive assurance, that His Majesty’s favourite 
and long-matured resolution to give a State banquet to the 
knights of the four orders was immediately to be earned 
mto effect Lady St Juhans had the first mformation of 
this important circumstance , it confirmed her original 
conviction ; she determmed to go on with her quadrille. 
Egremont, with somethmg mterestmg at stake himself, 
was staggered by this announcement, and by Lady St. 
Julians’ unshaken faith. He consulted his mother Lady 
M^ey shook her head. ‘ Poor woman ’ ’ said Lady 
Mamey, ‘ she is always wrong. I know,’ contmued her 
ladyship, placing her finger to her lip, ‘ that Prmce Ester- 
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hazy has been pressing his long-postponed mveslatiire as 
a Grand Cross, m order that he may dme at very 
banquet , and it has been ami3unced to him that it is 
impossible, the Kang’s health will not admit of it When 
a simple mvestiture is impossible, a State banquet to the 
four orders is very probable No,’ said Lady Mamey 
with a sigh ; ‘ it is a great blow for all of ns, but it is no 
use shuttmg our eyes to the fact The poor ear Kmg 
will never show a^m ’ 

And about a week after this there appeared the first 
bulletm From that m^nt, though the gullish multi- 
tude studied the daily reports with grave mterest, their 
hopes and speculations and arrar^ements changmg with 
each phrase, for the mitiated there was no suspense A^l 
knew that it was over ; and Lady St Juhans, givmg up 
her quadrille, began to look about for seats m Parliament 
for her sons. 

‘ What a happiness it is to have a clever mother * ’ ex- 
claimed Egremont, as he pondered over the returns of his 
election agent Lady Marney, duly wained of the im- 
pendmg catastrophe, was experiencing all the advantages 
of prior mformation It dehghted her to meet Lady St 
Julians drivmg distractedly about town, callmg at clubs, 
closeted with red-tapers, making mgenious combinations 
that would not work, by i^eans of which some one^f her 
sons was to stand m coahtion with some rich parvenu , to 
pay none of the expenses and yet to come m first And 
aU this time, Lady Mamey, serene and smilmg, had the 
daily pleasure of assurmg Lady St Julians what a relief 
it was to her that Charles had fixed on his place. It had 
been arranged mdeed these weeks past , ‘ but then, you 
know,’ concluded Lady Mamey m the sweetest voice and 
with a blandishmg glance, ‘ I never did beheve m that hay 
fever ’ 

In the meantime the impendmg event changed the 
whole aspect of the pohtical world. The Kmg dying 
before the new registration was the^ greatest blow to 
pseu4o -Toryism smce His Majesty, caUmg for a hackney 
coach, went down and dissolved Parliament m 1831 It 
was calculated by the Tadpoles and Tapers that a**dis- 

lution by Sir Robert, after the registration of 1837, 
would give him a clear majority, not too great a one, but 
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large efiough ; a manageable majority , some five-and- 
twenty or thirty men, -jyho with ^ probable peerage or 
two*danglmg in the distance, haK a dozen positive baro- 
netcies, the Customs for their constituents, and Court 
balls for their wives, might be induced to ve the State 
Oh ! England, gforious and ancient realm, the fortunes of 
thy politj^are indeed strange ' The wisdom of the Saxons, 
Norman valour, the statecraft of the Tudors, the national 
sympathies of the Stuarts, the spiiit of^the latter Guelphs 
strijgglmg agamst their enslaved sovereignty, — ^these are 
the high qualities, that for a thd'usand years have secured 
thy naitional development. And now all thy memorial 
dynasties end m the h^ckstermg rtile of some thirty un- 
Imowm and anonymous jobbers ’ The Thirty at Athens 
were at least tyrants They were marked men But the 
obscure majority, who, under our present constitution, 
are destmed to govern England, aie as secret as a Venetian 
conclave Yet on their dark voices aU depends Would 
you promote gr prevent some great measure that® may 
affect the destinies of unborn millions, and the future 
character of the people — take, for example, a syste 
of national education — ^the mmister must apportion the 
plunder to the illiterate clan, the scum that floats on the 
surface of a party , or hold out the prospect of honours, 
which are only honourable V(;hen m then transmission 
they impart and receive lustre ; when they are the meed 
of public virtue and public services, and the distmction 
of worth and of genius It is impossible that the syste 
of the Thirty can long endure m an age of mquiry and 
agitated spirit lilrn the present Such a system may suit 
the balanced mterests and the periodical and alternate 
command of rival ohgarchical connexions , but it can 
subsist only by the subordmation of the sovereign and 
the degradation of the multitude ; and cannot accord with 
an age, whose genius will soon confess that Power and 
the People are botiji divme. 

« ‘ He can’t last ten days,’ id a Whig Secretary of the 
Treasury with a triumphant glance at Mr Taper a§ they 
me{i in Pall Mall ; ‘ you’re out for our hves ’ 

‘ Don’t you make too sure for yourselves,’ rejomed 
despair the dismayed Taper. ‘It does not foUow*that 
because we are oqt, that you are m.’ 
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‘ How di) you mean ^ ’ 

‘ There is such a person as L^rd Durham m the> world,’ 
said Mr. Taper very solemnly 
‘ Pish,’ said the secretary 

‘ You may pish,’ said Mr. Taper, * but, if we have a 
Radical government as I believe and h»pe, they will not 
be able to get up the steam as they did m ’31 ^ and what 
with Church and corn together, and the Queen Dowager, 
we may go to tb^ country with as good a cry as some 
other persons ’ 

‘ I will back Melbourifb agamst the field, now,’ said the 
secretary 

‘ Lord Durham dm^d at Kensington on Thursday,’ said 
Taper, ‘ and not a Whig present ^ 

‘ Ay , Durham talks very fine at dmner,’ said the 
secretary, ‘ but he has no real go m him When there is a 
Pimce of Wales, Lord Melbourne means to make Durham 
governor to the heir apparent, and that will keep him 
quiet ’ ^ 

‘ tVhat do you hear ^ ’ said IMr. Tadpole, joining them ; 

* I am told he has quite raUied ’ 

‘Don’t you flatter youiseif,’ said the secretary 
‘ Well, we shall hear what they say on the hustings,’ 
said Tadpole, lookmg boldly 

‘ Who’s afraid ’ ’ said tl^e secretary ‘ Ko, no, my dear 
fellow, you are dead beat , the stake is worth piaymg for, 
and don’t suppose we are such flats as to lose the race for 
want of jockeymg Your humbuggmg registration will 
never do against a new reign Our great men mean to 
shell out, I tell you ; we have got Croucher ; we wnll de- 
nounce the Carlton and corruption aU over the kingdom ; 
and if that won’t do, we will swear till we are black in the 
face, that the Kmg of Hanover is engaged m a plot to 
dethrone our young Queen ’ and the triumphant secie- 
tary wished the worthy pair good morning 

‘They certamly have a very goo^ cry,’ said Taper, 
mournfully 

‘ i?^ftei all, the registration might be better,’ said Tad- 
pole, ‘ but still it is a very good one ’ ^ 

The daily bulletins became more significant ; the crisis 
was evidently at hand A dissolution of Parliament at 
any tune must occasion great excitement ; combined with 
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a new rfeign, it inflames the passions of every {?lass of the 
commitnity Even the ^poor begin to hope ; the old, 
wholesome superstition that the sovereign can exercise 
power, still lingers ; and the suffering multitude are fain 
to beheve that its remedial character may be about to be 
revealed m thenr instance As for the aristocracy m a 
new reign^ they are all in a flutter A bewilder mg vision 
of coionets, sUrs, and ribbons , smiles, and places at 
Court ", haunts their noontide speculat^ns and their mid- 
night dreams Then we must not forget the numberless 
mstances m which the coming eVent is deemed to supply 
the long-sought opportunity of distinction, or the long- 
dreaded cause of utter^ discomfitui^e , the hundreds, the 
thousands, who mean to get into Parliament, the units 
who dread gettmg out WTmt a crashmg change from 
loungmg m St. James’ Street to sauntermg on Boulogne 
pier , or, after dmmg at Brooks’ and supping at Crock- 
ford’s, to be saved from destruction by the friendly mter- 
position that pends you m an official capacity to the 
marsupial sympathies of Sydney or Swan River ’ 

Now IS the time for the men to come forward who have 
claims , claims lor spendmg their money, which nobody 
asked them to do, but which of course they only did for 
the sake ot the party. They never wrote foi their party, 
or sp^f’ke for their party, or gfive their party any other 
vote than their own ; but they urge their claims, — to 
somethmg ; a commissionership of anythmg, or a consul- 
ship an 3 rwhere ; if no place to be had, they are ready to 
take it out m dignities They once looked to the Privy 
Council, but would now be content with an hereditary 
honour , if they can have neither, they wdl take a clerk- 
ship m the Treasury for a younger son Perhaps they 
may get that m time , at present they go away growhng 
with a gaugership; or havmg with desperate dexterity 
at length contrived to transform a tide-waiter mto a land- 
waiter But ther^is nothmg like askmg — except refusmg. 

Hark ^ it tolls ’ All is over The great bell of the 
metro]3ohtan cathedral announces the death of the last 
son^of George the Third who probably will ever reign m 
England He was a good man : with feelmgs and sym- 
pathies ; deficient m culture rather than abihty , with a 
sense of duty ; and with somethmg of the conception of 
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what should be the character of an English monarch, 
Peace to his manes ^ 'We are summoned to a diSerent 
scene 

In a palace m a garden — ^not in a haughty keep, proud 
with the lame but dark with the violence of ages , not m 
a regal pile, biiglit with the splendour, but» soiled with the 
mirigues, of coui’ts and factions — ^in a palace m garden, 
meet scene foi youth, and innocence, and beauty — came 
a voice that told t]ie maiden that she must ascend her 
throne ’ 

The council of England*is summoned for the first time 
within her bowers Theie are assembled the prelate and 
captains and chief mei? of her rea^ ; the priests of the 
religion that consoles, the heroes of the sword that has* 
conqucied, the votaries of Ige craft that has decided the 
fate of empires ; men grey wnth thought, and fame, and 
age ; who are the stewards of divine mysteries, who have 
toiled in secret cabmets, who have encountered in battle 
the hosts of Europe, who have struggled m the less 
merciful strife of aspirmg senates ; men *too, some of 
them, lords of a thousand vassals and chief propnetois of 
provmces, yet not one of them whose heart does not at 
this moment tremble as he awaits the first presence of 
the maiden who must now ascend her throne 

A hum of half -suppressed conversation which would 
attempt to conceal the excitement, which some of the 
greatest of them have smce acknowledged, fills that 
briUiant assemblage , that sea of plumes, and glittering 
stars, and gorgeous dresses Hush ’ the portals open , 
she comes ; the silence is as deep as that of a noontide 
forest Attended for a moment by her royal mother and 
the ladies of her Court, who bow and then retire, Victoria 
ascends her throne ; a girl, alone, and for the first time, 
amid an asse blage of men. 

Tn a sweet and thnlhng voice, and with a composed 

len which mdicates rather the absorbiim sense of august 
duty than an absence of emotion, The ^ebn announces' 
her accession to the throne of her ancestors, and her 
humble hope that divine Providence wiU guard over tjie 
fulfilment of her lofty trust 

The prelates and captams and chief men of her realm 
then advance to the throne, and, knetlu'g before her, 
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pledge'their troth, and take the sstcred oaths of allegiance 
and supremacy ^ '> 

Allegiance to one who rules over the land that the great 
Macedonian could not conquer , and over a contment of 
which even Columbus never dreamed to the Queen of 
every sea, and <of nations m every zone 
It IS qpt of these that I would speak ; but of a nation 
nearer her footstool, and which at this moment looks to 
her with anxiety, with affection, perhaps with hope. Fair 
aqd serene, she has the blood and beauty of the Saxon. 
Will It be her proud destmy let length to bear relief to 
suffeiang milhons, and, with that soft hand which might 
inspire troubadours and guerdon^^knights, break the last 
links m the chain of Saxon thraldom ’ 

THE END OF THE FIRST BOOK 
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CHAPTER I 

The building which was still called Marney Abbey, 
though remote from the site of the ancient monastery, 
was an extensive structure raised ^t the latter end of th^ 
reign of James the First, and^ the stately and picturesque 
style of that a ge Placed on a noble elevation m the centre 
of an extensive and well-wooded park, it presented a front 
with two projectmg wmgs of equal dimensions with the 
centre, so that the form of the buildmg was that of a 
quadrangle, less one of its sides Its ancient lattices had 
been removed, and the present wmdows, though con- 
venient, accorded little with the structure , the old 
entrance door m the centre of the buildmg, however, 
still remamed, a wondrous specimen of fantastic carvmg ; 
Ionic columns of black oak, with a profusion of fiuit^ and 
flowers, and heads of slags] and sy Ivans The whole of 

the buildmg was crowned with a considerable pediment 
of what seemed at the first glance fanciful open woi k, but 
which, exammed more nearly, ofiered m gigantic letters 
the motto of the house of Marney The portal opened 
to a haU, such as is now rarely found ; with the dais, the 
screen, the gallery, and the buttery-hatch all perfect, and 
aU of carved black oak Modern luxury, and the refined 
taste of the lady of the late lord, had made Mainey Abbey 
as remarkable for its comfort and pleasantness oi accom- 
odation as for its ancient state and splendour The 
apartments were m general furnished with ah the cheerful 
ease and briUiancy of the modem mansion of a noble, but 
the grand gallery of the seventeenth century was still 
preserved, and was used on great occasions as the chief 
reception-room You ascended the prmcipal staircase 
to reach it through a long corridor It occupied the 
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whole length of one of the wings ; was one hundred feet 
long, *'and forty-five feet broad, its walls hung with a 
collection of choice pictures rich m history , while the 
Axminster carpets, the cabinets, carved tables, and variety 
of easy chairs, ingeniously grouped, imparted even to this 
palatian chamber a lively and habitable air 

Lord ^arney was several yeais the senior of Charles 
Egremont, yet still a young man. He was handsome; 
there was mdeed a general reseml^lance between the 
brpthers, though the expression of their countenances was 
entirely different , of the SfCme height and air, and 
throughout the features a certaui family cast ; but here 
the Idleness ceased. ^The countenance of Lord Marney 
^bespoke the character of his mmd ; cynical, devoid of 
sentiment, arrogant, literal, hard He had no imagmation, 
had exhausted his slight native feelmg, but he was acute, 
disputatious, and fib^m even to obstmacy. Though his 
early education had been very imperfect, he had sub- 
sequently read a good deal, especially m French literature. 
He had formed his mmd by Helvetius, whose system he 
deemed irrefutable, and m whom alone he had faith. 
Armed with the prmciples of his great master, he believed 
he could pass through existence m adamantme armour, 
and always gave you m the business of life the idea of a 
an who was conscious you^were trying to take him m, 
and rather respected you for it, but the working of whose 
cold, unkmd eye defied you. 

There never had been excessive cordiality between the 
brothers even m their boyish days, and shortly after 
Egremont’s entrance mto life they had become estranged. 
They were to meet now for the first time smee Egremont’s 
return from the Continent. Their mother had arranged 
their reconcihation They were to meet as if no mis- 
understandmg had ever existed between them ; it was 
specially stipulated by Lord Marney, that there was to 
be no ‘ scene ’ Egremont’s impending arrival, 

^Lord Marney was careful to be detained late that day at 
petty sessions, and entered the room only a few mmutes 
before dmner was announced, where he found Element 
not only with the countess and a young lady who was 
staying with her, but with additional bail against any 
ebullition of senjjiment m the shape of the Vicar of Marney, 
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and a certain Captain Orouse, who was a kind of aide-de- 
camp of the earl ; killed birds and carved them ; * played 
billiards with him and lost ; ha<i, nideed, every Icqpm- 
plishment that could please woman or ease man ; could 
sing, dance, draw, make artificial files, break horses^ 
exercise a supervision over stewards and baihfis, and make 
everybody comfortable by takmg everythmg on his own 
shoulders. 

Lady Marney had received Egremont m a manner which 
expressed the extieme satisfaction she experienced at 
findmg him once more bej^eath his brother’s roof When 
he arrived, mdeed, he would have preferred to have been 
shown at once to his rooms, but a message immediately 
dehvered, expressed the wish of Itts sister -m -law at onc^ 
to see him She received him alone and with great 
warmth She was beautiful* and soft as May , a glowmg 
yet dehcate face ; rich brown hair, and large blue eyes ; not 
yet a mother, but with somethmg of the dignity of the 
matron blendmg with the Imgermg timidity of the girl 

Egremont was glad to 30m his sister -m-la*w again m the 
drawmg-room before dinner. He seated himself by her 
side, and m answer to her mqumes was givmg her some 
narrative of his travels , the vicar, who was very Low 
Church, was shakmg his head at Lady Marney’s young 
friend, who was enlargmg on the excellence of Mr Paget’s 
tales ; while Captam Grou«e, m a very stiff white heck- 
cloth, very tight pantaloons, to show his very celebrated 
legs, transparent stockmgs and pohshed shoes, was throw- 
ing himself mto attitudes m the backgroxmd, and with a 
zeal amountmg almost to enthusiasm, teaching Lady 
Mamey’s spaniel to beg, when the door opened and Lord 
Marney entered, hut, as if to make security doubly sure, 
not alone. He was accompanied by a neighbour and 
brother magistrate, Sir Vavasour Emebrace, a baronet of 
the earliest batch, and a gentleman of great family and 
great estate 

‘ WeU, Charles ’ » ' 

^ How are you, George ’ ’ 

And'the brothers shook hands 

’Tis the English way , and, if they had been mclmed^to- 
fall mto each other’s arms, tlaey would not probably have 
done more. 
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In a^few minutes it was announced that dinner wab 
served, and so, secured from a scene, havmg a fair appetite, 
and sifrrounded by dish^^s that could agreeably satisfy it, 
a kmd of vague fraternal sentiment began to stir the 
breast of Lord Mamey : he really was glad to see his 
brother agam , remembered the days when they rode 
their ponies and played cricket ; his voice softened, his 
eyes sparkled, and he at length exclaimed, ‘ Do you know, 
old feUow, it makes me quite happy to see you here again. 
Suppose we take a glass of wme ’ 

The softer heart and more susceptible spirit of Egremont 
were well calculated to respond to this ebullition of 
feehng?^ however shght , and truly it was for many reasons 
pot without considerable emotion, that he found himself 
once more at Mamey He sat by the side of his gentle 
sister-m-law, who seemed ‘Ji^eased by the unwonted 
cordiality of her husband, and anxious by many kmd 
offices to second every mdication of good feelmg on his 
part Captam Grouse was extremely assiduous; the 
vicar was of 4he deferential breed, agreed with Lady 
Mamey on the importance of mfant schools, but recalled 
his opmion when Lord Marney expressed his imperious 
hope that no mfant schools would ever be found m his 
neighbourhood Sir Vavasour was more than middle- 
aged, comely, very gentlemanlike, but with an air occasion- 
aUy T)f absence which hardty agreed with his frank 
and somewhat hearty idiosyncrasy, his clear brow, florid 
complexion, and blue eye But Lord Marney talked a 
good deal, though chiefly dogmatical or argumentative. 
It was rather difficult for him to find a sufficient stock of 
opposition, but he lay m wait and seized eveiy openmg 
with wonderful alacrity Even Captam Grouse could not 
escape him ; if driven to extremity. Lord Marney would 
even question his prmciples on fly-makmg Capta 
Grouse gave up, but not too soon ; he was well aware that 
his noble friend’s passion for controversy was equal to 
his love of conquest As for Lady Mamey, it was evident 
•that, with no mconsiderable talents, and with an mtelli- 
gence richly cultivated, the controversial genius of her 
hus*band had completely cowed her conversational charms. 
She never advanced a proposition that he did not im- 
mediately bristle up, and she could only evade the 
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encounter by a graceful submission As for the vicar, a 
frequent guest, he would fam have taken refuge rdt silence, 
but the earl, especial^ when alqpe, would what h® called 
‘ draw him out,’ and the game once unearthed, with 
skilled a pack there was but httie fear of a bad run. Wlien 
all were reduced to silence. Lord Marney, relinquishmg 
controversy, assumed the positive He eulogized the new 
Poor Law, which he declared would be the salv£g}ion of the 
country, provided it was ‘ carried out ’ m the spmfc m 
which it was developed m the Marney Union , but then 
he would add that there was no district except their upion 
in which it was properly observed He was tremendously 
fierce agamst allotments, and analysed the system with 
merciless sarcasm, Indeed, he ,had no mconsiderable 
acquamtance with the doctrmes of the economists, arfd 
was rather inclmed to cari«y them mto practice m every 
instance, except that of the landed proprietary, which he 
clearly proved ‘ stood upon different grounds ’ from those 
of any other ‘ mterest ’ There was nothmg he hated 
so much as a poacher, except a lease ; tjhough perhaps, 
m the catalogue of his aversions, we ought to give 
the preference to his anti-ecclesiastical prejudice; this 
amounted even to acrimony. Though there was no man 
breathmg who was possessed with such a strong repug- 
nance to subscriptions of any kmd, it dehghted Lord 
Marney to see his name,among the contnbutors^to all 
sectarian mstitutions The vicar of Marney, who had 
been presented by himself, was his model of a priest : 
he left everybody alone Under the mfluence of Lady 
Marney, the worthy vicar had once warmed up mto 
some ebullition of very Low Church zeal ; there was some 
talk of an evenmg lecture, the schools were to be re- 
modelled, certam tracts were actually distributed But 
Lord Marney soon stopped all this ‘ No priestcraft at 
Marney,’ said this gentle proprietor of abbey lands. 

‘ I wanted very much to come and canvass for you,’ 
said Lady Marney to Egremont, ‘bp:t George did not 
like it ’ 

‘ The less the family mterfered the better,’ said Lord 
Marney , ‘ and for my part, I was very much alarpied 
when I heard my mother had gone down ’ 

‘ Oh I my mother did wonders,’ said Egremont ; ‘ we 
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should have been beat without her Indeed, to tell the 
truth, I ^mte gave up the thing the moment they started 
their man. Before that^, we were ^on velvet , but the 
mstaht he appeared everything was changed, and I 
found some of my warmest supporters members of hia 
committee ’ 

‘ You had a formidable opponent, Lord Mamey told me/ 
said Sir Vavasour ‘ Who was he ^ ’ 

‘Ob' a dreadful man ' A Scotchman, richer than 
Croesus, one McDruggy, fresh from Canton, with a million 
of opium m each pocket, denouncing corruption, and 
bellowing free trade ’ ® 

‘ Butrthey do not care much for free trade m the old 
borough ’ ’ said Lord IM^arney "" 

No, it was a mistake,’ said Egiemont, ‘ and the cry 
was changed the moment my opponent was on the ground. 
Tlien all the town was placarded with “ Vote for McDruggy 
and our young Queen,” as if he had coalesced with Her 
Majesty ’ 

‘ My mother^ must have been m despair,’ said Lord 
Marney 

‘ We issued our placard instantly of “ Vote for our 
young Queen and Egremont,” which was at least more 
modest, and turned out more popular ’ 

‘ That I am sure was my mother,’ said Lord Marney. 

‘ No;*’ said Egremont , ‘ it wa^s the effusion of a far more 
experienced mmd My mother was m hourly communi- 
cation with headquarters, and Mr. Taper sent down the 
cry by express ’ 

‘ Peel, m or out, will support the Poor Law,’ said Lord 
Mamey, rather audaciously, as he reseated himself after 
the ladies had retired ‘ He must , ’ and he looked at his 
brother, whose return had m a great degree been secured 
by crymg that Poor Law down 

‘ It is impossible,’ said Charles, fresh from the hustmgs, 
and speakmg from the card of Taper, for the condition of 
the people was a subject of which he knew nothmg 

He will carry it out,’ said Lord Marney, ‘ you’ll see, or 
the land will not support him ’ 

‘ J wish,’ said Sir Vavasour, ‘ we could manage some 
modification about out -door relief ’ 

‘ Modification ’ ’ said Lord Mamey ; ‘ why there has 
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been nothing but n^iodification What we want is 
stringency 

‘ The people will ne'^er bear it,i said Egremont , * t^ere 
must be some change ’ 

‘ You cannot go back to the abuses of the old system,’ 
said Cap tarn Grouse, making, as he thought, a sede 
observation 

‘ Better go back to the old system than nidify the 
new,’ said Lord Marney 

‘ I wish the peoj^e would take to it a little more,’ said 
Sir Vavasour , ‘ they c^rtamly do not like it m our 
parish ’ 

‘ Tiie people are very contented here, eh, Slinfse}^ ? * 
said Lord Marney ** 

‘ Very,’ said the vicar 

Hereupon a conversation^ took place, principally sus- 
tamed by the earl and the baronet, which developed all 
the rcsouices of the great parochial mind Dietaries, 
bastardy, jail regulations, game laws, were amply dis* 
cussed , and Lord Mainey wound up with a declaiation 
of the moans by which the country might be saved, and 
which seemed prmcipally to consist of high prices and 
Low Church 

‘ If the sovereign could only know her best friends,’ 
said Sir Vavasour, wuth a sigh. 

Lord Marney seemed to get uneasy. 

‘ And avoid the fatal mistakes of her predecessor,’ con- 
tmued the baronet 

‘ Charles, another glass of claret,’ said the earl 

‘ She might yet rally round the throne a body of 
men, ” 

‘ Then we will go to the ladies,’ said the earl, abruptly 
disturbmg his guest. 


CHAPTER II 

There was music as they re-entered the drawing-room 
Sir Vavasour attached himself to Egremont 

‘ It is a great pleasure for me to see you agam, ]\fr 
Egremont,’ said the worthy baronet ‘ Your father was 
my earhest and kmdest friend. I remember you at Eire- 
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brace, a very little boy. Happy to see you again, sir, in 
so eminent a position ; a legislator — one ot our legislators. 
It gav% me a smcere satisfaction to"' observe your return ’ 

‘ You are very kmd, Sir Vavasour.’ 

‘ But it IS a responsible position,’ contmued the baronet. 
‘ Thmk you they’ll stand ? A majority, I suppose, they 
have , but, I cdiiclude, in time, Sir Robert wiU have it in 
time. We must not be in a hurry ; “ the more haste ” 
— ^you know the rest. The country is decidedly Consei va- 
tive AU that we want now is a stron/5 government, that 
wiM put all thmgs to rights. ^ If the poor Hmg had 
lived 

* He' would have sent these men to the right-about,’ 
said Egremont, a young politician, proud of his secret 
intelligence 

‘ Ah ’ the poor King ’ ’ said Sir Vavasour, shaking his 
head 

‘ He was entirely with us,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Poor man ’ ’ said Sir Vavasour 

‘ You thmkut was too late, then ? ’ said his companion. 

‘ You are a young man enteiing political life,’ said the 
baronet, takmg Egremont kniuiy by the arm, and leading 
him to a sofa , ‘ everythmg depends on the first step 
You have a great opportimity Nothmg can be done 
by a meie individual The most powerful body m this 
couniry wants a champion ’ ♦ 

‘ But you can depend on Peel ’ ’ said Egremont. 

‘ He IS one of us , we ought to be able to depend on him. 
But I have spoken to him for an hour, and could get 
nothmg out of him ’ 

‘ He IS cautious ; but depend upon it, he will stand or 
fall by the land ’ 

‘ I am not thmkmg of the land,’ said Sir Vavasour ; ‘ of 
somethmg much more important ; with aU the mfluence 
of the land, and a great deal more besides ; of an order of 
men who are ready to rally round the throne, and are, 
mdeed, if justic«% were done to them, its natural and 
hereditary champions (Egremont looked perplexity); I 
am speaking,’ added Sir Vavasour m a solemn voice, ‘I 
am speakmg of the baronets ' ’ 

‘ The baronets ! And what do they want ? ’ 

‘Their rights; them long-withheld rights. The poor 
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King was with ns He has frequently expressecl to me 
and other ‘deputies h|s determination to do us jpstice , 
but he was not a strong-mmdedtnan/ said Sir Vavasour, 
with a sigh ; ‘ and m these revolutionary and levelling 
tunes he had a haid task perhaps And the peers, who 
are our biethren, they were, I fear, agaqist us But, in 
spite of the mmisters and m spite of the peers, had the 
poor King hved we should at least have had tie badge,’ 
added Sir Vavasour, mournfully 

‘ The badge ’ ’ 

‘ It would have satisfied Sn Grosvenor le Draughte,’ s’aid 
Sir Vavasour , ‘ and he had a strong party with him , he 

was for compromise, Ijut d him, his lather was only 

an accoucheur ’ 

‘And you wanted moie ’ inquued Egremont, with a 
demure look. 

‘ All, or nothmg,’ said Sir Vavasour ; ‘ prmciple is ever 
my motto — ^no expediency I made a speech to the order 
at the Clarendon , there were four hundred of us , the 
feehng was very strong ’ 

• A powerful party,’ said Egremont 

‘ And a militaiy order, sir, if properly understood 
What could stand agamst us ’ The Refoim Bill could 
never have passed if the baronets had been organized ’ 

‘ I have no doubt you could brmg us m now,’_ said 
Egremont 

‘ That is exactly what I told Sir Robert I want him 
to be brought in by his own order It would be a grand 
thmg ’ 

‘ There is nothmg like esprit de corps" said Egremont. 

‘ And such a body 1 ’ exclaimed Sir Vavasour, with 
animation ‘ Picture us for a moment, to yourself, gomg 
down m procession to Westminster, for example, to hold 
a chapter. Eive or six hundred baronets m dark green 
costume, — ^the appropriate dress of equites aurati , each 
not only with his badge, but with his collar of SS ; belted 
and scarfed , his star ghttermg , his pinnon fi 3 nng ; his 
hat white, with a plume of white feathers ; of course the 
sword "and the gilt spurs. In our hand, the thumb-rmg 
and signet not forgotten, we hold our coronet of t>o 
balls ’ ’ 

Egremont stared with irrepressible astonishment at the 
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excited being, who unconsciously pressed his companion’s 
arm as he drew this rapid sketch of the glories so uncon- 
stitutibnally withheld frpm him 

‘ A magnificent spectacle » ’ said Egremont 
* Evidently the body destined to save this country,’ 
eagerly contmued Sir Vavasour ‘ Blendmg all sym- 
pathies , the crown of which they are the peculiar cham- 
pions ; the nobles of whom they are the popular branch ; 
the people who recognize m them their natural leaders 
But the picture is not complete We- should be accom- 
panied by an equal number of gallant knights, our elder 
sons, who, the moment they come of age, have the right 
to claim knighthood of their sovereign, while their mothers 
and wives, no longer degraded to the nomenclature of a 
sheriff’s lady, but resummg their legal or analogical dig- 
nities, and styled the “ honoiSrable baronetess,” with her 
coronet and robe, or the “honourable knight ess,” with her 
golden collar of SS, and chaplet or cap of dignity, may 
either accompany the procession, or, ranged m galleries m 
a becommg situation, ram mfluenoe from above ’ 

‘ I am all for their gomg m the procession,’ said Egre- 
ont. 

‘ The pomt is not so clear,’ said Sir Vavasour, solemnly ; 
‘ and mdeed, although we have been firm m definmg our 
rightful claims m our petitions, as for “ honorary epithets, 
secondary titles, personal decorations, and augmented 
heraldic bearmgs,” I am not clear, if the Gkivemment 
evinced a disposition for a hberal settlement of the ques- 
tion, I would not urge a too strmgent adherence to every 
pomt For mstance, I am prepared myself, great as 
would be the sacrifice, even to renounce the claim of 
secondary titles for our eldest sons, if, for mstance, they 
would secure us our coronet.’ 

‘ Fie, fie, Sir Vavasour,’ said Egremont, very seriously, 

* remember prmciple : no expediency, no compromise ’ 

‘ You are right,’ said the baronet, colourmg a little ; 

* and do you know, Mr Egremont, you are the only indi- 
vidual I have yet met out of the order, who has taken a 
sensible view of this great question, which, after -all, is 
the question of the day.’ 
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The situation of the rural town of Mamey was one of 
the most delightful easily to be imagined In a spreadmg 
dale, contiguous to the margin of a clear apd hvely stream, 
surrounded by meadows and gardens, and backed by lofty 
hills, undulatmg and richly wooded, the traveler on the 
opposite heights of the dale would often stop to admire 
the merry prospect that recalled to him the traditional 
epithet of his country. 

Beautiful illusion ’ Por behmd that laughin land- 
ape, penury and dis se fed upon the vitals of a miserable 
population. 

The contrast between tb^e interior of the town and its 
ext ernal a spect was as strikmg as it was full of pain With 
the exception of the dull High Street, which had the usual 
characteristics of a small agricultural market town, some 
sombre mansions, a dmgy mn, and a petty bourse, Marney 
mainly consisted of a variety of narrott' and crowded 
lanes formed by cottages bmlt of rubble, or unhewn 
stones without cement, and, from age or badness of the 
material, lookmg as if they could scarcely hold together. 
The gapmg chmks admitted every blast , the leanmg 
chimneys had lost halt their origmal height , the rotten 
rafters were evidently misjjlaced , while m many mstances 
the thatch, yawnmg m some parts to admit the wmd and 
wet, and m aU utterly unfit for its origmal purpose of 
givmg protection from the weather, looked more hke the 
top of a dunghill than a cottage Before the doors of 
these dwellmgs, and often surroundmg them ran open 
drams full of animal and vegetable refuse, decomposmg 
mto disease, or sometimes m them imperfect course filling 
foul pits or spreadmg mto stagnant pools, while a con- 
centrated solution of every species of dissolvmg filth was 
allowed to soak through, and thoroughly impregnate, the 
w^alls and ground adjoimng. '• 

These wretched tenements seldom consisted of more 
than two rooms, in one of which the whole family, however 
numerous, were obliged to sleep, without distmctioh of 
age, or sex, or sufiermg With the water streaming down 
the walls, the hght distmguished through the roof, with 
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no heart'h even in winter, the virtuous mother m the sacred 
pangscrf childbirth gives fprthanothervictimtoourthought- 
iess civilization , surrotmded by three generations whose 
inevitable presence is more pamful than her sufferings m 
that hour of travail ; while the father of her coming child, 
in another corner of the sordid chamber, lies stricken by 
that typhus which his contammatmg dwellmg has breathed 
mto his vems, and for whose next prey is perhaps destmed 
his new-born child These swarmmg, walls had neither 
windows nor doors sufficient to keep out the weather, or 
admit the sun, or supply the means of ventilation ; the 
humid nand putrid roof of thatch exhalmg malaria like 
all other decaymg vegetable mattef The dweUmg-rooms 
were neither boarded nor paved , and whether it were 
that some were situate m low^nd damp places, occasion- 
ally flooded by the river, and usually much below the level 
of the road ; or that the springs, as was often the case, 
would burst through the mud floor , the ground was at 
no time better^ than so much clay, while sometimes you 
might see little channels cut from the centre under the 
doorways to carry off the water, the door itself removed 
from its hmges : a restmg-place for mfancy in its deluged 
home. These hovels were m many mstances not pro- 
vided with the commonest conveniences of the rudest 
police ; contiguous to every dpor might be observed the 
dimg-heap on which every kmd of filth was accumulated, 
for the purpose of bemg disposed of for manure, so that, 
when the poor man opened his narrow habitation m the 
hope of reheshmg it with the breeze of summer, he was 
met with a mixture of gases from reekmg dunghills 

This town of Marney was a metropolis of agricultural 
labour, for the proprietors of the neighbourhood havmg for 
the last half century acted on the system of destroymg 
the cottages on their estates, m order to become exempted 
from the mamtenance of the population, the expelled 
people had flocke<J to Maniey, where, during the war, a 
manufactory had afforded them some relief, though its 
wheels had long ceased to disturb the waters of the ,Mar. 

Pepnved of this resource, they had agam gradually 
spread themselves over that land which had, as it were, 
rejected them ; and obtamed from its churlish breast a 
niggardly subsist^ence. Their re-entrance mto the sur* 
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rounding parishes waS viewed with great suspicion ; their 
renewed settlement Opposed by every ingenious pontriv- 
ance, those who availed themselves of their labour ’were 
careful that they should not become dwellers on the soil ; 
and though, from the excessive competition, there were 
few districts m the kmgdom where t^e rate of wages 
was moie depressed, those who were fortunate enough to 
obtain the scant remuneration, had, m addition to their 
toil, to endure, each morn and even, a weary journey 
before they coula reach the scene of their labour, or re- 
turn to the squalid ho^el which profaned the name of 
home To that home, over which malaria hovered, and 
round whose shivermg hearth were clustered othm* guests 
besides the exhausted family of toll — Fever, m every form, 
pale Consumption, exhau^tmg Synochus, and tremblmg 
Ague, — ^leturned after cullivaimg the broad fields of 
merry England, the bold British peasant, returned to 
encounter the worst of diseases, with a frame the least 
qualified to oppose them ; a frame that, subdued by toil, 
was never sustamed by animal food ; dlrenched by the 
tempest, could not change its drippmg rags , and was 
indebted for its scanty fuel to the wmdfalls of the woods 
The eyes of this unhappy race might have been raised to 
the sohtary spire that sprang up m the midst of them, the 
bearer of present consolation, the harbmger of ^future 
equality , but Holy Church at Marney had foi gotten her 
sacred mission We have introduced the reader to the 
vicar, an orderly man, who deemed he did his duty if he 
preached each week two seimons, and enforced humility 
on his congregation, and giatitude for the blessmgs of 
this hfe The High Street and some neighbourmg gentry 
were the staple of his hearers Lord and Lady Marney, 
attended by Captam Grouse, came every Sunday mornmg, 
with commendable regularity, and were ushered into the 
mvisible mterior of a vast pew, that occupied half of the 
gallery, was hned with crimson damask, and furnished 
with easy chairs, and, for those wh5 chose them, well- 
padded stools of prayer. The people of Marney took 
refuge in conventicles, which abounded , little plam 
buildmgs of pale brick with the names panited on them, 
of Sion, Bethel, Bethesda , names of a distant land, and 
the language of a persecuted and ancient race , yet such 
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IS the mysterious power of their divine qiiahty, breathing 
consolation in the nineteenth century to the harassed 
forms and the harrowed souls of a Saxon peasantry. 

But, however devoted to his flock might have been the 
vicar of Mamey, his exertions for their well-bemg, under 
any circumstan?es, must have been mamly limited to 
spiritual consolation Mamed, and a father, he received 
for his labouis the small tithes of the parish, which 
secured to him an mcome by no means equal to that of a 
su pel 101 banker’s clerk, or the cook of a great ioanmonger. 
The great tithes of Marney, which might be counted by 
thousands, swelled the vast rental which was drawn from 
this district by the fortunate earls that bore its name 
The mornmg after the arrival of Egremont at the Abbey, 
an unusual stir might have bee^ observed m theHigh Street 
of the town. Round the portico of the Green Dragon 
Hotel and commercial inn, a knot of principal personages, 
the chief lawyer, the brewer, the vicar himself, and several 
of those easy quidnuncs who abound m country towns, 
and wdio rank under the designation of retired gentlemen, 
were in close and very earnest convex se Li a short tune, 
a servant on horseback, in the Abbey livery, galloped up 
to the portico, and delivered a letter to the vicar The 
excitement apparently had now greatly increased. On 
the opposite side of the way ^o the important group, a 
knot, m larger numbers, but very deficient m quality, had 
formed themselves, and remained transfixed with gaping 
mouths and a curious not to say alarmed air. The head 
constable walked up to the door of the Green Dragon, and, 
though he did not presume to 30m the principal group, 
was evidently m attendance, if required The clock 
struck eleven ; a cart had stopped to watch events, and 
a gentleman’s coachman riding home with a led horse 
‘ Here they are ’ ’ said the brewer. 

‘ Lord Marney himself,’ said the lawyer. 

‘ And Sir Vavasour Eirebrace, I declare, I wonder 
how he came here, ^ said a retned gentleman, who had been 
a tallow-chandler on Holbom HiU. 

Dae vicar took off his hat, and all uncovered. Lord 
Marney and his brother magistrate rode briskly up to the 
inn, and rapidly dismounted. 

‘ Well, Snigford,’ said his lordship, m a peremptory 
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tone, ‘ tins is a pretty^* business ; I’ll have this stopped 
directly ’ ♦ ^ 

Fortunate man, if he succeeded in doing so * The torch 
of the incendiary had for the first time been mtroduced 
mto the parish of Marney ; and last night the primest 
stacks of the Abbey farm had blazed, ati beacon to the 
agitated neighbourhood 


CHAPTER IV 

‘ It is not so much the fire, sir,’ said Mr Bmgley,pf the 
Abbey farm, to Egremcfet, ‘ but the temper ot the people 
that alarms me. Do you know, sir, there were two or’ 
three score of them here, and, except my own farm- 
servants, not one of them would lend a helpmg hand to 
put out the flames, though, with water so near, they 
might have been of great service.’ 

‘ You told my brother, Lord Mamey, this ’ ’ 

‘ Oh ’ it’s Mr Charles I’m speaking to ^ My service 
to you, sir , I’m glad to see you m these parts agam It’s 
a long time that we have had that pleasure, sir. Travelling 
m foreign parts, as I have heard say ? ’ 

‘ Somethmg of that , but very glad to find myself at 
home once more, Mr Bingl^^ though very sorry to have 
such a welcome as a blazing rick at the Abbey farm ’ 
‘Well, do you know, Mr Charles, between ourselves,’ 
and Mr Bmgley lowered his tone, and looked around him, 

‘ thmgs IS very bad here ; I can’t make out, for my part, 
what has become of the country. ’Tayn’t the same land 
to live m as it was when you used to come to our moor 
coursmg, with the old lord ; you remember that, I be sure, 
Mr Charles’ 

‘ ’Tis not easy to forget good sport, Mr Bmgley With 
your permission, I wnll put my horse up here for haK an 
hour I have a fancy to stroll to the rums.’ 

‘ You wunna find them much changed,^ said the farmer, 
smiiingt ‘ They have seen a deal of different thmgs m 
their time * But you will taste our ale, IMr Charles ? ’ 

‘ When I return ’ 

But the hospitable Bmgley would take no denial, and 
as his companion waived on the present occasion entermg 
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his hotise, for the sun had been some tune decimmg, the 
farmer, callmg one of ^is labourers to take Egremont’s 
horse, hastened into the house to fill the brimming cup 

‘ And what do you think of this fire ? ’ said Egiemont 
to the hmd. 

‘ I thmk ’tisdiard tunes for the poor, sir ’ 

* But yick'bummg will not make the times easier, my 
good man ’ 

The man made no reply, but with a dogged look led 
away the horse to his stable 

About half a mile from Marney the dale narrowed, and 
the rwrer took a wmdmg course It ran through meads, 
^soft and vivid with ^luxuriant Vegetation, bounded on 
either side by rich hanging woods, save where occasionally 
a quarry broke the verdant^ bosom of the heights with 
its rugged and tawny form Fair stone and plenteous 
timber, and the current of fresh waters, comhmed, with 
the silent and secluded scene screened from every harsh 
and angry wipd, to form the sacred spot that m old days 
Holy Church loved to hallow with its beauteous and en- 
durmg structures Even the stranger, therctore, when 
he had left the town about two miles behind him, and had 
heard the farm and mill which he had since passed called 
the Abbey farm and the Abbey mill, might have been 
prepared for the grateful visiqn of some monastic remams. 
As for Egremont, he had been almost bom amid the rums 
of Mamey Abbey ; its solemn relics were associated with 
his first and freshest fancies ; every footstep was as 
familiar to him as it could have been to one of the old 
monks ; yet never without emotion could he behold 
these unrivalled remains of one of the greatest of the great 
religious houses of the North. 

Over a space of not less than ten acres might still be 
observed the fragments of the great Abbey these were, 
towards their limit, m general moss-grown and mould ermg 
memorials that tpld where once rose the offices, and spread 
the terraced gardens, of the old proprietors , here might 
still be traced the dwelhng of the lord abbof ; and 
there, stiU more distmctly, because built on a greater scale 
and of materials still more mtended for perpetuity, the 
capacious hospital, a name that did not then denote the 
dwelhng of disease, but a place where all the rights of 
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hospitality were practised ; where the traveller, frhm the 
proud baron to the loneiy pilgrim, |sked the shelter and the 
succour that never were denied, and at whose gate, called 
the Portal of the Poor, the peasants on the Abbey lands, 
if m want, might appeal each mom and night for raiment 
and for food 

But it was m the centre of this tract of rums, qpcupymg 
a space of not less than two acres, that, with a strength 
which had defied tjyne, and "with a beauty which had at 
last turned away the "wrath of man, stiH rose, if not m 
perfect, yet admirable, foi% and state, one of the nobl t 
achievements of Christian art — ^the Abbey churchy The 
summer vault was now Hs only roof^ and all that remamed^ 
of its gorgeous wmdows was the vastness of their arched 
symmetry, and some wreathed rehcs of their fantastic 
frame-work, but the rest was uninjured 

From the west wmdow, lookmg over the transept chapel 
of the Virgm, still adorned with pillars of marble and 
alabaster, the eye wandered down the navf to the great 
orient light, a length of nearly three hundred feet, through 
a gorgeous avenue of unshaken walls and columns that 
clustered to the skies. On each side of the Lady’s chapel 
rose a tower. One, which was of great antiquity, bemg 
of that style which is commonly called Norman, short and 
very thick and square, did, not mount much above? the 
height of the western front ; but the other tower was of a 
character very difierent. It was tall and light, and of a 
Gothic style most pure and graceful , the stone of which 
it was built, of a bright and even sparklmg colour, and 
looking as if it were hewn but yesterday At first, its 
turreted crest seemed mjured ; but the truth is, it was 
unfinished , the workmen were busied on this very tower 
the day that old Baldwm Greymount came as the kmg’s 
commissioner to mquire mto the conduct of this rehgious 
house The abbots loved to memorize their reigns by 
some public work, which should add i,o the beauty of 
their buildmgs or the convenience of their subjects , and 
the last, of the ecclesiastical lords of Marney, a man of fine 
taste, and a skilful architect, was raismg this new belfey 
for his brethren, when the stem decree arrived that the 
bells should no more sound. And the h37mn was no ore 
to be chanted m the Lady’s chapel, ap.d the candles 
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were nb more to be lit on the high altar ; and the gate of 
the poor was to be closed for evbr ; and the wanderer 
was no more to find a home 
The body of the church was m many parts overgrown 
with brambles, and m all covered with a rank vegetation. 
It had been a very sultry day, and the blaze of the meridian 
heat stilbmflamed the air , the kme, for shelter rather than 
for sustenance, had wandered through some broken arches, 
and were lymg in the shadow of the na^p-e. This desecration 
of a spot once sacred, still beautiful and solemn, jarred on 
the feelmgs of Egremont. He sighed, and, tummg away, 
followed a path that after a few paces led him mto the 
^cloister garden This was a considerable quadrangle, once 
surroundmg the garden of the monks , but all that re- 
mamed of that fair pleasamnce was a sohtary yew m 
its centre, which seemed the oldest tree that could well 
live, and was, accordmg to tradition, more ancient than 
the most venerable walls of the Abbey Round this 
quadrangle were the refectory, the library, and the kitchen, 
and above them the cells and dormitory of the brethren. 
An imperfect staircase, not without danger, led to these 
unroofed chambers ; but Egremont, familiar with the 
way, did not hesitate to pursue it, that he soon found 
himself on an elevation overloolong the garden, while 
further on extended the vast cloisters of the monks, and 
adjommg was a cemetery, that had once been enclosed, 
and communicated with the cloister garden 
It was one of those summer days that are so still, that 
they seem as it were a holiday of Nature The weary 
wind was sleepmg m some grateful cavern, and the sun- 
beams basking on some fervent knoll ; the river floated 
with a drowsy unconscious course ; there was no wave in 
the grass, no stir m the branches 

A silence so profound amid these solemn ruins offered 
the perfection of sohtude ; and there was that stirring in 
the mmd of Egremont which rendered him far from 
mdisposed for this lonelmess 

The slight words that he had exchanged with the 
farmer and the hmd had left him musmg Why was 
England not the same land as in the days of his light- 
hearted youth ? WTiy were these hard times for the 
poor ? He stood among the rums that, as the farmer had 
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well observed, had seen piany changes : changes of creeds, 
of dynasties, of laws, pf manners. New orders df men 
had arisen m the corftitry, new sources of wealth had 
opened, new dispositions of power to which that wealths 
had necessarily led His own house, his own order, had 
established themselves on the rums of that great body, 
the emblems of whose ancient magnificence and strength 
surrounded him And now his order was m turn ij^ienaced 
And the People — ^the milhons of Toil, on whose unconscious 
energies during the changeful centuries aU rested — ^what 
changes had these centuries brought to them Had 
their advance in the national scale borne a due relation 
to that progress of their rulers, which had accumulated 
m the treasuries of a hifiited class the riches of the world,^ 
and made their possessors boast that they were the first 
of nations , the most powerM and the most free, the most 
enlightened, the most moral, and the most rehgious ^ 
Were there any rick-hurneis m the times of the lord 
abbots ? And if not, why not ? And why should the 
stacks of the Earls of Mamey be destroyed^ and those of 
the Abbots of Marney spared ’ 

Broodmg over these suggestions, some voices disturbed 
him, and, lookmg round, he observed m the cemetery two 
men : one was standmg beside a tomb, which his com- 
panion was apparently exammmg 

The first was of lofty stature, and, though dressed With 
simphcity, had nothmg sordid m his appearance His 
garments gave no clue to his position m life : they might 
have been worn by a squire or by his gamekeeper ; a- 
dark velveteen dress and leathern gaiters As Egremont 
caught his form, he threw his broad-bnmmed country hat 
upon the ground, and showed a frank and manly counten- 
ance His complexion might m youth have been ruddy, 
but time and time’s attendants, thought and passion, had 
paled it ; his chestnut hair, faded, but not grey, still 
clustered over a noble brow ; his features were regular 
and handsome, a well-formed nose, the square mouth and 
its white teeth, and the clear grey eye which befitted such 
an idiosyncrasy. Has time of vigorous manhood, for he 
was much nearer forty than fifty years of age, perhaps 
better suited his athletic for than the ore supple andi 
graceful season of youth. 
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Stretching his powerful arms the air, and delivering 
himself of an exclamation which denoted his wearmess, 
and which had brokeArthe sileiicb, he expressed to his 
companion his determmation to rest himself under the 
shade of the yew in the contiguous garden, and, mvitmg his 
friend to follow him, he took up his hat and moved away. 

There was scfmethmg m the appearance of the stranger 
that mtprested Egiemont , and, waitmg tdl he had 
established himself m his pleasant restmg-place, Egremont 
descended mto the cloister garden and deternnned to 
address him 


CHAPTER V 

‘ You lean agamst an ancient trunk,’ said Egremont, 
carelessly advancmg to the -stranger, who looked up at 
him without any expression of surprise, and then rephed, 
‘ They say ’tis the trunk beneath whose branches the 
monl^ encamped when they came to this valley to raise 
their buildmgv It was their house, till with the wood and 
stone aiound them, them labour and their fine art, they 
piled up their abbey. And then they were driven out of 
it, and it came to this Poor men ’ poor men ’ ’ 

* They would hardly have forfeited them restmg-place 
had they deserved to retam it,’ said Egremont. 

‘ They were rich I thought it was poverty that was 
a crime,’ replied the stranger, m a tone of simplicity. 

‘ But they had committed other crimes ’ 

‘ It may be so ; we are very frail But their history 
has been written by their enemies , they were condemned 
without a hearmg , the people rose oftentimes m their 
behalf ; and their property was divided with those on 
whose reports it was forfeited ’ 

‘ At any rate, it was a forfeiture which gave life to 
the community,’ said Egremont ; ‘ the lands are held by 
active men and not by drones ’ 

‘ A drone is on^who does not labour,’ said the stranger ; 
* whether he wear a cowl or a coronet, ’tis the same to me. 
Somebody I suppose must own the land ; though have 
hoard say that this mdividual tenure is not a necessity ; 
but, however this may he, I am not one who would object 
to the lord, provided he were a gentle one All agree that 
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the Monastics were easjr landlords , their rents were low ; 
they granted leases in those days Their tenants, too, 
might renew their terin before tj^eir tenure ran out so 
they were men of spirit and property There were yeomen 
then, sir . the country was not divided mto two classes, 
masters and slaves , there was some restmg-place between 
luxury and misery Comfort was an En^hsh habit then, 
not merely an English word ’ ^ 

‘ And do you really thmk they were easier landlords 
than our present o^jes ? ’ said Egremont, mquirmgly. 

‘ Human nature would tell us that, even if history did 
not confess it. The Moffastics could possess no private 
property, they could save no money; they coidd be- 
queath nothmg They hved, received, and expended m 
common. The monastery, too, was a proprietor that never 
died and never wasted, ffhe farmer had a deathless 
landlord then ; not a harsh guardian, or a grindmg 
moitgagee, or a dilatory master m chancery . all was 
certam , the manor had not to dread a change of lords, 
or the oaks to tremble at the axe of the squandermg heir. 
How proud we are stiU m England of an old family, 
though, God knows, ’tis rare to see one now. Yet the 
people like to say. We held under him, and his father and 
his grandfather before him : they know that such a tenure 
IS a benefit The abbot was ever the same The monks 
were, m short, m every district a pomt of refuge f«r all 
who needed succour, counsel, and protection , a body of 
mdividuais having no cares of their own, with wisdom 
to guide the mexperienced, with wealth to reheve the 
sufiermg, and often with power to protect the oppressed.’ 

‘ You plead their cause with feehng,’ said Egremont, 
not unmoved 

‘ It IS my own ; they were the sons of the people, like 
yself ’ 

‘ I had thought rather these monasteries were the resort 
of the younger branches of the aristocracy,’ id Egremont. 

‘Instead of the pension list,’ replied his companion, 
smihng, but not with bitterness ‘ Well, if we must have 
an aristocracy, I would rather that its younger branches 
should be monks and nuns than colonels without regimeijis, 
or housekeepers of royal palaces that exist only m name. 
Besid , see what advantage to a minister if the unen- 
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dowed aristocracy were thus provided for now He need 
not, like a minister m these days, entiust the conduct 
of public ajffairs to indiyiduals notoriously incompetent, 
appoint to the command of expeditions generals who 
never saw a field, make governors of colonies out of men 
who never could govern themselves, or find an ambassador 
m a broken dandy or a blasted favourite It is tme that 
many of 4^he monks and nuns were persons of noble birth. 
Why should they not have been ? The aristocracy had 
their share , no more. They, like ail^other classes, were 
benefited by the monasteries but the list of the mitied 
abbots, when they were suppressed, shows that the great 
majority of the heads of houses were of the people ’ 

‘ Well, whatever difierence of -opmion may exist on 
these pomts,’ said Egremont, ‘ there is one on which there 
can be no controversy the monks were great architects ’ 
‘ Ah ’ there it is,’ said the stranger, in a tone of plam- 
tiveness , ‘ if the world but only knew what they had lost ’ 
I am sure that not the famtest idea is generally prevalent 
of the appearance of England before and smce the dis- 
solution Why, sir, m England and Wales alone, there 
were of these mstitutions of different sizes — I mean 
monasteries, and chantries and chapels, and great hospitals 
— considerably upwards of three thousand , all of them 
fair buildmgs, many of them of exq[uisite beauty There 
were^n an average in every ghire at least twenty struc- 
tures such as this was ; in this great county double that 
number : establishments that were as vast and as mag- 
nificent and as beautiful as your Belvoirs and your 
Chatsworths, your Wentworths and your Stowes Tiy 
to imagme the effect of thirty or forty Chatsworths in this 
county, the proprietors of which were nevei absent. You 
complam enough now of absentees The monks were 
never non-resident. They expended their revenue among 
those whose labour had produced it. These holy men, 
too, built and planted, as they did everythmg else, for 
postenty , their churches were cathedrals , their schools 
colleges , their halls and hbraries the muniment rooms of 
kmgdoms , their woods and waters, their farms and 
gardens, were laid out and disposed on a scale and m a 
spirit that are now extmct , they made the country 
beautiful, and the people proud of their country.’ 
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^ Yet if the monks .were such public benefactors, why 
did not the people rise m their favour ’ ’ 

‘ They did, but too late Th^ struggled for a century, 
but they struggled agamst property, and they were beat 
As long as the monks existed, the people, when aggrieved, 
had property on their side And now ’tis all over,’ said 
the stranger ; ‘ and travellers come and stare at these 
rums and thmk themselves very wise to mo hze over 
tune They are the children of violence, not of time It 
IS war that created these rums, civil war, of aU our civil 
wars the most mhuman,^for it was waged with the un- 
resisting The monasteries were taken by storm, they 
were sacked, gutted, battered with warlike mstrilments, 
blown up with gunpoVder , you.*may see the marks oi 
the blast agamst the new tower here Never was such 
a plunder. The whole face*of the country for a century 
was that of a land recently mvaded by a ruthless enemy , 
it was woise than the Norman Conquest ; nor has England 
ever lost this character of ravage. I don’t know whether 
the union workhouses will remove it Thay are building 
somethmg for the people at last. After an experiment of 
three centuries, youi jails bemg full, and your treadmills 
losmg somethmg of their virtue, you have given us a 
substitute for the monasteries ’ 

* You lament the old faith,’ said Egremont, m a tone of 
respect 

‘ I am not viewmg the question as one of faith,’ said the 
stranger ‘It is not as a matter of rehgion, but as a 
matter of right, that I am considermg it : as a matter, I 
should say, of private right and pubhc happmess You 
might have changed, if you thought fit, the religion of the 
abbots as you ch^anged the religion of the bishops but 
you had no right to deprive men of their property, and 
property moreover which, under their admmistration, so 
mamly contiibuted to the welfare of the community.’ 

‘As for community,’ said a voice which proceeded 
neither from Egremont nor the str?«iger, ‘ with the 
monasteries expired the onty type that we ever had m 
England of such an mtercourse There is no community 
m England , there is aggregation, but aggregation under 
circumstances which make it rather a dissociating than a 
unitmg principle.’ 

291c 
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It was a stiU voice that uttered these words, yet one 
of a peculiar character ; one of those voices that instantly 
arrest attention gentle and yet solemn, earnest yet un- 
unpassioned With a step as whispermg as his tone, the 
man who had been kneeling by the tomb, had unobserved 
pined his associate and Egremont He hardly reached the 
middle height , his form slender, hut weU-proportioned , his 
pale countenance, slightly marked with the small-pox, was 
redeemed from absolute uglmess by a highly mtellectual 
brow, and large dark eyes that mdicated deep sensibility 
and great quickness of apprehension Though young, he 
was already a little bald ; he was dressed entirely m 
black the fairness of his Imen, the neatness of his beard, 
his gloves much worn, yet carefully mended, mtimated 
that his very faded garments were the result of necessity 
rather than of negligence ‘ 

‘ You also lament the dissolution of these bodies,’ id 
Egremont 

‘ There is so much to lament m the world m which we 
hve,’ said the younger of the strangers, ‘ that I can spare 
no pang for the past ’ 

‘ Yet you approve of the principle of their society ; you 
prefer it, you say, to our existmg life ’ 

‘ Yes , I prefer association to gregariousness.’ 

‘ That IS a distinction,’ said Egremont, mnsmgly. 

‘ ll IS a community of purpose that constitutes society,’ 
continued the younger stranger ; ‘ without that, men may 
be drawn into contigmty, but they still coiitmue virtually 
isolated ’ 

‘ And IS that their condition in cities ’ * 

‘ It IS their condition everywhere , but in cities that 
condition is aggravated. A density of population implies 
a severer struggle for existence, and a consequent repulsion 
of elements brought into too close contact In great 
cities men are brought together by the desire of gam. 
They are not m a state of co-operation, but of isolation, 
as to the makmg of fortunes , and for all the rest they are 
careless of neighbours Christianity teaches us to love 
our neighbour as ourself ; modern society acknowledges 
no neighbour ’ 

‘ Well, we live m strange times,’ said Egremont, struck 
by the observation of his companion, and relieving a 
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perplexed spirit by an ordinary exclamation, whicji often 
denotes that the mmd is more stirred than it cares to 
acknowledge, or at the moment n able to express 

‘ When the mfant begms to wall?, it also thmks that it 
lives m strange times,’ said his companion. 

‘ Your mference ’ ’ asked Egremont 

‘ That society, stiU m its mfancy, is beginning to feel its 
way’ 

‘ This IS a new reign,’ said Egremont, ‘ perhaps it is a 
new era ’ 

‘ I thmk so,’ said the younger stranger 

‘ I hope so,’ said the elder one 

‘ Well, society may be m its mfancy,’ said Egr?mont, 
slightly smihng , ‘ bu?, say whati you like, our Queen? 
reigns over the greatest nation that ever existed ’ 

‘ Which nation ? ’ asked the younger stranger, ‘ for she 
reigns over two ’ 

The stranger paused ; Egremont was silent, but looked 
mqmrmgly. 

‘ Yes,’ resumed the younger stranger after a moment’s 
mterval. ‘ Two nations , between whom there is no 
intercourse and no sympathy ; who are as ignorant of 
each other’s habits, thoughts, and feelmgs, as if they were 
dwellers m different zones, or mhabitants of different 
planets ; who are formed by a different breedmg, are fed 
by a different food, are ordered by different manners, and 
are not governed by the same laws ’ 

‘ You speak of ’ said Egremont, hesitatmgly. 

‘ The Rich ahd the Poor ’ 

At this moment a sudden flush of rosy light, suffusmg 
the grey rums, mdicated that the sun had just fallen ; 
and, through a vacant arch that overlooked them, alone 
m the resplendent sky, glittered the twilight star. The 
hour, the scene, the solemn stilhiess and the softenmg 
beauty, repressed controversy, mduced even silence The 
last words of the stranger Imgered m the ear of Egremont ; 
his musmg spirit was teemmg with many thoughts, many 
emotions ; when from the Lady’s chapel there lose the 
evening hymn to the Virgm A smgle voice , hut tones 
of almost supernatural sweetness, tender and solemti, 
yet flexible and thrilling. 

Egremont started from his reverie. He would have 
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spoken^ but be perceived that the elder of the strangers 
had risen from his resting-place, and, with downcast eyes 
and crossed arms, was cri his knees. The other remained 
standmg m his former posture 

The divme melody ceased , the elder stranger rose ; 
the words were on the bps of Egremont, that would have 
asked some explanation of this sweet and holy mystery, 
when, m-the vacant and star -lit arch on which his glance 
was fixed, he beheld a female form She was apparently 
m the habit of a Religious, yet scarc4y could be a nun, 
for her veil, if indeed it were^a veil, had fallen on her 
shoulders, and revealed her thick tresses of long fair hair 
The blush of deep emotion Imgered on a countenance 
-which, though extremely young, was impressed with a 
character of almost divine majesty ; while her dark eyes 
and long dark lashes, contr^stmg with the brightness of 
her complexion and the luxuriance of her radiant locks, 
combmed to produce a beauty as rare as it is choice , and 
so strange, that Egremont might for a moment have been 
pardoned for believmg her a seraph, who had lighted on 
this sphere, or the fair phantom of some samt hauntmg 
the sacred rums of her desecrated fane. 


CHAPTER VI 

‘ I UNDERSTAND, then,’ said Lord Mamey to his brother, 
as on the evenmg of the same day they were seated 
together in the drawmg-room, m close converse — ‘ I under- 
stand, then, that you have in fact paid nothing, and that 
my mother will give you a thousand pounds That won’t 
go very far ’ 

‘ It will hardly pay for the chairmg,’ said Egremont ; 

* the restoration of the family influence was celebrated on 

great a scale ’ 

‘ The family mfluence must be supported,’ said Lord 
Mamey, ‘ and my. mother will give you a thousand pounds , 
as I said, that will not do much for you, but I like her 
spirit Contests are very expensive thmgs, yet T qmte 
approve of what you have done, especially as you won. 
It IS a great thmg m these ten -pound days to wm your 
first contest, and shows powers of calculation which I 
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respect. Everything la this world is calculation ; there 
IS no such thing as lucb^ depend upon it , and if you go on 
calculating with equal exactness, you must succeed m life 
Now the question is, what is to be done with your election 
bills ’ ’ 

‘ Exactly.’ 

‘ You want to know what I will do for^ you, or rather 
what I can do for you ; that is the pomt. My Imation 
of course is to do everythmg for you , but when I calculate 
my resources, I many find that they are not equal to my 
mclination ’ 

‘ I am sure, George, you will do everythmg, and more 
than everythmg, you ought ’ 

‘ I am extremely pissed about •this thousand pounds* 
of my mother, Charles ’ 

‘ Most admirable of her*l But she always is so 
generous ’ ’ 

‘ Her jomture has been most regularly paid,’ contmued 
Lord Mamey ‘ Always be exact in your pajmients, 
Charles There is no end to the good it produces Now, 
if I had not been so regular m paying my mother her 
pmture, she would not m all probability have been able to 
give you this thousand pounds, and therefore to a certam 
extent you are mdebted for this thousand pounds to me ’ 
Egremont drew up a httle, but said nothing 
‘ I am obliged to pay my other her jomture, whether 
ricks are burnt or not,’ said Lord Marney. ‘ It’s very 
hard, don’t you thmk so ’ ’ 

‘ But these neks were Bmgley’s ’ ’ 

‘ But he was not msured, and he wiH want some re- 
duction m his rent, and if I do not see fi.t to allow it him, 
which I probably shall not, for he ought to have calculated 
on these thmgs, I have ricks of my own, and they may be 
burnt any night ’ 

‘ But you, of course, are msured ’ ’ 

‘ No, I am not , I calculate ’tis better to run the risk ’ 

‘ I wonder why ricks are burnt now, and were not m old 
days,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Because there is a surplus population m the kmgdom,’ 
id Lord Mamey, * and no rural pohee m the county ’ * 

‘ You were speaking of the election, George,’ said 
Egremont, not without reluctance, yet anxious, as the ice 
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had been broken, to bring the matter to a result, Lord 
Marney, before the election, had written, m reply to his 
mother consulting him on the step, a letter with which 
she was delighted, but which Egremont at the tune could 
have wished to have been more explicit. However, in 
the excitement attendant on a first contest, and mfluenced 
by the person 'whose judgment alv’^ays swayed, and, m 
the present case, was pecuharly entitled to sway him, he 
stifled his scruples, and persuaded himself that he was a 
candidate not only with the sanction but at the mstance 
of his brother ‘You were speakmg of the election, 
George,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Abbut the election, Charles. Well, the long and short 
oi it is this that I washed to see you comfortable To 
be harassed about money is one of the most disagreeable 
incidents of hfe It ruffles the temper, lowers the spirits, 
disturbs the rest, and finally breaks up one’s health. 
Always, if you possibly can, keep square. And if by any 
chance you do find yourself m a scrape, come to me. 
There is nothing under those circumstances hke the 
advice of a cool-headed friend.’ 

‘ As valuable as the assistance of a cold-hearted one,’ 
thought Egremont, who did not fancy too much the tone 
of this conversation 

‘ But there is one thmg of which you must particularly 
beware,’ contmued Lord Mam^oy, ‘ there is one thmg wurse 
even than getting mto difficulties — ^patching them up. 
The patchmg-up system is fatal ; it is sure to break down ; 
you never get clear. Now, what I want to do for you, 
Charles, is to put you right altogether I want to see you 
square and more than square, in a position which will for 
ever guarantee you from any annoyance of this kmd ’ 

‘ He IS a good fellow, after all,' thought Egremont 
‘ That thousand pounds of my mother was very apropos,’ 
id Lord Mamey , ‘ I suppose it was a sop that will keep 
them all right tiU we have made our arrangements.’ 

‘ Oh ’ there is no pressure of that kmd,’ said Egremont ; 
‘ if I see my way, and write to them, of course they will 
be quite satisfied ’ 

Excellent,’ said Lord Mamey , ‘ and nothing could 
be more convenient to me, for, between ourselves, my 
balances are very low at this moment The awful 
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expenditure of keeping up tins place I And then such 
terrible encumbrances'as I came to ’ ’ 

‘ Encumbrances, GSorge * *WJiy, I thought you had 
not any There was not a smgle mortgage ’ 

‘ No mortgages ; they are nothing ; you find them, you 
get used to them, and you calculate accordmgly. You 
quite forget the portions for younger children ’ 

‘ Yes , but you had plenty of leady money fgr them ’ 

‘ I had to pay them, though,’ said Lord Marney. ‘ Had 
I not, I might hav^bought Grimblethorpe with the money , 
such an opportunity w3l never occur agam ’ 

‘ But you talked of encumbrances,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Ah ’ my dear fellow,’ said Lord Marney, ‘ you don’t 
know what it is to hav^ to keep up^n estate like this ; an<i 
very lucky for you It is not the easy hfe you dream of. 
There’s buildmgs — I am r^uned m buildmgs — our poor 
dear father thought he left me Marney without an en- 
cumbrance ; why there was not a bam on the whole 
estate that was weather-proof , not a farm-house that 
was not half m rums What I have spenfi m buildmgs ’ 
And drammg ' Though I make my own tiles, drammg, 
my dear fellow, is a somethmg of which you have not the 
least idea ! ’ 

‘Well,’ said Egremont, anxious to bring his brother 
back to the pomt, ‘ you thmk, then, I had better write to 

them and say ’ , 

‘ Ah > now for your busmess,’ said Lord Marney. 

‘ Now, I will tell you what I can do for you I was speak- 
mg to Arabella about it last night ; she quite appioves 
my idea You remember the De Mowbrays ? Well, v e 
are gomg to stay at Mowbray Castle, and you are to go 
with us It is the first time they have received company 
smce their great loss Ah ’ you were abroad at the time, 
and so you are behmdhand. Lord Mowbray’s only son, 
Fitz-Warene, you remember him, a deuced clever fellow, 
he died about a year ago, m Greece, of a fever. Never 
was such a blow * His two sisters, La^y Joan and Lady 
Maud, are looked upon as the greatest heiresses m the 
kmgdpm ; but I know Mowbray well , he will make an 
eldest son of his eldest daughter She will have it all , 
she IS one of Arabella’s dearest friends , and you are to 
arry her.’ 
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Egremont stared at his brother, who patted him on the 
back with an expression of nnusiiai kindness, and adding, 
‘ Yon have no idea what a load this has taken off my 
mmd, my dear Charles , so great has my anxiety always 
been about you, particularly of late. To see you lord of 
Mowbray Castle will realize my fondest hopes That is 
a position fit foi- a man, and I know none more worthy of 
it than yourself, though I am your brother who say so. 
Now let us come and speak to Arabella about it ’ 

So saymg. Lord Mamey, followed somewhat reluctantly 
by his brother, advanced to the other end of the drawing- 
room, where his wife was employed with her embroidery- 
frame, ^nd seated next to her young friend, Miss Pomsett, 
who was playing chesSiWith Captain Grouse, a member 
of the chess club, and one of the most capital performers 
extant. 

‘ Well, Arabella,’ said Lord Mamey, ‘ it is all settled ; 
Charles agrees with me about gomg to Mowbray Castle, 
and I thmk the sooner we go the better. What do you 
thmk of the day after to-morrow ? That will suit me 
exactly, and therefore I thmk we had better fix on it 
We wdl consider it settled * 

Lady Marney looked embarrassed, and a httle dis- 
tressed Nothmg could be more unexpected by her than 
this proposition ; nothmg more mconvenient than the 
arrangement It was very t;cue that Lady Joan Eitz- 
Warene had mvited them to Mowbray, and she had some 
vague mtention, some day or other, of dehberatmg whether 
they should avail themselves of this kmdness ; but to 
decide upon going, and upon gomg mstantly, without the 
least consultation, the least mquiry as to the suitableness 
of the arrangement, the visit of Miss Pomsett abruptly 
and ungraciously termmated, for example — all this was 
vexatious, distressmg : a mode of management which out 
of the simplest mcidents of domestic life contrived to 
extract some degree of perplexity and annoyance. 

‘ Do not you thmk, George,’ said Lady Marney, ‘ that 
we had better talk it over a httle ’ ’ 

‘ Not at all,’ said Lord Marney ; ‘ Charles wiH go, and 
it quite suits me, and therefore what necessity for any 
consultation ? ’ 

‘ Oh I if you and Charles like to go, certamly,’ id 
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Lady Mamey, in a hesitating tone , ‘ only I shall be very 
sorry to lose yonr society.’ 

‘ How do you mear? lose our society, Arabella ’ , Of 
course you must go with us I particularly want you to 
go You are Lady Joan’s most mtimate friend ; I believe 
there is no one she likes so much ’ 

‘ I cannot go the day after to-morroV,’ id Lady 
Mamey, speaking in a whisper, and lookmg vcjlumes of 
deprecation 

‘ I cannot help said Lord Mamey ; ‘ you should 
have told me this before I wrote to Mowbray to-day, 
that we should be with hiSi the day after to-morrow, and 
stay a week ’ 

‘ But you never mentioned it to ij^e,’ said Lady Mamey 
shghtly blushmg, and speakmg m a tone of gentle reproach. 

‘ I should like to know wh I am to find time to mention 
the contents of every letter I write,’ said Lord Mamey , 

‘ particulaily with all the vexatious busmess I have had 
on my hands to-day But so it is , the more one tries to 
ve you trouble, the more discontented yoi; get ’ 

‘ No, not discontented, George ’ 

‘ I do not know what you call discontented , but when 
a man has made every possible arrangement to please 
you and everybody, and ail his plans are to be set aside, 
merely because the day he has fixed on does not exactly 
suit your fancy, if that be piot discontent, I should* like 
very much to know what is, Arabella ’ 

Lady Mamey did not reply. Always sacrificed, always 
yieldmg, the moment she attempted to express an opmion, 
she ever seemed to assume the position, not of the injured, 
but the injurer. 

Arabella was a woman of abilities, which she had 
cultivated. She had excellent sense, and possessed many 
admirable quahties , she was far from being devoid of 
sensibihty; but her sweet temper shrank from contro- 
versy, and nature had not endowed her with a spirit 
which could direct and control. She yielded without a 
struggle to the arbitrary will and unreasonable caprice of 
a husbapd who was scarcely her equal m mteilect, and far 
her inferior m all the genial quahties of our nature, bub 
who governed her by his iron selfishness 
Lady Marney absolutely had no will of her own. A 
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hard, exact, literal, bustling, acute being environed her 
existence ; directed, planned, settled everything Her life 
was a series of petty sacrifices and halloed enjoyments 
If her carriage were at the door, she was never certain that 
she should not have to send it away ; if she had asked some 
friends to her house, the chances were she should have to 
put them off ; uf she were readmg a novel, Lord Mamey 
asked hei^^to copy a letter ; if she were gomg to the opera, 
she found that Lord Marney had got seats for her and some 
friend m the House of Lords, and se^ed expecting the 
strongest expressions of dehght and gratitude from her 
for his unasked and mconvenient kmdness Lady Mamey 
had struggled against this tyranny m the earlier days 

their union Innopent, mexpenenced Lady Marney ’ 
As if it were possible for a wife to contend agamst a selfish 
husband, at once sharp-witted and blunt-hearted ’ She 
had appealed to hun, she had even reproached him , she 
had wept, once she had knelt But Lord Marney looked 
upon these demonstrations as the disordered sensibihty 
of a girl unused to the marriage state, and ignorant of the 
wise authority of husbands, of which he deemed himself a 
model And so, after a due course of mitiation, Lady 
Marney, mvisible for days, plunged m remorseful reveries 
m the mysteries of her boudoir, and her lord dmmg at 
his club, and gomg to the minor theatres ; the countess 
was broken in. 

Lord Marney, who was fond^ of chess, turned out Captam 
Grouse, and very gallantly proposed to finish his game with 
Miss Pomsett, which Miss Pomsett, who understood Lord 
Marney as well as he understood chess, took care speedily 
to lose, so that his lordship might encounter a champion 
worthy of him. Egremont, seated by his sister-in-law, 
and anxious by kmd words to soothe the irritation which 
be had observed with pam his brother create, entered 
into easy talk, and, after some time, said, * I find you have 
been good enough to mould my destmy ’ 

Lady Mamey Jooked a little surprised, and then said, 
‘How 

‘ You have decided on, I hear, the most important step 
of my lif6.’ 

‘ Indeed you perplex me ’ 

‘ Lady Joan Fitz-Warene, your friend 
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Tlie countess blushed ; the name was a clue which she 
could follow, but Egfemont nevertheless suspec^ed that 
the idea had never J)reviously#occurred to her Lady 
Joan she described as not beautiful, certainly not 
beautiful, nobody would consider her beautiful, many 
would, mdeed, thmk her quite the reverse ; and yet she 
had a look, one particular look, when, achordmg to Lady 
Mamey, she was more than beautiful But sh# was very 
clever, very indeed, sonaethmg quite extraordmary 

‘ Accomphshed V 

‘ Oh ’ far beyond that ; I have heard even men say 
that no one knew so mucla.’ 

‘ A regular blue ’ ’ 

* Oh ’ no , not at £?ll a blue ; »ot that kmd of knov?* 
ledge But languages and learned books; Arabic, and 
Hebrew, and old manuscApts. And then she has an 
observatory, and was the first person who discovered the 
comet. Dr Buckland swears by her ; and she corresponds 
with Arago ’ 

‘ And her sister, is she the same ’ * 

‘ Lady Maud : she is very rehgious I do not know her 
so well ’ 

‘ Is she pretty ’ ’ 

‘ Some people admire her very much.’ 

‘ I never was at Mowbray What sort of a place is it ? ’ 

‘ Oh ’ it IS very grand,’ «aid Lady Marney , ‘ bu€, like 
aU places m the manufacturmg districts, very disagreeable 
You never have a clear sky Your toilette table is covered 
with blacks ; the deer m the park seem as if they had 
bathed m a lake of Indian mk ; and as for the sheep, you 
expect to see chimney-sweeps for the shepherds ’ 

‘ And do you really mean to go on Thursday ? ’ said 
Egremont : ‘ I thmk we had better put it off ’ 

^ We must go,’ said Lady Mamey, with a sort of sigh, 
and shakmg her head. 

‘ Let me speak to Mamey.’ 

Oh * no We must go. I am a oyed about this 
dear little Pomsett • she has been to stay with me so very 
often, and she has been here only three days When she 
comes m again, I wish you would ask her to smg, Charles.’ 

Soon the dear httle Pomsett was smgmg, much gratified 
by bemg mvited to the mstrument by Mr Egremont, who 
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for a j[ew minutes hung over her, and then, evidently 
under the mhuence oi her tones, walked up and down the 
room, and only speaking to beg that she would contmue 
her charnung performances Lady Marney was engrossed 
with her embroidery ; her lord and the captam with their 
game 

And what was Egremont thinkmg of ’ Of Mowbray, 
be you sore And of Lady Joan or Lady Maud Not 
exactly Mowbray was the name of the town to which 
the strangers he had met with m the ^Abbey were bound. 
It was the only piece of mforma^ion that he had been able 
to obtain of them , and that casually 
WhSn the fair vision of the starli| arch, about to descend 
«to her two companiona, perceived that they were m con- 
veisation with a stranger, she hesitated, and m a mo ent 
withdrew Then the elder of the travellers, exchanging 
a glance with his friend, bade good -even to Egremont 
‘ Our way perhaps lies the same ^ ’ said Egremont 
‘I should deem not,’ said the strangei, ‘nor are we 
alone ’ 

‘ And we must be stirrmg, for we have far to go,’ said 
he who was dressed m black 

‘ My journey is very brief,’ said Egremont, makmg a 
desperate ejffort to mvite communication , ‘ and I am on 
horseback ’ ’ 

‘ And we on foot,’ said the older ; ‘ nor shall we stop till 
we reach Mowbray ; ’ and, wnth a slight salute, they left 
Egremont alone. There was something m the manner 
of the elder stranger which repressed the possibility 
of Egremont following him Leavmg then the cloister 
garden m another direction, he speculated on meetmg 
them outside the Abbey He passed through the Lady’s 
chapel The beautiful Rehgious was not there He 
gamed the west front ; no one was visible He took a 
rapid survey of each side of the Abbey , not a being to 
be recognized. He fancied they must have advanced 
towards the Abbey farm ; yet they might have proceeded 
farther on in the dale Perplexed, he lost tune Fmally, 
he proceeded towards the farm, but did not overtake them, 
reached it, but learned nothmg of them ; and arrived at 
bis brother’s full of a strange yet sweet perplexity. 
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In a commercial country like England, every haK century 
develops some new and vast source of public wealth, 
which brmgs mto national notice a new and powerful 
class A couple of centuries ago, a Turke^^ Merchant was 
the great creator of wealth , the West Indi# Planter 
followed him In the middle of the last century appeared 
the Nabob. The characters m their zenith m turn 

erged in the land, ai^ became English aristocrats ; 
while, the Levant decaymg, the West Indies exhausted, 
and ttindostan plundered, the breeds died away, ai5d now 
exist only m our EngJish comedi^, from Wycherly and* 
Congreve to Cumberland and Morton. The expenditure 
of the revolutionary war produced the Loanmonger, who 
succeeded the Nabob ; and the apphcation of science to 
industry developed the Manufacturer, who m turn aspires 
to be ‘ large-acred,’ and always wiU, as long as we have 
a territorial constitution , a better security for the pre- 
ponderance of the landed mt exeat than any com -law, 
fixed or fluctuatmg. 

Of aU these characters, the one that on the whole made 
the largest fortunes m the most rapid manner — and we 
do not forget the marvels of the Waterloo loan, or the 
miracles of Manchester during the contmental blockade — 
was the Anglo -East Indian about the time that Hastings 
was first appomted to the great viceroyalty It was not 
unusual for men m positions so obscure that their names 
had never reached the public m this country, and who yet 
had not been absent from their native land for a longer 
period than the siege of Troy, to return with their milhon 

One of the most fortunate of this class of obscure 
adventurers was a certam John Warren A very few 
years before the breaking out of the American War, he 
was a waiter at a celebrated club m St James’s Street , 
a quick, yet steady young fellow , a iduous, discreet, 
and very civil In this capacity, he pleased a gentleman 
who was ]ust appomted to the government of Madras, 
and who wanted a valet. Warren, though prudent, w^s 
adventurous ; and accepted the openmg which he believed 
fortune offered him. He was prescient. The voyage m 
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fchose days was an affair of six months. Durmg this 
period, Warren still more ingratiated himself with his 
master He wrote a ^ood hand, and his master a 
very bad one He had a natural talent for accounts ; a 
kmd of mformation which was useful to his employer. 
He arrived at Madras, no longer a valet, but a private 
secretary 

His master went out to make a fortune ; but he was 
indolent, and had indeed none of the qualities for success, 
except his great position. Warren had every quahty but 
that The basis of the confeder^acy therefore was mtellig- 
ible; it was founded on mutual interests and cemented 
by reciprocal assistance The governor granted mono- 
<polies to the secretary^ who apportioned a due share to 
his sleepmg partner There appeal ed one of those dearths 
not unusual m Hrndostan , the population of the famished 
pro vmce cried out for rice ; the stores of which, diminished 
by nature, had for months mysteriously disappeared. A 
provident admmistration it seems had mvested the public 
revenue m its- benevolent purchase , the misery was so 
excessive that even pestilence was anticipated, when the 
great forestallers came to the rescue of the people over 
whose destmies they presided ; and at the same time fed, 
and pocketed, milhons 

This was the great stioke of the financial genius of 
Warren He was satisfied. He longed once more to see 
St James’s Street, and to become a member of the club 
where he had once been a waiter But be was the spoiled 
child of fortune, who would not so easily spare him. The 
governor died, and had appointed his secietary his sole 
executor Not that his Excellency particularly trusted 
his agent, but he dared not confide the knowledge of 
his aSairs to any other individual The estate was so 
complicated, that Warren offered the heirs a good round 
sum for his quittance, and to take the settlement upon 
himself. India so distant, and Chancery so near — ^the 
heirs accepted th^ proposition Windmg up this estate, 
Warren avenged the cause of plundered provmces , and the 
House of Commons itself, with Burke and Erancis at its 
head, could scarcely have mulcted the late governor more 
severely 

A Mr Warren, of whom no one had ever heard except 
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that he was a Nabob, had recently returned from. India, 
and purchased a largl estate in the north of England, 
was returned to Parliament on^ of the representatives 
of a close borough which he had also purchased : a 
quiet, gentlemanlike, middle-aged man, with no decided 
pohtical opuiions , and, as parties were th^n gettmg very 
equal, of course very much courted The throes of Lord 
North’s admmistration were commencmg Th^mmister 
asked the new member to dme with him, and found the 
new member smgularly free from all party prejudices 
Mr Warren was one of those members who announced 
their deteimmation to hsten to the debates and^to be 
governed by the argui^p-ents AU complimented him, ad 
spoke to him. IVlr, Eox declared* that he was a most** 
superior man , Mr Burke ^aid that these were the men 
who could alone save the comitry IMrs Crewe asked him 
to supper , h© was caressed by the most brilliant of 
duchesses 

At length there arrived on© of those fierce trials of 
strength, which precede the fall of a mmister, but which 
sometimes, from peculiar circumstances, as an the m- 
stances of Walpole and Lord North, are not immediate 
m their results How would Warren vote ? was the great 
question He would hsten to the arguments Burke 
was full of confidence that he should catch Warren * The 
day befoie the debate thbre was a levee, which Mr 
Warren attended The sovereign stopped him, spoke to 
him, smiled on him, asked him many questions : about 
himself, the House of Commons, how he liked it, how he 
liked England There was a flutter in the circle ; a new 
favourite at Court 

The debate came off, the division took place Mr. 
Warren voted for the mmister. Burke denounced him; 
the king made him a baronet. 

Sir John Warren made a great alliance, at least for him ; 
he married the daughter of an Irish earl , became one of 
the Kmg’s friends , supported Lord Shetburne, threw over 
Lord Shelburne, had the tact early to discover that hlr 
Pitt was the man to stick to, stuck to him. Sir John 
Warren bought another estate, and picked up another 
borough He was fast beoommg a personage. Through- 
out the Indian debates he kept himseK extremely quiet ; 
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once indeed, m vindication of Mr Hastings, •whom he 
greatly admired, he ventured to c<^rrect Mi Francis on a 
point of fact with whi<3i he was personally acquamted. 
He thought that it was safe, but he never spoke 
again. He knew not the resources of vmdictive genius 
or the powers qf a malignant imagmation Burke owed 
the Nabob a turn for the vote which had gained bun 
a baron^cy. The orator seized the opportunity, and 
alarmed the secret conscience of the Indian adventurer by 
his dark allusions and his fatal fa'baiharity with the 
subject 

Another estate, however, and another borough were 
some consolation for this little mis? d venture , and in time 
^he French Revolution, to Sir John’s great relief, turned 
the public attention for ever from Indian affairs. The 
Nabob, from the faithful adherent of Mr. Pitt, had become 
even his personal friend The wits, indeed, had dis- 
covered that he had been a waiter , and endless were the 
epigrams of Fitzpatrick and the jokes of Hare , but Mr. 
Pitt cared nothmg about the origm of his supporters On 
the contrary. Sir John was exactly the mdmdual from 
whom the minister meant to carve out hxs plebeian 
aristocracy; and, usmg his friend as a feeler before be 
ventured on his greater operations, the Nabob one 
mor^mg was transformed mto an Irish baron 

The new Baron figured iC his patent as Lord Fitz- 
Warene, his Norman origm and descent from the old 
barons of this name havmg been discovered at Heralds’ 
College This was a rich harvest for Fitzpatrick and 
Hare , but the public gets accustomed to ever3rthing, and 
has an easy habit of faith The new Baron cared nothmg 
for ridicule, for he was workmg for posterity. He was 
compensated for every annoyance by the remembrance 
that the St James’s Street waiter was ennobled, and by his 
determination that liis children should rank still higher 
in the proud peerage of his country. So he ohtamed the 
royal permission oO resume the surname and arms of his 
ancestors, as well as their title. 

There was an lU-natured story set afloat, that Sir John 
O'Wed this promotion to havmg lent money to the minister ; 
but this was a calumny. Mr. Pitt never borrowed money 
of his friends. Once, indeed, to save his library, he took 
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a thousand pounds from an individual on whom Jie had 
conferred high rank ajid immense promotion : and this 
individual, who had the mmistdf’s bond when Mr Pitt 
died, msisted on his right, and actually extracted the 
£1000 from the msolvent estate of his magnificent patron 
But Mr Pitt always preferred a usurer to^ a friend , and 
to the last day of his hfe borrowed money at fifty per cent. 

The Nabob departed this hfe before the mii^ster, but 
he lived long enough to realize his most aspirmg dream 
Two years before is death, the Irish baron was quietly 
converted mto an Englishipeer ; and without excitmg any 
attention, all the squibs of Fitzpatrick, aU the jokes of 
Hare, quite forgotten, tjjie waiter of the St James’s Street 
club took his seat m the most nati5rai manner possible uT 
the House of Lords ^ 

The great estate of the late Lord Fitz-Warene was 
situate at Mowbray, a village which prmcipally belonged 
to him, and near which he had raised a Gothic castle, 
worthy of his Norman name and ancestry Mowbray was 
one of those places which, durmg the long war, had 
expanded from an almost unknown village to a large and 
flourishmg manufacturmg town ; a circumstance which, 
as Lady Mamey observed, might have somewhat de- 
teriorated the atmosphere of the splendid castle, but 
which had nevertheless trebled the vast rental of itsjord. 
He who had succeeded Jo his father was Altamont 
Belvidere (named after his mother’s family) Fitz-Warene, 
Lord Fitz-Warene. He was not deficient m abihties, 
though he had not his father’s talents, but he was 
over-educated for his mtellect; a common misfortune 
The new Lord Fitz-Warene was the most aristocratic of 
breathmg bemgs. He most fully, entirely, and absolutely 
believed in his pedigree ; his coat of arms was emblazoned 
on every wmdow, embroidered on every chair, carved m 
every corner. Shortly after his father’s death, he was 
united to the daughter of a ducal house, by whom he had 
a son and two daughters, christened liy names which 
the ancient records of the Fitz-Warenes authorized. His 
son, who gave promise of abihties which might have ren- 
dered the family really distmguished, was Valence, his 
daughters, Joan and Maud. AU that seemed wanting to 
the glory of the house was a great distmction, of which a 
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rich peer, with six seats m the Hooise of Commons, could 
not ultimately despair Lord Eitz-Warene aspired to rank 
among the earls of Ehgland But the successors of 
Mr Pitt were strong ; they thought the Pitz-Warenes had 
already been too rapidly advanced ; it was whispered that 
the King did not hke the new man ; that His Majesty 
thought him pompous, full of pretence , — m short, a fool 
But thon'^h the successors of Mr Pitt managed to govern 
the country for twenty years, and were generally very 
strong, m such an mterval of time, hqwever good their 
management or great their lu^k, there were inevitably 
occasions when they found themselves in difficulties, 
when it was necessary to concihate the lukewarm or to 
Yeward the devoted Lord Fitz-Warene well understood 
how to avad himself of these occasions , it was astonish- 
ing how conscientious and scrupulous he became during 
Walcheren expeditions, Manchester massacres, Queen’s 
trials. Every scrape of the Government was a step in the 
ladder to the great borough -monger The old Kong too 
had disappeared from the stage , and the tawdry grand- 
eui of the great Norman peer rather suited George the 
Fourth. He was rather a favourite at the Cottage ; 
they wanted his six votes for Cannmg ; he made his 
terms , and one of the means by which we got a man 
of genius for a mmister, was elevatmg Lord Fitz- 
Warene in the peerage, by the style and title of Earl de 
Mowbray of Mowbray Castle. 


CHAPTER VIII 

We must now for a while return to the strangers of the 
Abbey rums When the two men had jomed the beautiful 
Rehgious, whose apparition had so startled Egremont, 
they all three quitted the Abbey by a way which led them 
by the back of the cloister garden, and so on by the bank 
of the river for abbut a hundred yards, when they turned 
up the wmdmg glen of a dried -up tributary stream At 
thp head of the glen, at which they soon arrived, was a 
beer-shop, screened by some huge elms from the wmds 
that blew over the vast moor, which, except m the direction 
of Mardale, now extended as far as the eye could reach. 
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Here the companions .stopped, the beautiful Rehgious 
seated herself on a stc^ie bench beneath the trees* while 
the elder stranger, calling out to 4he inmate of the house 
to apprise him of his return, himself proceeded to a 
neighbourmg shed, whence he brought forth a very small 
rough pony, with a rude saddle, but one evidently m- 
tended for a female rider. 

‘ It IS well,’ said the taller of the men, ‘that I am 
not a member of a temperance society hke you, Stephen, 
or it would be difiScult to reward this good man for his 
care of our steed I will t^ke a cup of the' drmk of Saxon 
kmgs ’ Then leadmg up the pony to the Rehgious, he 
placed her on its back with gentleness and much rfetural 
grace, saymg at the sa&ie time m a subdued tone, ‘ And^ 
you — shall I brmg you a glass of nature’s wine ^ ’ 

‘ I have drunk of the sprliig ot the Holy Abbey,’ said 
the Rehgious, ‘ and none other must touch my bps this 
eve ’ 

‘ Come, our course must be brisk,’ said the elder of the 
men, as he gave up his glass to their host and led off the 
pony, Stephen walkmg on the other side 

Though the sun had fallen, the twihght was stiU glow- 
mg, and even on this wide expanse the air was still. The 
vast and undulatmg surface of the brown and purple moor, 
varied occasionally by some fantastic rocks, gleamed m 
the shiftmg light. Hesperiis was the only star tha* yet 
was visible, and seemed to move before them and lead 
them on them journey 

‘ I hope,’ said the Rehgious, turning to the elder 
. stranger, ‘that if ever we regam our right, my father 
(and that we ever can, save by the mterposition of divine 
will, seems to me clearly impossible), that you will never 
forget how bitter it is to be (kiven from the soil , and that 
you wiH brmg back the people to the land ’ 

‘ I would pursue our right for no other cause,’ said the 
father. ‘ After centuries of sorrow and degradation, it 
should never be said that we had no sympathy with the 
d and the oppressed ’ 

‘ After centuries of sorrow and degradation,’ said 
Stephen, ‘ let it not be said that you acquire your right 
only to create a baron or a squire ’ 

‘Nay, thou shaft have thy way, Stephen,’ id his 
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companion, smiimg, ‘if ever the good hour come. As 
many acres as thou choosest for t^y New Jeiusalem ’ 

* Call it what you wijl, Walter,’ '’replied Stephen , ‘ but 
if 'I ever gam the opportunity of fully carrying the 
principle of association into practice, I will smg Nunc me 
dimittis ’ 

‘ Nunc me dimzUis,^ burst forth the Religious, m a 
voice ofp. thrillmg melody, and she pursued for some 
minutes the divme canticle. Her companions gazed on 
her with an air of affectionate rev^ence as she sang; 
each mstant the stars becommj^ brighter, the wide moor 
assuming a darker hue 

‘ Nf=^w, teU me, Stephen,’ said the Rehgious, turnmg her 
^head and looking round with a "smile, ‘thmk you not 
it would be a fairer lot to bide this night at some 
kmd monastery, than to be hastening now to that least 
picturesque of all creations, a railway station ? ’ 

‘The railways will do as much for mankmd as the 
onastenes did,’ said Stephen 

‘ Had it not been for the railway, we should never have 
made our visit to Mamey Abbey,’ said the elder of the 
travellers. 

‘ Nor seen its last abbot’s tomb,’ said the Rehgious 
‘ When I marked your name upon the stone, my father, — 
woe IS me, but I felt sad indeed, that it was reserved for 
our blood to surrender to ruthless men that holy trust ’ 

‘ He never surrendered,’ said her father ‘ He was 
tortured and hanged ’ 

‘ He IS with the communion of samts,’ said the Rehgious 
‘ I would I could see a communion of Men,’ said Stephen, 
‘and then there would be no more violence, for there 
would be no more plunder.* 

‘ You must regam our lands for us, Stephen,’ said the 
Rehgious , ‘ promise me, my father, that I shall raise a 
holy house for pious women, if that ever hap ’ 

‘ We will not forget our ancient faith,’ said her father, 
‘ the only old thipg that has not left us ’ 

‘ I cannot understand,’ said Stephen, ‘ why you should 
ever have lost sight of these papeis, Walter ’ 

J You see, friend, they were never m my possession ; 
they were never mme when I saw them They were my 
father’s ; and he was jealous of all mterference. He was 
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a small yeoman, who .had risen in the war time, well 
to do m the world, but always hankermg after the old 
tradition that the lands were onxst This Hatton got hold 
of him , he did his work well, I have heard , — certam it 
IS, my father spared nothmg It is twenty-five years 
come Martmmas since he brought his writ of right ; and 
though baffled, he was not beaten But 'then he died , 
his afiairs were m great confusion ; he had mortgaged his 
land for his writ, and the war prices were gone There 
were debts that co^ld not be paid I had no capital for 
a farm I would not su;^ to be a labourer on the soil 
that had once been our own I had just married , 
it was needful to make a great exertion I had '•heard 
much of the high wage? of this new mdustry , I left the*^ 
land ’ 

‘ And the papers ’ ’ 

‘ I never thought of them, or thought of them with 
disgust, as the cause of my ruin Then when you came 
the other day, and showed me m the book that the last 
Abbot of Marney was a Walter Gerard, the old feelmg 
stirred agam , and I could not help telling you that my 
fathers fought at Azincourt, though I was only the over- 
looker at ]V&. Trafiord’s mill.’ 

‘A good old name of the good old faith,’ said the 
Rehgious ; ‘ and a blessmg be on it ' ’ 

‘ We have cause to bless ii»,’ said Gerard. ‘ I thought it 
then somethmg to serve a gentleman , and as for my 
daughter, she, by their goodness, was brought up m holy 
walls, which have made her what she is ’ 

‘ Nature made her what she is,’ said Stephen, in a low 
voice, and speakmg not without emotion. Then he con- 
tmued, m a louder and brisker tone, ‘ But this Hatton — 
you know nothmg of his whereabouts ? ’ 

‘ Never heard of him smce I had mdeed, about a year 
after my father’s death, cause to mquire after him , but 
he had quitted Mowbray, and none could give me tidmgs 
of him He had lived, I beheve, on dur law-suit, and 
vanished with our hopes ’ 

After this there was silence ; each was occupied with 
his thoughts, while the mfluence of the soft night and 
starry hour mduced to contemplation. 

‘ I hear the murmur of the tram,’ said the Religious 
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‘ ’Tis the up-train,’ said her father ‘ We have yet a 
quarter of an hour , we shall be ii> good time ’ 

So saying, he guided the pony to where some lights 
indicated the station of the railway, which here crossed 
the moor There was ]ust time to return the pony to the 
person at the station from whom it had been borrowed, 
and obtam thoir tickets, when the beU of the down-tram 
sounded^^ and m a few mmutes the Rehgious and her 
companions were on their way to Mowbray, whither a 
course of two hours earned them 
It was two hours to midnight when they arrived at 
Mowbray Station, which was about a quarter of a mde 
from the town Labour had long ceased ; a beautiful 
c heaven, clear and serene, canopied the city of smoke and 
toil ; m all directions rose the columns of the factories, 
dark and defined m the purple sky ; a ghttermg star 
sometimes hovermg by the crest of their tall and tapermg 
forms 

The travellers proceeded m the direction of a suburb, 
and approached the very high wall of an extensive garden. 
The moon rose as they reached it, tipped the trees with 
hght, and revealed a lofty and centre portal, by the side 
of it a wicket, at which Gerard rang The wicket was 
quickly opened. 

‘ I fear, holy sister,’ said the Religious, ‘ that I am even 
latei^than I promised.’ 

‘ Those that come in our lady’s name are ever welcome,’ 
was the reply. 

‘ Sister Marion,’ said Gerard to the porteress, ‘ we have 
been to visit a holy place ’ 

‘ All places are holy with holy thoughts, my brother.’ 

‘ Dear father, good-night,’ said the Religious , ‘ the 
blessmgs of all the saints he on thee — ^and on thee, 
Stephen, though thou dost not kneel to them I ’ 

‘ Good -night, mine own child,’ said Gerard 
‘ I could believe m saints when I am with thee,’ 
murmured Stephen ; * Good-mght, — Sybil.’ 
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I 

Whek Gerard and his friend qmtted the convent they 
proceeded at a brisk pace into the heart of the town The 
streets were nearly empty ; and, with the exception of 
some occasional burst of brawl or merriment from a beer- 
shop, all was stilL The chief street of Mowbray, called 
Castle Street, after the rums of the old baronial sfronghold 
m its neighbourhood, was as significant of the present 
civilization of this community as the haughty keep had 
been of its ancient dependence. The dimensions of 
Castle Street were not unworthy of the metropolis . it 
traversed a great porti of the town, and was proportion- 
ately wide , its broad pavements and its blazmg gas- 
hghts mdicated its modem warder and prosperity , while 
on each side of the street rose huge warehouses, not as 
beautiful as the palaces of Venice, but in their way not 
less remarkable ; magnificent shops ; and, here and there, 
though rarely, some ancient factory built among the fields 
m the mfancy of Mowbray by some mill-owner not 
sufficiently prophetic of the future, or sufficiently con- 
fident m the energy and enterprise of his fellow-citizens, 
to foresee that the scene of his labours would be the future 
eyesore of a flourishmg posterity. 

Pursumg their course along Castle Street for about a 
quarter of a mile, Gerard *and Stephen turned down a 
street which mtersected it, and so on, through a variety 
of ways and wmdmg lanes, till they arrived at an open 
portion of the town, a district where streets and squares, 
and even rows, disappeared, and where the tall chimneys 
and bulky barrack-lookmg buildings that rose m all 
directions, clustermg yet isolated, announced that they 
were m the prmcipai scene of the mdustry of Mowbray. 
Crossmg this open ground, they gamed a suburb, but one 
of a very different kind &om that m which was situate 
the convent where they had parted with Sybil This 
one was populous, noisy, and Lighted. * was Saturday 
night I the streets were thronged ; an mfinite population 
kept swarmmg to and from the close courts and pestilen- 
tial culs-de-sac that contmually communicated with the 
streets by narrow archways, hke the entrance of hives, 
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low that you were obliged to stoop for admission ; while, 
ascending to these same streets from their dank and dismal 
dwellings by narrow flights of sieps, the subterraneous 
nation of the cellars poured forth to enjoy the coolness 
of the summer night, and market for the day of rest. The 
bright and lively shops were crowded , and groups of 
purchasers weye gathered round the stalls, that, by the 
aid of glaimg lamps and flauntmg lanthorns, displayed 
their wafes 

‘ Come, come, it’s a prime piece,’ ^said a jolly-lookmg 
woman, who was presiding at a stall which, though con- 
siderably thinned by, previou^> purchasers, still oflered 
many^temptations to many who could not purchase 
‘ And so it IS, widow,’ said a little pale man, wistfully. 

‘ Come, come, it’s ^gettmg late, and your wife’s ill , 
you’re a good soul, we’ll say fi’ pence a pound, and I’ll 
throw you the scrag end m for love ’ 

‘ No butcher’s meat to-morrow for us, widow,’ said the 
man 

‘ And why not, neighbour ? With your wages, you 
ought to hve like a prize-fighter, or the Mayor of Mowbray 
at least ’ 

‘ Wages ’ ’ said the man, ‘ I wish you may get ’em. 
Those villains. Shuffle and Screw, have sarved me with 
another bate ticket . and a pretty figure too ’ 

‘ Qh ' the carnal monsters exclaimed the widow. ‘ If 
their day don’t come, the bloody -mmded knaves ’ ’ 

‘ And for small cops, too * Small cops be hanged ’ Am 
I the man to send up a bad -bottomed cop, Widow Carey ? ’ 
‘ You sent up for snicks ’ I have known you man and 
boy, John Hill, these twenty summers, and never beard 
a word agamst you till you got into Shuffle and Screw’s 
mill Oh ’ they are a bad yarn, John ’ 

‘ They do us all, widow They pretends to give the 
same wages as the rest, and works it out in fines You 
can’t come, and you can’t go, but there’s a fine ; you’re 
never paid wages, but there’s a bate ticket I’ve heard 
they keep theu* '\^ole establishment on factory fines ’ 

‘ Soul ahve, but those Shuffle and Screw are ;rotten, 
snickey, bad yams,’ said Mistress Carey. ‘ Now, ma’am, 
if you please , fi’pence ha’penny ; no, ma’am, we’ve no 
weal left. Weal, mdeed ! you look very like a soul as 
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feeds on weal,’ contmue^d Mrs. Carey m an tuidertone as 
her declmmg customer moved away. ‘ Well, it gets late,’ 
said the widow, ‘ and ii you like<^o take this scrag end 
home to your wife, neighbour Hdl, we can talk of tbe 
rest nest Saturday And what’s your will, sir ’ ’ said 
the widow with a stem expression to a youth who now 
stopped at her stall. > 

He was about sixteen, with a lithe figure^ and a 
handsome, faded, impudent face. His long, loose, white 
trousers gave him h ght , he had no waistcoat, but a pmk 
silk handkerchief was twisted carelessly round his neck, 
and fastened with a very large pm, which, whatever were 
its materials, had unquestionably a very gorgeous appear- 
ance A loose frock-coai?of a coarse^wbite cloth, and fast- 
ened by one button round his waist, completed his habih- 
ments, with the addition of th?5 covermg to his head, a high- 
crowned dark-brown hat, which reheved his complexion, 
and heightened the effect of his mischievous blue eye. 

‘ Well, you need not be so fierce, Mother Carey,’ said 
the youth, with an affected air of deprecation. 

‘ Don’t mother me,’ said the jolly widow with a kmdhng 
eye , ‘ go to your own mother, who is dymg m a back cellar 
without a winder, while you’ve got lodgmgs m a two -pair ’ 

‘ Dymg , she’s only drunk,’ said the youth 
‘ And if she is only drmik,’ rejoined ]\Irs Carey, m a 
passion, ‘ what makes her d^mk but toil , workmg horn 
five o’clock m the mornmg to seven o’clock at night, and 
for the like of such as you ’ 

‘ That’s a good one,’ said the youth , * I should like to 
. know what my mother ever did for me, but give me treacle 
and laudanum when I was a baby to stop my tongue 
and fill my stomach ; by the token of which, as my gal 
says, she stunted the growth of the prettiest figure m all 
Mowbray’ And here the youth drew himself up, and 
thrust his han^s m the side pockets of his pea-jacket 
‘ Well, I never,’ said Mrs Carey ‘ No , I never heard 
a thing like that ’ ’ 

* What, not when you cut up the jackass and sold it for 
veal cutlets, mother ’ ’ 

^ * Hold your tongue, Mr Imperence,’ said the widow. 

‘ It’s very well known you’re no Christian, and who’U 
beheve what you y ? ’ 
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* It’s very well known that Tip. a man what pays Ins 
way,’ %aid the boy, ‘ and don’t keep a huckster’s stall to 
sell camon by starhght ; but livb in a two -pair, if you 
please, hnd has a wife and family, or as good ’ 

‘ Oh ’ you aggravatmg imp ’ ’ exclaimed the widow, m 
despair, unable to wreak her vengeance on one who kept 
in a secure position, and whose movements were as 
nimble his words 

‘ Why, Madam Carey, what has Dandy Mick done to 
thee ’ ’ said a good-humoured voice < It came from one 
of two factory girls who were passing her stall, and 
stopped They were gaily dre"ssed, a light handkerchief 
tied under the dim, their hair scrupulously arranged ; they 
wore coral necklaces and ear-rmg^ of gold 

‘Ah' IS it you, my child ? ’ said the widow, who was a 
good-hearted creature. ‘ The dandy has been givmg me 
some of his imperence.’ 

‘ But I meant nothing, dame,’ said Mick. ‘ It was fun 
— only fun.’ 

‘ Well, let it pass,’ said Mrs. Carey ‘ And where have 
you been this long time, my child ; and who’s youi 
friend ’ ’ she added, in a lower tone. 

‘ Well, I have left Mr Trafford’s null,’ said the girl 
‘ That’s a bad ]ob,’ said Mrs Carey , ‘ for those 

Traffords are kind to then people It’s a great thmg for 
a yo’hng person to be m their mill ’ 

‘ So it IS,’ said the girl, ‘ but then it was so dull I can’t 
stand a country life, Mrs Carey. I must have company.’ 

‘ WeU, I do love a bit of gossip myself,’ said Mrs Carey, 
with great frankness. 

‘And then I’m no scholar,’ said the girl, ‘and never could 
take to learnmg. And those Traffords had so many schools ’ 
‘Learnmg is better than house and land,’ said ]\Irs. 
Carey, ‘ though I’m no scholar myself , but then, m my 

time, thmgs was different But young persons ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Mick , ‘ I don’t think I could get through 
the day, if it wumo’ for our Institute.’ 

‘ And what’s that ? ’ asked Mrs Carey, with a sneer 
‘ The Shoddy-Court Literary and Scientific, to be sure,’ 
said Mick, ‘we have got fifty members, and take m 
three London papers ; one Northern Star and two Moral 
Worlds.^ 
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* And where are you j;iow, child ’ ’ continued the widow 
to the girl 

‘ I am at Wiggms and Websteii’s,’ said the girl ; ‘ ^nd 
this is my partner We keep house together ; we have a 
very nice room m Arbour Court, No 7, high up , it’s very 
airy If you will take a dish of tea with us to-morrow, we 
expect some friends ’ 

‘ I take it kmdiy,’ said Mrs Carey ; ‘ and so f^ou keep 
house together » All the children keep house m these 
days Times is ch ged mdeed ' ’ 

‘ And we shall be happ;j to see you, Mick , and Julia, 
if you are not engaged,’ contmued the girl , and she looked 
at her friend, a pretty demure girl, who unmediatelj said, 
but m a somewhat faltdirmg tone, ‘dOh ’ that we shall ’ 

‘ And what are you gomg to do now, Carolme ’ ’ said 
Mick ' 

* Well, we had no thoughts , but I said to Harriet, as 
it IS a fine night, let us walk about as long as we can, and 
then to-morrow we wih he m bed till afternoon.’ 

‘ That’s all weU eno’ ui winter tune with plenty of 
baccy,’ said J\Iick, ‘ but at this season of the year I must 
have life The moment I came out I bathed m the river, 
and then went home and dressed,’ he added m a satisfied 
tone ; ‘ and now I am gomg to the Temple I’ll tell you 
what, Julia has been pricked to-day with a shuttle ^ ’tis 
not much, but she can’t g# out ; I’U stand treat, and 
take you and your friend to the Temple ’ 

‘ Well, that’s dehght,’ said Carolme ‘ There’s no one 
does the handsome thmg hke you, Dandy Mick, and I 
always say so Oh ' I love the Temple ’ ’Tis so genteel f 
I was speakmg of it to Harriet last night ; she never was 
there I proposed to go with her — but two girls alone, — 
you understand me One does not like to be seen m these 
places, as if one kept no company.’ 

‘ Very true,’ said Mick , ‘ and now we’ll be ofi. Good- 
night, widow ’ 

‘ You’ll remember us to-morrow evenuag,’ said Carolme 

‘ To-morrow evening > The Temple ’ ’ murmured Mrs. 
Caiey to herself ‘ I thmk the world is turned upside 
downwards m these parts. A brat hke Mick Radley to 
hve m a two -pair, with a wde and family, or as good, as 
he says : and this girl asks me to take a dish of tea with 
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her and keeps house ’ Fathers and mothers goes for noth- 
ing,’ cbntmued Mrs Carey, as she took a very long pmch of 
snuff, and deeply mused* ‘ ’Tis the’chiidren gets the wages,’ 
she added after a profound pause, ‘ and there it is ’ 


CHAPTEE X 

In the meantime Gerard and Stephen stopped before 
a tall, thm, stuccoed house, balustraded and friezed, very 
much lighted both withm and without, and from the 
sounds that issued from it, and the persons who retired 
and entered, evidently a locality of great resort and bustle. 
A sign, bearmg the title of the Cat and Fiddle, mdicated 
that it was a place of public entertainment, and kept by 
one who owned the legal name of John Trotman, though 
that was but a vulgar appellation, lost m his well-earned 
and far-famed title of Chaffing Jack 
The companions entered the spacious premises ; and, 
makmg their way to the crowded bar, Stephen, with a 
glance serious but which mdicated intimacy, caught the 
eye of a comely lady, who presided over the mysteries, 
and said m a low voice, ‘ Is he here ’ ’ 

‘ In the Temple, Mr Morley, askmg for you and your 
friend more than once. I thmk you had better go up I 
kno"^ he wishes to see you * ^ 

Stephen whispered to Gerard, and after a moment’s 
pause he asked the fair president for a couple of tickets, 
for each of which he paid threepence ; a sum, however, 
accordmg to the printed declaration of the voucher, con- 
vertible mto potential liquid refreshments, no great co - 
pensation to a very strict member of the Temperance 
Society of Mowbray. 

A handsome staircase with bright brass banisters led 
them to an ample landmg-place, on which opened a door, 
now closed, and by which sat a boy who collected the 
tickets of those vho would enter it. The portal was of 
considerable dimensions and of architectural pretension ; 
it was pamted of a bright green colour, the panels gilt. 
Withm the pediment, described m letters of flammg gas, 
you read, ‘ The Temple op the Muses ’ 

Gerard and Morley entered an apartment very long and 
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sufficiently lofty, though rather narrow for such pro- 
portions The ceiling was even richly decorated’, the 
walls were painted, and oy a brush of considerable power. 
Each panel represented some well-known scene from 
Shakespeare, Byron, or Scott ; Kmg Richard, Mazeppa, 
the Lady of the Lake, were easily recognized m one 
panel, Hubert menaced Arthur , here Haidee rescued 
Juan , and there Jeanie Deans curtsied before thi Queen. 
The room was very full, some three or four hundred 
persons were seated «ln different groups at different tables, 
eatmg, drmkmg, talkmg, , laughing, and even smoking, 
for, notwithstandmg the pictures and the gildmg, it was 
found impossible to forbid, though there were efforts to 
discourage, this practic^ m the Bemple of the Muses 
Nothmg, however, could be more decorous than the general 
conduct of the company, though they consisted prm- 
cipally of factory people The waiters flew about with 
as much agility as if they were servmg nobles In general 
the noise was great, though not disagreeable ; sometimes 
a bell rang, and there was comparative silence, while a 
curtam drew up at the farther end of the room, opposite 
to the entrance, where there was a theatre, the stage 
raised at a due elevation, and adorned with side scenes, 
from which issued a lady m a fancy dress, who sang a 
favourite ballad , or a gentleman elaborately habited m 
a farmer’s costume of the oM comedy, a bob-wig, silver 
buttons and buckles, and blue stockmgs, and who favoured 
the company with that melancholy effusion called a 
comic song Some nights there was music on the stage ; 
a young lady m a white robe with a golden harp, and 
attended by a gentleman m black moustachios This was 
when the prmcipal harpiste of the Kmg of Saxony and 
his first fiddler happened to be passmg through Mowbray, 
merely by accident, or on a tour of pleasure and m- 
struction, to witness the famous scenes of British mdustry. 
Otherwise the audience of the Cat and Fiddle, we mean 
the Temple of the Muses, were fam to’^be content with 
four Bohemian brothers, or an equal number of Swiss 
sisters • The most popular amusements however were the 
‘ Thespian recitations ’ ; by amateurs, or novices who 
wished to become professional They tried their mettle 
on an audience which could be criticaL 
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A sharp waiter, with a keen ey^ on the entering guests, 
immediately saluted Gerard and his friend, with profuse 
offers of hospitality, :»jnsistmg that they wanted much 
refreshment , that they were both very hungry and very 
thirsty , that, if not hungry, they should order something 
to drmk that would give them an appetite , if not inclined 
to quaff, something to eat that would make them athirst 
In the midst of these embarrassmg attentions, he was 
pushed aside by his master with, ‘ There, go , hands 
granted at the upper end , two Amemcan gentlemen fiom 
Lowell singing out for Sheiry^Cobler ; don’t know what 
it is , give them our bar mixture ; if they complam, say 
it’s the Mowbray slap-bang, and no mistake Must have 
a name, Mr Morley , na-me’s every thmg ; made the fortune 
of the Temple; if I had called it the Saloon, it never 
would have filled, and perhaj)s the magistrates never have 
granted a licence ’ 

The speaker was a very portly man, who had passed 
the maturity of manhood, but active as Harlequm He 
had a well-favoured countenance , fair, good-humoured, 
but very sly He was dressed like the head butler of the 
London Tavern, and was particular as to his white waist- 
coats and black silk stookmgs, punctilious as to his knee- 
buckles, proud of his diamond pm , that is to say, when 
he officiated at the Temple. 

‘ Your mistress told us we should find you here,’ said 
Stephen, ‘ and that you wished to see us.’ 

‘ Plenty to tell you,’ said their host, puttmg his finger 
to his nose ‘ If mformation is wanted m this part of the 

world, I flatter myself Come, Master Gerard, here’s 

a table ; what shall I call for glass of the Mowbray slap- 
bang ’ No better , the receipt has been m our family 
these fifty years Mr. Morley I know won’t 30m us Did 
you say a cup of tea, IVIr Morley Water, only water , 
well, that’s strange Boy, alive there ’ do you hear me 
call ’ Water wanted, glass of water for the Secretary of 
the Mowbray Temperance and Teetotal Smg it out I 
like titled company Brush » ’ 

‘ And so you can give us some information about 
this 

‘ Be back directly,’ exclaimed their host, dartmg off 
with a swift precision, that carried him through a laby- 
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rmth of tables without the slightest inconvenience to their 
occupiers ‘ Beg pardon, IVIr. Morley,’ he said, Gliding 
again into his chair , * ‘ but sav% one of the American 
gentlemen brandishmg his bowie-kniie agamst one of my 
waiters , called him Colonel ; quieted him directly ; a 
man of his rank brawlmg with a help , oh ’ no , not to 
be thought of , no squabblmg heie , licence m danger ’ 

‘ You were saying ’ resumed Morley 

‘ Ah < yes, about that man Hatton , remem him 
perfectly well ; a matter of twenty or it may be nineteen 
years smce he bolted Queer fellow , lived upon nothmg , 
only drank water , no temperance and teetotal then, so 
no excuse Beg pardon, IMr Morley , no offence I hope ; 
can’t bear whims ; but tespectabie societies, if they don’t 
drmk, they make speeches, hire your rooms, leads to 
busmess ’ ♦ 

‘ And this Hatton * said Gerard. 

* Ah ’ a queer fellow ; lent him a one-pound note — 
never saw it agam — always lemember it — ^last one-pound 
note I had He offered me an old book mstead , not m 
my way ; took a chma jar for my wife He kept a 
curiosity shop ; always prowlmg about the country, pick- 
mg up old books and hunt mg after old monuments , 
called himself an antiquarian ; queer fellow, that Hatton ’ 

‘ And you have heard of him smce ? ’ said Gerard 
rather impatiently (% 

‘ Not a word,’ said their host ; ‘ never knew anyone 
who had ’ 

‘ I thought you had somethmg to tell us about him,’ 
id Stephen. 

‘ So I have ; I can put you m the way of getting hold 
of him and anythmg else I haven’t lived m Mowbray 
man and boy for fifty years , seen it a village, and now 
a great town full of first-rate mslitutions and establish- 
ments like this,’ added their host, surveymg the Temple 
with a glance of admirmg complacency , ‘ I say I haven’t 
lived here ail this tune and talked tq the people for 
nothing ’ 

‘ WeU, we are all attention,’ said Gerard, vuth a smile 
‘ Hush ’ ’ said their host as a bell soimded, and he 
j'umped up ‘ Now ladies, now gentlemen, if you please , 
silence if you please for a song from a Polish lady. The 
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Signora sings English like a new-born babe ’ ; and the 
CTirtam drew up amid the hushed voices of the company 
and the restrained clattter of their knives and forks and 
glasses 

The Polish lady sang ‘Cherry Ripe/ to the mfinite 
satisfaction of her audience Young Mowbray indeed, in 
the shape of Dandy Mick, and some of his followers and 
admirer^i, insisted on an encore The lady, as she retired, 
curtsied like a Prima Donna , but the host contmued on 
his legs for some time, throwing opm his coat and bow- 
ing to his guests, who expressed by their applause how 
much they approved his enterprise At length he resumed 
his s©at ‘ It’s almost too much,’ he exclaimed , ‘ the 
- enthusiasm of these people. I believe they look upon me 
as a father.’ 

‘ And you thmk you hav^ some clue to this Hatton ? ’ 
resumed Stephen. 

‘ They say he has no relations,’ said their host. 

‘ I have heard as much ’ 

‘ Another glass of the bar mixture. Master Gerard. 
What did we call it ’ Oh ’ the bricks and beans — the 
Mowbray bricks and beans ; known by that name m the 
time of my grandfather No more ’ No use askmg Mr. 
Morley, I know Water ^ well, I must say — ^and yet, in 
an official capacity, drmkmg water is not so unnatural ’ 

‘ And Hatton,’ said Ger?rd ; ‘ they say he has no 
relations, eh ’ ’ 

‘ They do, and they say wrong He has a relation , he 
has a brother , and I can put you in the way of finding 
him ’ 

‘ WeU, that looks like busmess,’ said Gerard ; * and 
where may he be ’ ’ 

‘ Not here,’ said their host , ‘ he never put his foot in 
the Temple, to my knowledge , and lives m a place where 
they have as much idea of popular mstitutions as any 
Turks or heathen you ever heard of ’ 

‘ And where imght we find him ? ’ said Stephen. 

‘ What’s that ? ’ said their host, jumping up and 
lookmg around him ‘ Here, boys, brush about The 
American gentleman is a-whitthng his name on that new 
mahogany table Take him the prmted list of rules, 
stuck up m a pubhc place, under a great -coat, and fine 
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him five siiiUmgs lor dainagmg the furniture If he’resists 
(he has paid tor his liquor), call m police , X Z , Xo^ 5^ 
IS m the bar, takmg tea witii your mistress Now brush ’ 

‘ And this place is ’ 

‘ In the land ot mines and minerals,’ said their host ; 

* about ten miles from He works in» metals on his 

own account You have heard ot a place caljed Heli- 
house Yard , well, he lives there , and his name is JSimon ’ 

‘ And does he k,^ep up any communication with his 
brother, thmk you ? ’ said Gerard 

‘ Nay, I know no more,' at least at present,’ said their 
host ‘ The secretary asked me about a peison csbsont 
without leave for twenty years, and, who was said to have 
no relations I found you one, and a very near one You 
are at the station, and you^have got your ticket The 
American gentleman’s wiolent Here’s the police I 
must take a high tone ’ And with these words Chaffing 
Jack quitted them 

In the meantime, we must not forget Dandy Mick and 
his two young fiiends, whom he had so generously ofieied 
to treat to the Temple 

‘ Well, what do you think of it ’ ’ asked Carolme of 
Han let, ui a whisper, as they entered the splendid 
apartment 

‘It’s just what I thouglji} the Queen lived m,’^said 
Harriet , ‘ but, indeed, I’m all of a flutter ’ 

‘ Well, don’t look as if you were,’ said her friend 
‘ Come along, gals,’ said Mick , ‘ who’s afraid ? Here, 
we’ll sit down at this table Now, what shall we Lave ? 
Here, waiter , I say, waiter ! * 

‘ Yes, sii, yes, sii ’ 

‘ Well, why don’t you come when I call,’ said Mick, 
with a consequential an ‘ I have been hallooing these 
ten mmutes Couple of glasses of bar mixture for these 
ladies, and a go ot gm tor myself And I say, waiter, 
stop, stop, don’t be m such a deuced hurry , do you think 
folks can drmk without eatmg I — sausanges for three ; 
and, damnie, take care they are not burnt ’ 

‘ Yes, sir-Aiirectly, directly ’ 

‘ That’s the way to talk to these fellows,’ said Mick, 
with a self-satisfied air, and perfectly repaid by the 
admiring gaze of his companions 
291 p 
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‘ It’s pretty, Miss Harriet,’ said Mick, looking up at the 
ceiling with a careless, admiran glance. 

‘ Oh ’ it is beautiful,’ said Harriet 
‘ You never were here before ? it’s the only place 
That’s the Lady of the Lake,’ he added, pointing to a 
picture ; ‘ I’ve’ seen her at the Circus, with real water ’ 
The Hssmg sausages, crowning a pile of mashed 
potatoes, were placed before them , the delicate rummers 
of the Mowbray slap-bang, for th<B girls ; the more 
masculme pewter measure for their friend. 

‘ Are the plates very hot ? ’ said Mick 
‘ Very, sir ’ 

* Hot plates haH ths battle,’ saiS Mick. 

‘ Now, Carohne ; here, Miss Harriet ; don’t take away 
your plate, wait for the m^sh ; they mash their taters 
here very elegant ’ 

It was a very happy and very merry party Mick 
dehghted to help his guests, and to drink their healths 
‘ WeU,’ said he, when the waiter had cleared away their 
plates, and left them to their less substantial luxuries 
‘ Well,’ said Mick, sipping a renewed glass of gin-twist, 
and leanmg back m his chair, ‘ say what they please, 
there’s nothmg like life.’ 

the Traffords’,’ said Caroime, ‘the greatest fun wo 
ever had was a smgmg class ^ 

‘ I pity them poor devils m the country,’ said Mick ; 
‘ we got some of them at CoUmson’s — come from Suffolk, 
they say ; what they call hagricultural labourers ; a very 
queer lot, indeed ’ 

‘ Ah ’ them’s the himmigrants,’ said Caroime , ‘ they’re 
Id out of slavery, and sent down by Pickford’s van mto 
the labour market to brmg down our wages ’ 

‘ We’ll teach them a trick or two before they do that,* 
urged Mick. * Where are you, Miss Harriet ? ’ 

‘ I’m at Wiggms and Webster’s, sir ’ 

‘ Where they elean machmery durmg meal-tune ; that 
won’t do,’ said Mick. ‘ I see one of your partners commg 
m,’ said Mick, makmg many signals to a person who very 
soon ]omed them. ‘ WeU, Hevilsdust, how are you ’ ’ 
This was the famihar appeUation of a yoimg gentle- 
an, who ready had no other, baptismal or patrimonial 
About a fortnight after his mother had introduced him 
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into the world, she returned to her factory, and put her 
infant out to nurse — ^tiiat is to sayi paid threepence a week 
to an old woman, who takes charge of these new-born 
babes for the day, and gives them back at night to their 
mothers, as they huriiedly return from the scene of their 
labour to the dungeon or the den, which is ^ill by courtesy 
called ‘home’ The expense is not great laudanum 
and treacle, admmistered m the shape of some popular 
elixir, affords theseittnno cents a brief taste of the sweets of 
existence, and, keepmg th^em quiet, prepares them for the 
silence of their impendmg grave Infanticide is practised 
as extensively and as legally m England, as it is bn the 
banks of the Ganges , ’'a circumstance which apparently* 
has not yet engaged the attention of the Society for the 
Propagation of the Gospel 'm Foreign Parts But the 
vital principle is an impulse from an immortal artist, 
and sometimes baffles, even m its tenderest phasis, the 
machinations of society for its extmction There are 
infants that will defy even starvation and poison, un- 
natural mothers and demon nurses Such was the name- 
less one of whom we speak. We cannot say he thrived ; 
but he would not die So, at two years of age, his mother 
bemg lost sight of, and the weekly payment havmg 
ceased, he was sent out m the street to ‘ play,’ m or^er to 
be run over Even this expedient failed The youngest 
and the feeblest of the band of victims. Juggernaut spared 
him to Moloch All his companions were disposed of. 
Three months’ ‘ play ’ m the streets got nd of this tender 
company, — shoeless, haK-naked, and uncombed, — ^whose 
age varied from two to five years Some were crushed, 
me were lost, some caught cold and fevers, crept back 
to their garret or their ceUars, were dosed with Godfrey’s 
cordial, and died in peace. The nameless one would not 
disappear He always got out of the way of the carts and 
horses, and never lost his own They gave him no food : 
he foraged for himself, and shared wi»th the dogs the 
garbage of the streets. But still he hved ; stunted and 
pale, he defied even the fatal fever which was the only 
habitant of his cellar that never qmtted it. And, slumber- 
ing at night on a bed of mouldering straw, his only 
protection agamst the plashy surface of his den, with a 
dungheap at his head, and a cesspool at his feet, he still 
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clung to the only roof winch shielded him from the 
teinpest 

At length, when the nameless one had completed his 
fifth year, the pest which never quitted the nest of cellars 
of which he was a citizen, raged m the quarter with such 
mtensity, that^the extmction of its swaiming population 
was men a^ed The haunt of this child was peculiarly visited. 
All the children gradually sickened except himself , and 
one night when he returned home he fojund the old woman 
herself dead, and surrounded only by corpses The child 
before this had slept on the same bed of straw with a 
corpse; but then there were also breathmg bemgs for his 
-companions A night: passed only with corpses seemed 
to him in itself a kmd of death He stole out of the cellar, 
quitted the quarter of pestileiice, and aftex much wander- 
ing lay down near the door of a factory Fortune had 
guided him Soon after break of day, he was awakened 
by the sound of the factory bell, and found assembled a 
crowd of men, women, and childien The door opened, 
they entered, the child accompanied them The roll was 
called ; his unauthorized appearance noticed , he was 
questioned ; his acuteness excited attention A child 
was wantmg m the Wadding Hole, a place for the manu- 
facture of waste and damaged cotton, the refuse of the 
millsf which is here workecUup mto count ei panes and 
coverlets The nameless one was preferred to the vacant 
post, received even a salary, more than that, a name ; 
for as he had none, he was christened on the spot — 
Dbvilsdust 

Dovilsdust had entered life so early, that at seventeen 
he combmed the expeiience of manhood with the divine 
energy of youth He was a first -i ate workman, and 
received high wages , he had availed himself of the 
advantages of the factory school ; he soon learnt to read 
and write with facility, and at the moment of our history, 
was the leadmg spiiit of the Shoddy-Court Literary and 
Scientific Institute His great friend, his only mtimate, 
was Dandy Mick The apparent contrariety of their 
qualities and structure perhaps led to this It is mdeed 
the most assured basis of friendship Devilsdust was 
dark and melancholy, ambitious and discontented, full 
of thought, and with powers of patience and perseverance 
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that alone amounted to genius Mick was as brilliant as 
his complexion , gay, ifritable, evanescent, and unstable. 
Mick enjoyed hfe ; his friend onlj endured it , yet Mick 
was always complammg of the lowness of his wages, and 
the greatness of his toil, while Devilsdust never murmured, 
but read and pondered on the rights of labour, and sighed 
to vmdicate his order 

‘ I have some thoughts of joinmg the Total Ab^mence,’ 
said Devilsdust , ‘ ever smce I read Stephen Morley’s 
address, it has been^ my mmd We shall never get our 
rights till we leave off con^ummg excisable articles , and 
the best thmg to begm with is liquors ’ 

‘ WeU, I could do witl;^out liquors myself,’ said Caroline. 

‘ If I was a lady, I would never (Jtrnk anythmg except 
flesh milk from the cow ’ 

‘ Tea for my money,’ said fiamet , ‘ I must say there’s 
nothmg I grudge for good tea. Now I keep house, I mean 
always to drmk the fest ’ 

‘ Well, you have not yet taken the pledge. Dusty,’ said 
Mick , ‘ and so suppose we order a go of gm, and talk this 
matter of temperance over ’ 

Devilsdust was manageable m little things, especially 
by Mick , he acceded, and seated himself at their table 

‘ I suppose you have heard this last dodge of Shuffle 
and Screw, Dusty,’ said Mck. 

‘ Wliat’s that ^ ’ 

‘Every man had his key given him this evenmg — 
half a crown a week round deducted from wages for rent. 
Jim Plastow told them he lodged with his father, and 
' didn’t want a house ; upon which they said he must let it ’ 

‘ Their day will come,’ said Devilsdust, thoughtfully 
‘ I really thmk that those Shuffle and Screws are worse 
even than Truck and Trett You knew where you were 
with those fellows , it was five-and-twenty per cent off 
wages, and very bad stuff for your money. But as for 
Shuffle and Screws, what with their fines and their keys, 
a man never knows what he has to sp^nd Come,’ he 
added, fiUmg his glass, ‘ let’s have a toast— Confusion to 
CapitaP 

‘ That’s your sort,’ said Mick Come, Carolme ; 
drink to your partner’s toast. Miss Harriet. Money’s 
the root of all evil, which nobody can deny We’ll have 
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the rights of labour yet , the teu-hour bill, no fines, and 
no individuals admitted to any work who have not 
completed their sixteer«th year ’ 

‘ No, fifteen,’ said Caroline, eagerly. 

* The people won’t bear their giievances much longer,’ 
said Devilsdust. 

‘ I thmk ond of the greatest grievances the people have,’ 
said Cai¥)line, ‘ is the beaks servmg notice on Chaffing 
Jack to shut up the Temple on Sunday nights ’ 

‘ It IS infamous,’ said Mick , ‘ asn’t we to have no 
recreation ? One might as wefi live m Suffolk, where the 
immigrants come fiom, and where they are obhged to bum 
ricks to pass the time ’ 

‘ As for the rights cf labour,’ s^id Harriet, ‘ the people 
goes for nothing wuth this machinery ’ 

‘ And you have opened ^your mouth to say a very 
sensible thing. Miss Harriet,’ said Mick ; ‘ but if I were 
Lord Paramount for eight and forty hours, I’d soon settle 
that question Wouldn’t I fire a broadside into their 
“double deckers” ’ The battle of Navarmo at Mowbray 
Fair, with fourteen squibs from the admiral’s ship gomg 
off at the same time, should be nothing to it ’ 

‘ Labour may be weak, but capital is weaker,’ said 
Devilsdust, ‘ Their capital is all paper ’ 

* \ tell you what,’ said Mick, with a knowmg look, and 
in a lowered tone, ‘ the only* thing, my hearties, that can 
save this here nation, is — a good strike.’ 


CHAPTER XI 

* Youn lordship’s dinner is served,’ announced the groom 
of the chambers to Lord de Mowbray ; and the noble lord 
led out Lady Mamey. The rest followed Egremont 
found himself seated next to Lady Maud Fitz-Warene, 
the younger daughter of the earl Nearly opposite to him 
was Lady Joan.-^ 

The Ladies Fitz-Warene were sandy girls, somewhat 
tall, with rather good figures and a grand air ; the eldest 
very ugly, the second rather pretty , and yet both very 
uch alike They had both great conversational powers, 
though m different ways. Lady Joan was doctrmal; 
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Lady Maud inquisitive: the first often imparted in- 
formation which you ^ did not previously possess , the 
other suggested ideas which were<«>ften before in your own 
mmd, but lay tranquil and unobserved tiU called mto life 
and notice by her fanciful and vivacious tongue Both 
of them were endowed with a very remaikable self- 
possession , but Lady Joan wanted softiless, and Lady 
Maud repose 

This was the result of the rapid observation of Egre- 
mont, who was, however, experienced m the world and 
quick m his detection of ijianner and of character 

The dmner was stately, as becomes the high nobihty* 
There were many guests, yet the table seemed only a 
gorgeous spot m the ca'j^acious chamber The side tables 
were laden with silver vases and golden shields arranged 
on shelves of crimson velvet The walls were covered 
with Fitz-Warenes, De Mowbrays, and De Veres The 
attendants glided about without noise, and with the 
precision of military disciplme They watched your 
wants, they anticipated your wishes, and they supphed 
aU you desired with a lofty air of pompous devotion 
‘ You came by the railroad ? ’ mquired Lord de 
Mowbray mournfully, of Lady hlamey 

‘ From Marham , about ten miles from us,’ rephed her 
ladyship 

‘ A great revolution ! ’ 

‘ Isn’t it ? ’ 

‘ I fear it has a very dangerous tendency to equahty,’ 
said his lordship, shakmg his head , ‘ I suppose Lord 
Mamey gives them aU the opposition m his power ’ 

‘ There is nobody so violent agamst railroads as George,’ 
said Lady Marney , ‘ I cannot teU you what he does not 
do ’ He organized the whole of our division against the 
Marham hne ’ ’ 

‘ I rather counted on him,’ said Lord de Mowbray, 
‘ to assist me m resisting this jomt branch here , but I 
was surprised to learn he had consented'**’ 

‘ Not imtil the compensation was settled,’ innocently 
remarked Lady Mamey ; ‘ George never opposes them 
after that. He gave up aU opposition to the Marham hne 
when they agreed to his terms ’ 

‘And yet,’ said Lord de Mowbray, *I thmk if Lord 
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Marney would take a different vieyp- of the case and look 
to the moral consequences, he woujd hesitate Equahty, 
Lady Marney, equality <ris not our metier If we nobles 
do not make a stand agamst the levelling spirit of the 
age, I am at a loss to know who will fight the battle. 
You may depend upon it that these railroads are very 
dangerous thm^gs ’ 

‘ I hav^> no doubt of it I suppose you have heaid of 
Lady Vanilla’s trip from Birmingham ’ Have you not, 
mdeed ’ She came up with Lady Lawra, and two of the 
most gcntlemanhke men sittmg^opposite her , never met, 
she says, two more intelligent men She begged one of 
them at Wolverhampton to change seats with her, and 
he was most politely wiUmg to cbmply with her wishes, 
only it was necessary that his companion should move at 
the same time, for they w^re chamed together * Two 
gentlemen, sent to town for pickmg a pocket at Shrews- 
bury laces ’ 

‘ A countess and a felon ’ So much for public convey- 
ances,’ said Lord Mowbray. ‘ But Lady Vanilla is one 
of those who will talk with everybody ’ 

‘ She is very amusmg though,’ said Lady Marney. 

‘ I dare say she is,’ said Lord de Mowbray , ‘ but believe 
me, my dear Lady Marney, m these times especially, a 
counj^ess has somethmg else to do than be amusmg ’ 

‘ You thmk, as property has its duties as well as its 
rights, rank has its bores as well as its pleasures ’ 

Lord Mowbray mused 

‘ How do you do, Mr Jermyn ’ said a lively little lady 
with sparklmg beady black eyes, and a very yellow com- 
plexion, though with good features , ‘ when did you arrive 
m the North ? I have been fighting your battles finely 
smce I saw you,’ she added, shakmg her head, rather 
with an expression of admonition than of sympathy 

‘ You are always fightmg one’s battles. Lady Eirebrace ; 
it IS very kmd of you. If it were not for you, we should 
none of us know how much we are all abused,’ replied Mr. 
Jermyn, a young M P 

‘ They say you gave the most Radical pledges,’ said Lady 
Eirebrace eagerly, and not without malice ‘ I heard 
Lord Muddlebrams say that if he had had the least idea 
of your prmciples, you would not iiave had his mfluence.’ 
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‘ Muddlebrains can’t, command a smgle vote,’ said Mr. 
Jermyn ‘ He is a political humbug, the greatest of aU 
humbugs , a man who* swaggers about London clubs and 
consults solemnly about his mfluence, and m the country 
is a nonentity ’ 

‘ Well, that can’t be said of Lord Clarmel,’ rejomed 
Lady Firebrace 

‘ And have you been defendmg me against Lord 
Clarmel’s attacks ? ’ mquired Mj* Jermyn 

‘ No ; but I am <gomg to Wemsbury, and then I have 
no doubt I shall have the^opportunity ’ 

‘ I am going to Wemsbury myself,’ said Mr Jermyn 
‘ And what does Lord Clarmel thmk of your pledge 
about the pension hst'’? ’ said Lady Firebrace, daunted 
but malignant 

‘ He never told me,’ said Mr Jermyn 
‘ I believe you did not pledge youiself to the ballot ? ’ 
inquired Lady Firebrace with an affected air of mquisi- 
fcivencss 

‘ It is a subject that requires some reflection,’ said Mr. 
Jermyn ‘ I must consult some profound politician like 
Lady Firebrace By the by, you told my mother that 
the Conservatives would have a majority of fifteen Bo 
you thmk they will have as much ’ said Mr Jermyn 
with an mnocent air, it now bemg notorious that the yt^hig 
Admmistration had a majomty of double that amount 
‘ I said IMr Tadpole gave us a majority of fifteen,’ said 
Lady Firebrace ‘ I Imew he was m error , because I 
had happened to see Lord Melbourne’s own list, made up 
to the last hour , and which gave the Government a 
majority of sixty It was only shown to three members 
of the Cabmet,’ she added, m a tone of triumphant mystery 
Lady Firebrace, a great stateswoman among the Tories, 
was proud of an admiier who was a member of the Whig 
Cabmet. She was rather an agreeable guest m a country- 
house, with her extensive correspondence, and her bulle- 
tms from both sides Tadpole, flattercf^i by her notice, 
and charmed with female society that talked his own 
slang, and entered with afiected enthusia mto all his 
petty plots and barren machmations, was vigilant m his 
communications ; while her Whig Cavalier, an easy mdi- 
vidual, who always made love by talking or wxitmg 
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politics, abandoned himself without reserve, and mstructed 
Lady Firebrace regularly after every council Taper 
looked grave at this oonnexion ‘between Tadpole and 
Lady Firebrace ; and, whenever an election was lost, or 
a division stuck m the mud, he gave the cue with a nod 
and monosyllable, and the Conservative pack that infests 
clubs, chatterirrg on subjects of which it is impossible they 
can ioio^ anything, mstantly began barkmg and yelpmg, 
denoun cmg traitors, and wondering how the leaders could 
be so led by the nose, and not see thaj* which was flagrant 
to the whole world. If, on the other hand, the advan- 
tage seemed to go with the Cailton Club, or the opposi- 
tion benches, then it was the Whig and Liberal hounds 
-•’who howled and moaned, expiainmg everything by the 
mdiscretion, mfatuation, treason of Lord Viscount Masque, 
and appealing to the initiated world of idiots around them, 
whether any party could ever succeed, hampered by such 
men, and mfluenced by such means 
The best of the joke was, that all this time Lord Masque 
and Tadpole were two old foxes, neither of whom con- 
veyed to Lady Firebrace a smgle circumstance but with 
the wish, mtention, and malice aforethought, that it 
should be commimicated to his rival 

‘ I must get you to mterest Lord de Mowbray m our 
cause,’ said Sir Vavasour Firebrace, m an msmuatmg 
voice to his neighbour. Lady Joan , ‘ I have sent him a 
large packet of documents. You know, he is one of us , 
still one of us. Once a baronet, always a baronet. The 
dignity merges, but does not cease , and happy as I am 
to see one covered with high honours, who is m every way 
so worthy of them, still I confess to you it is not so much 
as Earl de Mowbray that your worthy father mterests 
me, as m his undoubted character and capacity of Sir 
Altamont Fitz-Warene, baronet ’ 

‘ You have the data on which you move, I suppose, well 
digested,’ said Lady Joan, attentive, but not mterested 
‘ The case is .rclear ; as far as equity is concerned, 
irresistible ; mdeed the late Kmg pledged himself to a 
certam pomt But if you would do me the fayour of 
reading our memorial ’ 

‘The proposition is not one adapted to our present 
civilization,’ said Lady Joan. ‘ A baronetcy has become 
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the distinction of the middle class , a physician, our 
physician for exam|]J.e, is a baronet ; and I dare say 
some of our tradesmen , brewerl, or people of that class 
An attempt to elevate them mto an order of nobility, 
however mferior, would partake, m some degree, of the 
ridiculous ’ 

‘ And has the duke escaped his gout l-his year ’ m- 
quired Lord Mamey of Lady de Mowbray 

‘ A very shght touch ; I never knew my father so well 
I expect you will iheet him here We look for him daily ’ 

‘ I shall be delighted ,% I hope he will come to Marney 
October I keep the blue ribbon cover for him ’ 

‘ What you suggest very just,’ said Egiemont to Lady 
Maud ‘ If we only, m our own SJiheres, made the exer- 
tion, the general effect would be great Marney Abbey, 
for mstance, I believe one of the finest of our monastic 
remams, — ^that mdeed is not disputed — dimmished yearly 
to repair barns , the cattle browsmg m the nave , all 
this might be prevented. If my brother would not con- 
sent to preserve or to restore, still any member of the 
family, even I, without expense, only with a little zeal 
as you say, might prevent mischief, might stop at least 
demolition ’ 

‘ If this movement m the Church had only revived a 
taste for Christian architecture,’ said Lady Maud, ‘it 
would not have been barren, and it has done so much 
more * But I am surprised that old families can be so 
dead to our national art ; so fuU of our ancestors, their 
exploits, their mmd Indeed you and I have no excuse 
for such mdifference, Mr. Egremont.’ 

‘ And I do not thmk I shall ever agam be justly accused 
of it,’ replied Egremont, ‘ you plead its cause so effec- 
tively But to ten you the truth, I have been thmking 
of late about these thmgs ; monasteries and so on , the 
mfluence of the old Church system on the happmess and 
comfort of the People ’ 

‘ And on the tone of the Nobles — do libt you thuik so ? ’ 
said Lady Maud. ‘ I know it is the fashion to deride 
the Ci’usades, but do not you thmk they had their origm 
m a great impulse, and, m a certam sense, led to great 
results ’ Pardon me, if I speak with emphasis, but I 
never can forget I am a daughter of the first Crusaders.’ 
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‘ The tone of Society is certainly lower than of yore,’ 
said Egi emont ‘ It is easy to s^j^y we view the past 
tlirofugh a fallacious mecfmni We have, however, ample 
evidence that men feel less deeply than of old and act 
with less devotion. But how far is this occasioned by 
the modern position of our Church That is the question.’ 

‘ You must speak to Mi St Lys about that,’ said Lady 
Maud ‘ x)o you know him ? ’ she added m a lowered 
tone 

‘ No , IS he here ’ ’ 

‘ Next to mamma ’ 

And, looking m that direction, on the left hand of Lady 
Mov/bray, Egremont beheld a genfieman m the last year 
of ins youth, if youth accordmg to the scale of Hippocrates 
cease at thirty -five He was distinguished by that beauty 
of the noble English blood, of which in these days 
few types remam , the Norman tempered by the Saxon , 
the fire of conquest softened by mtegrity ; and a serene, 
though mfloxible habit of mmd The chains of conven- 
tion, an external life grown out of all proportion with 
that of the heart and mmd, have destroyed this dignified 
beauty. There is no longer in fact an arislociacy m 
England, for the superiority of the animal man is an 
essential quality of aristocracy But that it once existed, 
any collection of portraits from the sixteenth century 
will show. 

Aubrey St Lys was a younger son of the most ancient 
Norman family m England The Conqueror had given 
them the moderate estate on which they now lived, and 
which, ui spite of so many civil conflicts and religious 
changes, they had handed do\vn to each other, from 
geneiation to generation, for eight centuries Aubrey 
St Lys was the vicar of Mowbray He had been the 
college tutor of the late Lord Fitz-Warene, whose mmd 
he had formed, whose bright abilities he had cultivated, 
who adored him. To that connexion he owed the shght 
preferment whiclf he possessed, but which was aU he 
desiied A bishopric would not have tempted him from 
his peculiar charge 

In the centre of the town of Mowbray teeming with its 
toilmg thousands, there rose a building, which might vie 
with many of the cathedrals of our land Beautiful its 
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solemn towers, its sciilptured western front; beautiful 
its columned aisles aiM lofty naye , its sparkling shrine 
and delicate chantry , most beautiful the streammg 
glories of its vast orient light ^ 

This magnificent temple, built by the monks of Mow- 
bray, and once connected with their famous house, of 
which not a trace now remamed, had m time become the 
parish church of an obscure village, whose population 
could not have filled one of its side chapels These strange 
vicissitudes of ecclesiastical buildmgs aie not singular m 
the north of England 

Mowbray Church remamed for centuries the wonder of 
passmg peasants, and the glory of .county histones But 
there is a magic m beautiful buildmgs which exercises an 
irresistible mfluence over the mmd of man One of the 
reasons urged for the destruction of the monasteries after 
the dispersion of their mhabitants, was the pernicious 
mfluence of their solenm and stately forms on the mem- 
ories and imagmation of those that beheld them It was 
impossible to connect systematic ciune with the creators 
of such divme fabrics And so it was with Mowbray 
Church. When manufactures were mtroduced into this 
district, which abounded with all the qualities necessary 
for their successful pursuit, to Mowbray, offermg equal 
though not superior advanl^ges to other positions, w^as 
accorded the preference, ‘because it possessed such a 
beautiful church ’ The Imgermg genius of the monks of 
Mowbray hovered round the spot which they had adorned, 
and sanctified, and loved , and thus they had mdirectly 
become the authors of its present greatness and prosperity 

Unhappily, for a long season the vicars of Mowbray 
had been little conscious of their mission. An immense 
population gathered round the sacred citadel and gradu- 
ally spread on all sides of it for miles But the parish 
church for a long time remamed the only one at Mowbray 
when the population of the town exceeded that of some 
European capitals. And even m the parish church the 
frigid spell of Erastian self-complacency fatally prevailed 
A scanty congregation gathered together for form, and 
as much mfluenced by party as higher sentiments. 
Gomg to church was held more genteel than going to 
meetmg The prmcipal tradesmen of the neighbourmg 
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great houses deemed it more ‘ aristocratic ’ ; usmg a 
tavojirite and hackneyed epithet, Vhich only expressed 
their own servility About the time the Church Com- 
mission issued, the congregation of Mowbray was 
approachmg zero There was an idea afloat for a time 
of making it the seat of a new bishopric ; the cathedral 
was ready; another mstance of the mfluence of fine art 
But there was no residence for the projected prelate, and 
a jobbing bishop on the commission was afraid that he 
might have to contribute to buildmg one. So the idea 
died away , and the livmg having become vacant at 
this moment, mstead of a bishop, Mowbray received an 
diumble vicar m the shape of Aubrey St. Lys, who came 
among a hundred thousand heathen to preach ‘the 
Unknown God.* 


CHAPTER XII 

‘ And how do you find the people about you, Mamey ? * 
said Lord de Mowbray, seatmg himself on a sofa by his 
guest. 

‘All very well, my lord,* rephed the earl, who ever 
treate^d Lord de Mowbray with a certam degree of cere- 
mony, especially when the descendant of the Crusaders 
affected the familiar. There was something of a Puck- 
like mahgmty in the temperament of Lord Mamey, which 
exhibited itself m a remarkable talent for mortifying 
persons m a small way ; by a gesture, an expression, a 
look, cloaked, too, very often with all the character of 
profound deference Tne old nobihty of Spam dehghted 
to address each other only by their names, when m the 
presence of a spic-and-span grandee ; callmg each other 
‘ Infantado,’ ‘ Sidoma,’ ‘ Ossuna,’ and then tummg round 
with the most distmguished consideration, and appeahn 
to the Most Nobl^ Marquis of Ensenada 

‘ They begm to get a little uneasy here,’ said Lord de 
Mowbray. 

‘ We have nothmg to complam of,’ said Lord Marney. 
‘ We contmue reducmg the rates, and as long as we do 
that the country must improve The worldiouse test 
tells. We had the other day a case of mcendiarism, 
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which frightened soi^e people ; but I inquired into it, 
and am quite satisfied it ongmated m purely accidental 
circumstances , at least nothmg to do with wages I 
ought to be a judge, for it was on my own property ’ 

‘ And what is the rate of wages, m your part of the 
world, Lord Mamey ? ’ mquired Mr St? Lys, who was 
standmg by 

‘ Oh ' good enough not like your manufacturmg dis- 
tricts , but peoples who work in the open air mstead of a 
furnace, can’t expect ap^ don’t require such They get 
their eight shiUmgs a week ; at least generally ’ 

‘ Eight shillings a week > ’ said Mr St. Lys. * Can a 
labourmg man with a'* family, perhaps of eight children, 
live on eight shiUings a week ’ ’ 

‘ Oh I as for that,’ said Lord Mamey ; * they get 
more than that, because there is beer-money allowed, at 
least to a great extent among us, though I for one do 
not approve of the practice, and that makes nearly a 
shiUmg per week additional; and then some of the 
have potato grounds, though I a entirely opposed to 
that system ’ 

‘ And yet,’ said Mr St. Lys, * how they contrive to hve 
IS to me marvellous ’ 

‘ Oh • as for that,’ said Lord Mamey, ‘ I have generally 
found the higher the wages the worse the workman. 
They only spend their money m the beer-shops. They 
are the curse of this country.’ 

‘ But what is a poor man to do,’ said Mr St. Lys, * after 
his day’s work, if he returns to his own roof and finds no 
home • his fire extinguished, his food unprepared ; the 
partner of his life, weaned with labour m the field or the 
factory, still absent, or perhaps m bed from exhaustion, 
or because she has returned wet to the skm, and has 
no change of raiment for her rehef ? W© have removed 
woman from her sphere ; we may have reduced wages by 
her mtroduction mto the market of Khour ; but under 
these circumstances what we call domestic life is a 
condition impossible to he realized for the people of this 
country ; and we must not therefore he surprised that 
they seek solace or rather refuge m the beer-shop ’ 

Lord Mamey looked up at Mi St. Lys, with a stare of 
high-bred imperlmence, and then carelessly observed, 
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without directing his words to him^ ‘ They may say what 
they like, but it is all an affair of population ’ 

‘ I would rather beheve that it is an affair of resources,’ 
said Mr St Lys ; ‘ not what is the amount of our popula- 
tion, but what IS the amount of our resources for their 
maintenance ’ 

‘ It comes to the same thmg,’ said Lord Marney. 

‘ Nothmg can put this country right but emigration on a 
great scale; and as the Government^ do not choose to 
undertake it, I have commenced it for my own defence 
on a small scale I wiU take care that the population of 
my parishes is not increased I build no cottages, and I 
“destroy aU I can ; and I am not ashamed or afraid to 
say so ’ 

‘ You have declared war to^the cottage, then,’ said Mr 
St Lys, smilmg ‘ It is not at the first sound so startlmg 
a cry as war to the castle ’ 

‘ But you thmk it may lead to it ^ ’ said Lord Mowbray. 
‘ I love not to be a prophet of evil,’ said Mr St Lys 
Lord Mamey rose from his seat and addressed Lady 
Eirebrace, whose husband m another part of the room had 
caught hlr Jermyn, and was opening his mmd on ‘ the 
question of the day ’ , Lady Maud, followed by Egremont, 
approached Mr St Lys, and said, ‘ Mr Egremont has a 
great feeling for Christian arc^iitecture, Mr St Lys, and 
wishes particularly to visit our church, of which wo are so 
proud.’ And in a few moments they were seated together, 
and engaged m conversation 
Lord Mowbray placed himself by the side of Lady 
Marney, who was seated by his countess 

‘ Oh ’ how I envy you at Marney ’ ’ he exclaimed ^ No 
manufactures, no smoke , livmg in the midst of a beauti 
ful park, and surrounded by a contented peasantry ’ ’ 

‘ It is very delightful,’ said Lady Mamey, ‘ but then w© 
are so very dull ; we have really no neighbourhood ’ 

‘ I thmk that su«h a great advantage,’ said Lady Mow- 
bray ; ‘ I must say I like my friends from London I 
never know what to say to the people here Ex(5ellent 
people, the very best people m the world , the way they 
behaved to poor dear Eitz-Warene, when they wanted bun 
to stand for the county, I never can forget ; but then 
they do not know the people we know, or do the thmgs 
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we do ; and when yoT| have gone throngh the routine of 
county questions, and exhausied4he weather and all jthe 
winds, I am positively, my dear Lady Marney, anx ahois, 
and then they thmk you are proud, when really one is 
only stupid ’ 

‘ I am very fond of work,’ said Lady Mamey, ‘ and I 
talk to them always about it ’ 

‘ Ah ’ you are fortunate, I never could work , and 
Joan and Maud, they neither of them work Maud did 
embroider a banner once j^or her brother , it is m the hall 
I think it beautiful but somehow or other she never 
cultivated her talent ’ 

‘ For all that has oc(5lirred, or nray occur,’ snid IMr St. 
Lys to Egremont, ‘ I blame only the Church The Church 
deserted the people , and fibm that moment the Church 
has been m danger, and the people degraded Formerly, 
religion undertook to satisfy the noble wants of human 
nature, and by its festivals reheved the pamful wearmess 
of toil The day of rest was consecrated, if not always to 
elevated thought, at least to sweet and noble sentiments 
The Church convened to its solemnities, under its splendid 
and almost celestial roofs, amid the finest monuments of 
art that human hands have raised, the whole Christian 
population ; for there, m the presence of God, alj^weie 
brethren It shared equally among all its prayer, its 
incense, and its music , its sacred mstructions, and the 
highest enjoyments that the arts could afford ’ 

‘ You believe, then, m the efficacy of forms and 
ceremonies ’ ’ 

‘ What you call forms and ceremonies represent the 
divinest mslmcts of our nature Push your aversion to 
forms and ceremonies to a legitimate conclusion, and you 
would prefer kneelmg m a bam rather than m a cathedral 
Your tenets would strike at the veiy existence of all art, 
which IS essentially spiritual ’ 

‘ I am not speakmg abstractedly,’ saii Egremont, ‘ but 
rather with reference to the mdirect connexion of these 
forms and ceremonies with another Church The people 
of this country associate them with an entbraUmg super- 
stition and a foreign dommion ’ 

‘ With Rome,’ said Mr St Lys ; ‘ yet forms and cere- 
omes existed before Rome ’ 
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‘ But practically,’ said Egremont, ‘ has not their revival 
m our service at the pi^sent day,' a tendency to restore 
the' Romish system m this coxmtry ? ’ 

‘ It is difficult to ascerbam what may be the practical 
effect of certam circumstances among the unmformed,’ 
said IVIr St Lye ‘ The Church of Rome is to be respected 
as the opjy Hebrseo -Christian Church extant; all other 
Churches established by the Hebrew apostles have dis- 
appeared, but Rome remams ; and we must never permit 
the exaggerated position which it assumed m the middle 
centuries, to make us forget its early and apostolical 
character, when it was fresh from Palestme, and as it were 
fragrant from Paradise, The Church of Rome is sustamed 
by apostohcal succession ; but apostolical succession is 
not an institution complete m itself ; it is a part of a 
whole , if it be not part of a whole it has no foundation. 
The apostles succeeded the prophets. Our Master an- 
nounced Hmiself as the last of the prophets They m 
their turn were the heirs of the patriarchs men who 
were m direct communication with the Most High. To 
men not less favoured than the apostles, the revelation 
of the priestly character was made, and those forms and 
ceremonies ordamed, which the Church of Rome has never 
relinquished. But Rome did not mvent them • upon 
their practice, the duty of all congregations, we cannot 
consent to her foundmg a claim to supremacy. For 
would you mamtam then that the Church did not exist 
in the time of the prophets ? Was Moses then not a 
Churchman ? And Aaron, was he not a high priest ? 
Aye I greater than any pope or prelate, whether he be at 
Rome or at Lambeth. 

‘ In all these Church discussions, we are apt to forget 
that the second Testament is avowedly only a supple- 
ment. Jehovah-Jesus came to complete the “ law and 
the prophets ” Christianity is completed Judaism, or 
it IS nothmg Christianity is mcomprehensible without 
Judaism, as Judaism is mcomplete without Christianity. 
TOiat has Rome to do with its completion ; what with its 
commencement ^ The law was not thundered forth from 
the Capitolian mount ; the divme atonement was not 
fulfilled upon Mons Sacer. No ; the order of our priest- 
hood comes directly from Jehovah ; and the forms and 
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ceremonies of His Chiirch are the regulations of His 
supreme intelligence * Rome u^deed boasts that the 
authenticity of the second Testament depends upon*the 
recognition of her mfaUibihty The authenticity of the 
second Testament depends upon its congruity with the 
first Did Rome preserve that ? I recognize m the 
Church an mstitution thoroughly, smcerely cathohc ; 
adapted to all climes, and to all ages I do not bow to 
the necessity of a visible head m a defined locality , but 
were I to seek for such, it would not be at Rome. I 
cannot discover in its history, however memorable, any 
testimony of a mission so sublime. When Omnipotence 
deigned to be mcamato, the Ineffable Word did not select, 
a Roman frame The prophets were not Romans , the 
apostles were not Romans ? she, who was blessed above 
all women, I never heard she was a Roman maiden. No, 
I should look to a land more distant than Italy, to a city 
more sacred even than Rome ’ 


CHAPTER XIII 

It was a cloudy, glimmering dawn. A cold withermg 
east wmd blew through the sclent street s of Mowbray' The 
unds of the night had died away, the voices of the day 
had not commenced. There reigned a stillness complete 
and absorbmg 

Suddenly there is a voice, there is movement. The 
first footstep of the new week of toil is heard. A man 
muffled up m a thick coat, and bearmg m his hand what 
would seem at the first glance to be a shepherd’s crook, 
only its handle is much longer, appears upon the pave- 
ment. He touches a number of windows with great 
quickness as he moves rapidly along A rattimg noise 
sounds upon each pane. The use of "^e long handle of 
his mstrument becomes apparent as he proceeds, enablmg 
liiTn as it does to reach the upper wmdows of the dwellmgs 
whose mmates he has to rouse Those mmates are the 
factory girls, who subscribe m districts to engage these 
heralds of the dawn ; and by a strict observance of whose 
citation they can alone escape the dreaded fine that awaitp 
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those who have not arrived at the door of the factory 
before the bell ceases to ^ound 

The sentry m question, quitting the streets, and stooping 
through one of the small archways that we have before 
noticed, entered a court Here lodged a multitude of his 
employers , an^ the long crook, as it were by some sleight 
of hand, seemed soundmg on both sides, and at many 
wmdows at the same moment. Arrived at the end of 
the court, he was about to touch the wmdow of the upper 
story of the last tenement, when that wmdow opened, 
and a man, pale and care-worn, and in a melancholy 
voice, spoke to him 

‘ Simmons,’ said the ipan, ‘ you n^ed not rouse this story 
any more , my daughter has left us ’ 

‘ Has she left Webster’s ’ ’ » 

‘ No , but she has left us She has long murmured at 
her hard lot , working like a slave, and not for heiself 
And she has gone, as they all go, to keep house for herself ’ 

* That’s a bad busmess,’ said the watchman, m a tone 
not devoid of sympathy 

* Almost as bad as for parents to hve on their children’s 
wages,’ replied the man, mournfully. 

‘ And how is your good woman ’ 

‘ As poorly as needs be Haniet has never been home 
since Friday night She owe^you nothing ’ 

* Not a halfpenny She was as legular as a little bee, 
and always paid every Monday morning I am soiry she 
has left you, neighbour' ’ 

‘ The Lord’s will be done It’s hard times for such as 
us,’ said the man ; and, leavmg the window open, he 
ret lied into his room 

Tl was a smgle chamber of which he was the tenant 
In the centre, placed so as to gam the best light which 
the gloomy situation could afford, was a loom In tvo 
corners of the room were mattresses placed on the floor, 
a check curt am, hung upon a stung if necessary, conceal- 
ing them In one'was his sick wife , in the other, three 
young children * two girls, the eldest about eight years 
of age ; between them their baby brother An iron 
kettle was by the hearth, and on the mantelpiece, some 
candles, a few lucifer matches, two tm mugs, a paper of 
salt, and an iron spoon. In a farther part, close to the 
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wall, was a heavy table or dresser , this was a fixture, as 
well as the form whic|i was fastened by it. 

The man seated himself at hi3 loom , he commenced 
his daily task 

‘ Twelve hours of daily labour, at the rate of one penny 
each hour , and even this labour is mortgaged ’ How is this 
to end ’ Is it rather not ended ? ’ And h5 looked around 
him at his chamber without resources no food, mo fuel, no 
furniture, and four human bemgs dependent on him, and 
lying m their wretdied beds, because they had no clothes. 

‘ I cannot sell my loom,\ he confcmued, ‘ at the price of 
old firewood, and it cost me gold It is not vice that has 
brought me to this, nor mdolence, nor imprudence I 
was born to labour, anil I was ready to labour. I loved 
my loom, and my loom loved me It gave me a cottage 
m my native village, surrounded by a garden, of whose 
claims on my solicitude it was not jealous There was 
time for both. It gave me for a wife the maiden that I 
had ever loved , and it gathered my children round my 
hearth with plenteousness and peace I was content . I 
sought no other lot It is not adversity that makes me 
look back upon the past with tenderness 

‘ Then why am I here ’ Why am I, and six hundred 
thousand subjects of the Queen, honest, loyal, and m- 
dustrious, why are we, after manfully strugghng for .years, 
and each year smkmg low^r in the scale, why are we 
driven from our innocent and happy homes, our country 
cottages that we loved, first to bide m close towns 
without comforts, and gradually to crouch mto cellars, 
or find a squahd lair like this, without even the common 
necessaries of existence , first the ordmary conveniences 
of life, then raiment, and, at length, food, vamshmg 
from us 

‘ It IS that the capitalist has found a slave that has 
supplanted the labour and mgenuity of man Once he 
was an artisan . at the best, he now only watches 
machmes , and even that occupation slips from his grasp, 
to the woman and the child The capitalist flourishes, he 
amasses immense wealth ; we smk, lower and lower ; 
lower than the beasts of burthen , for they are fed better 
than we are, cared for more. And it is just, for accordmg 
to the present system they are ore precious And yet 
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they tell us that the interests of Capital and of Labour 
are identical 

Mf a society that hasr been created by labour suddenly 
becomes independent of it, that society is bound to 
maintam the race whose only property is labour, out of 
the proceeds of that other property, which has not ceased 
to be productive 

‘ Whenr the class of the Nobility were supplanted m 
Prance, they did not amount m number to one*third of 
us Hand -Loom weavers ; yet all Europe went to war to 
avenge their wrongs, every Stale subscribed to maintain 
them in their adveisity, and when they were restored to 
their own country, then own land supphed them with an 
immense mdemnity ^Who cares %r us ’ Yet we have 
lost our estates Who raises a voice for us ? Yet we 
are at least as innocent as tlie nobihty of Prance We 
smk among no sighs except our own And if they give 
us sympathy — ^what then ’ Sympathy is the solace of 
the Poor , but for the Rich, there is Compensation ’ 

‘ Is that Han let ? ’ said his wife, moving m her bed 

The Hand -Loom weaver was recalled from his reverie 
to the urgent misery that surrounded him 

‘ No ’ ’ he replied m a quick hoarse voice, ‘ it is not 
Harriot ’ 

‘ Why does not Harriet come ? ’ 

‘ She will come no more ’ ’ “replied the weaver , ‘ I told 
you so last night she can bear this place no longer ; and 
I am not surprised ’ 

‘ How are we to get food then ? ’ rejoined his wife ; 
‘ you ought not to have let her leave us. You do nothmg, 
Warner You get no wages yourself ; and you have let 
the girl escape ’ 

‘ I wiU escape myself if you say that agam,’ said the 
weaver ; ‘ I have been up these three hours finishmg this 
piece which ought to have been taken home on Saturday 
night.’ 

‘ But you havr been paid for it beforehand You get 
nothing for your work A penny an hour I What sort 
of work 18 it, that brmgs a penny an hour ? ’ 

‘ Work that you have often adnured, Mary ; and has 
before this gamed a prize. But if you don’t like the work,’ 
said the man quittmg his loom, ‘ let it alone. There was 
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enough yet owing on this piece to have allowed us to 
break our fast. However, no matter , we must starve 
sooner or later Let ms begin at once ’ 

‘ No, no, Phihp » work. Let "us break our fast, come 
what may.’ 

‘ Tvat me no more then,’ said the weaver, resummg his 
seat, ‘ or I throw the shuttle for the last t^e ’ 

‘ I will not taunt you,’ said his wife m a kmdei tone. 

‘ I was wrong ; I am sorry , but I am very ill ^ It is not 
for myself I speak I want not to eat , I have no appetite , 
my bps are so very parched But the children, the children 
went supperless to bed, tmd they will wake soon ’ 

‘ Mother, we am’t asleep,’ said the eldei girl. 

‘ No, we am’t asleep, mother,’^ said her sister ; ‘ we 
heard all that you said to father 
‘ And baby ? ’ 

‘ He sleeps stiU ’ 

* I shiver very much ! ’ said the mother ‘ It’s a cold 
day Pray shut the window, Warner I see the diops 
upon the pane ; it is rammg I wonder if the peisons 
below would lend us one block of coal ’ 

‘ We have borrowed too often/ said Warner. 

‘ I wish there were no such thmg as coal m the land,’ 
said his wife, ‘ and then the engmes would not be able to 
work ; and we should have our rights agam ’ 

‘ Amen ’ ’ said Warner. ^ 

‘ Don’t you thmk, Warner,’ said his wife, ‘ that you 
could sell that piece to some other person, and owe 
Barber for the money he advanced ? ’ 

‘ No ! ’ said her husband, fiercely. ‘ I’ll go straight.’ 

‘ And let your children starve,’ said his wife, ‘ when 
you could get five or six shilhngs at once. But 
it always was with you. Why did not you go to the 
maclunes years ago like other men, and so get used to 
them ’ ’ 

‘ I should have been supplanted by this time,’ said 
Warner, ‘ by a girl or a woman ! It would have been 
just as bad ' ’ ^ 

‘ there was your friend, Walter Gerard ; he was 
the same as you, and yet now he gets two pound a week , 
at least I have often heard you say so ’ 

* Walter Gerard is a man of great parts,’ said Warner 
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‘ and might have been a master himself by this time had 
he cared ’ 

‘ And why did he not^? ’ 

‘ He had no wife and children,’ said Warner ; ‘ he was 
not so blessed ’ 

The baby woke and began to cry. 

‘ Ah ’ my ^hild ’ ’ exclaimed the mother ‘ That 
wicked Harriet ’ Here, Amelia, I have a morsel of crust 
here I saved it yesterday for baby ; moisten it m water, 
and tie it up in this piece of calico he will suck it , it will 
keep him quiet , I can bear an3rthing but his cry ’ 

‘ I shall have jSnished my ]ob by noon,’ said Warner ; 
* and then, please God, we shall break our fast ’ 

‘It IS yet two hours to noon,l said his wife ‘And 
Barber always keeps you so long * I cannot bear that 
Barber : I dare say he will not advance you money agam, 
as you did not bimg the 30b home on Saturday night. 
If I were you, Philip, I would go and sell the piece un* 
jQnished at once to one of the cheap shops ’ 

‘ I have gone straight all my life,’ said Warner. 

‘ And much good ib has done you,’ said his wife 
‘ My poor Amelia ' How she shivers » I thmk the sun 
never touches this house It is, indeed, a most wretched 
place ’ 

‘ It wiU not annoy you long, Mary,’ said her husband ; 
‘ I call pay no more rent , ai:|,d I only wonder they have 
not been here already to take the week ’ 

‘ And where are we to go ’ ’ said the wife 
‘ To a place which certamly the sun never touches,’ 
said her husband, wnth a kmd of malice m his misery — 
‘ to a cellar ’ 

‘ Oh ’ why was I ever bom ’ ’ exclaimed his wife ‘ And 
yet I w'as so happy once I And it is not our fault I 
cannot make it out, Warner, why you should not get two 
pounds a week like Walter Gerard ’ 

‘ Bah * ’ said the husband 

‘ You said he l^ad no family,’ continued his wife. ‘ I 
thought he had a daughter.’ 

‘ But she IS no burthen to him. The sister of Mr. 
Trafford is the Superior of the convent here, and she took 
Sybil when her mother died, and brought her up ’ 

‘ Oh I then she is a nun ? ’ 
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‘ Not yet , but I dai^e say it wiU end m it,’ 

‘Weil, I tbmk I would even sooner starve,’ said his 
wife, ‘ than my childrin should be nuns ’ 

At this moment there was a knocking at the door 
Warner descended from his loom, and opened it. 

‘ Lives Philip Warner here ? ’ mquired a clear voice of 
peculiar sweetness 

‘ My name is Warner ’ ^ 

‘ I come from Walter Gerard,’ contmued the voice. 
‘ Your letter reached him only last night The girl at 
whose house your daughljer left it, has quitted this week 
past Mt Trafiord’s factory ’ 

‘ Pi ay enter ’ 

And there entered S^'bil. 


CHAPTER XIV 

‘ YotJH wife IS ill ’ ’ said Sybil 

‘ Very ’ ’ replied Warner’s wife ‘ Our daughter has 
behaved mfamously to us She has quitted us without 
saying by your leave or with your leave And her wages 
were almost the only thmg left to us , for Philip is not 
like Walter Gerard, you see he cannot earn two pounds 
a week, though why he cannot I never could understand ’ 

‘ Hush, hush, wife ’ ’ saic^ Warner. ‘ I speak, I appre- 
hend, to Gerard’s daughter ’ 

‘ Just so ’ 

‘ Ah ' this is good and kmd , this is like old times, for 
Walter Gerard was my friend, w^hen I was not exactly as 
I am now ’ 

‘ He tells me so he sent a messenger to me la st night 
to visit you this mornmg Your letter reached him only 
yesterday ’ 

‘ Han let was to give it to Carolme,’ said the wife 
‘ That’s the girl who has done all the mischief and m- 
veigled her away And she has left Tr^fford’s works, has 
she ? Then I will be bound she and Harriet are keepmg 
house ’together ’ 

‘ You suffer ? ’ said Sybil, movmg to the bedside of the 
woman , ‘ give me your hand,’ she added in a soft sweet 
tone. ‘ ’Tis hot ’ 
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‘ I feel very cold,’ said the woman. ‘ Warner would 
have the window open, till the ram came ni ’ 

‘ ^id you, I fear, are 'wet,’ saill Warner, addressing 
Sybil, and interrupting his wife 

‘ Very shghtly And you have no hre. Ah ’ I have 
brought some things for you, but not fuel ’ 

‘ If he would" only ask the person downstairs,’ said his 
wife, ‘ for^a block of coal , I toll him, neighbours could 
hardly refuse , but he never 'wiU do anythmg , he says 
he has asked too often ’ 

‘ I will ask, Slid Sybil. * But^first, I have a companion 
without,’ she added, ‘ who bears^a basket for you Come 
m, Haiold ’ 

The baby began to cry the moment a large dog entered 
the room , a young bloodhound of the ancient breed, 
such as are now found but in^a few old halls and granges 
m the north of England Sybil untied the basket, and 
gave a piece of sugai to the screaming infant Her glance 
was sweeter even than her remedy , the mfant stared at 
her with Ins large blue eyes, for an mstant astonished, and 
then he smiled 

‘ Oh ’ beautiful child ’ ’ exclaimed Sybil , and she took 
the babe up from the mattress and embiaccd it 

* You are an angel from heaven,’ exclaimed the mother, 
‘ and you may well say beautiful. And only to think of 
that infamous girl, Harriet, t<> desert us all m this way ’ 
Sybil drew forth the contents of the convent basket, 
and called Warner’s attention to them ‘ Now,’ she said, 
‘ arrange all this as I tell you, and I will go downstan s and 
speak to them below as you wish, Harold, rest there ; ’ 
and the dog laid himself down in the remotest corner 
‘ And IS that Gerard’s daughter ^ ’ said the weaver’s 
wife ‘ Only think what it is to gam tw^o pounds a week, 
and brmg up your daughters m that way — ^mstead of such 
shameless hussies as our Harriet ! But with such wages 
one can do anythmg What have you theie, Warner ’ 
Is that tea ? Oh^ I should like some tea I do think 
tea would do me some good I have quite a longmg for 
it. Run down, Warner, and ask them to let us Imve a 
kettle of hot water It is better than all the fire m the 
world, Amelia, my dear, do you see what they have 
sent us. Plenty to eat. TeU Maria all about it. You 
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are good girls, you ^ will never be like that infamous 
Harriet When you earn wages you will give them to 
your poor mother and baby, wo?»i.’t you ? ’ 

‘ Yes, mother,’ said Ameha 
‘ And father, too,” said Maria. 

‘ And father, too,’ said the wife ‘He has been a very 
good father to you all ; and I never can «mderstand why 
one who works so hard should earn so little , bi^t I believe 
it is the fault of those machmes The police ought to put 
them down, and then everybody would be comfortable ’ 
Sybil and Warner re-entered, the fixe was ht, the tea 
made, the meal partaken of. An air of comfort, even of 
enjoyment, was diffused over this chamber, but a few 
minutes back so desolate and unhappy 

‘ Well,’ said the wife, raismg herself a httle up in her 
bed, ‘I feel as if that diSh of tea had saved my life 
Ameha, have you had any tea ^ And Maria ’ You see 
what it IS to be good, girls , the Lord will never desert 
you. The day is fast coming when that Harriet will 
know what the want of a dish of tea is, with all her fine 
wages. And I am sure,’ she added, addressmg Sybil, 

‘ what we aU owe to you, is not to he told Your father 
well deserves his good fortune, with such a daughter ’ 

‘My father’s fortunes are not much better than his 
neighbours’,’ said Sybil, ‘but his wants are fe^^, and 
who should sympathize with the poor, but the^ poor ? 
Alas ’ none else can. Besides, it is the Superior of our 
convent that has sent you this meal What my father 
can do for you, I have told your husband ’Tis httle ; 
but with the favour of Heaven, it may avail When the 
people support the people, the Divme blessmg will not 
be wantmg ’ 

‘ I am sure the Divme blessmg will never be wanting to 
you,’ said Warner, m a voice of great emotion 

There was silence ; the querulous spirit of the wife was 
subdued by the tone of Sybil , she revolved m her rmnd 
the present and the past, the chilc^ren pursued their 
ungradged and unusual meal , the daughter of Gerard, 
that she might not mt erf ere with their occupation, walked 
to the wmdow and surveyed the chmk of troubled sky 
which was visible m the court The wmd blew m gusts , 
the ram beat agamst the glass. Soon after this, there 



124 


MORE VISITORS 


was another knock at the door Harold started from his 
repose, and growled Warner ros^ and saymg, ‘They 
have^ come for the ren^-- Thank ''^Gk)d, I am ready,’ 
advanced and opened the door Two men offered with 
courtesy to enter 

‘ We are stiangers,’ said he who took the lead, ‘ but 
would not he su«ch I speak to Warner ? ’ 

‘ My nai^ae ’ 

‘ And I am your spiritual pastor, if to be the vicar of 
Mowbray entitles me to that description ’ 

‘ Mr St Lys ’ ^ 

‘ The same One of the most valued of my flock, and 
the most influential person m this district, has been speak- 
-wng much of you to me» this mornifig You are workmg 
for him He did not hear of you on Saturday night , he 
feared you were ill Mr Bafber spoke to me of your 
distress, as well as of your good character I came to 
express to you my respect and my sympathy, and to 
offer you my assistance ’ 

‘ You are most good, sir, and Mr Barber too ; and 

mdeed, an hour ago, we were in as great straits ’ 

‘ And are now, sir,’ exclaimed his wife, mterruptmg 
him ‘ I have been m this bed a week, and may never 
rise from it agam , the children have no clothes , they 
are pawned ; everythmg is pawned ; this mornmg we 
had neither fuel nor food And we thought you had 
come for the rent which we cannot pay If it had not 
been for a dish of tea which was charitably given me this 
moinmg by a person almost as poor as ourselves, that is 
to say, they live by labour, though their wages are much 
higher, as high as two pounds a week, though how that 
can be I never shall understand, when my husband is 
workmg twelve hours a day, and gammg only a penny an 
hour — if it had not been for this I should have been a 
corpse ; and yet he says we were m straits, merely be- 
cause Walter Gerard’s daughter, who I wilhngly grant 
18 an angel from heaven for ail the good she has done 
us, has stepped m to our aid But the poor support- 
ing the poor, as she well says, what good can come from 
that ' ’ 

Durmg this ebullition, Mr St. Lys had surveyed the 
apartment and recognized Sybil. 
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® Sister,’ he said, TThM the wife of Warner had ceased, 

* this is not the first tame we ha\^ met under the roof of 
sorrow ’ 

Sybil bent in silence, and moved as if she were about 
to retire , the wind and ram came dashmg agamst the 
window The companion of Mr St Lys, who was clad in 
a rough great-coat, and was shakmg the wet ofi an oilskm 
hat known by the name of a ‘ south-wester,’ "advanced 
and said to her, ‘ is but a squall, but a very severe one ; 

I would recommend you to stay for a few mmutes ’ 

She received this rem<h^k with courtesy, but did not 
reply 

‘ I think,’ contmued the compg^nion of Mr St Lys, 

‘ that this is not the first time also that we have met ? ’ 

‘ I cannot recall our meetmg before,’ said Sybil. 

* And yet it was not many days past ; though the sky 
was so very difierent, that it would almost make one 
believe it was m another land and another chme ’ 

Sybil looked at him as if for explanation 
‘ It was at Marney Abbey,’ said the companion of ]Mr 
St Lys 

‘ I was there ,* and I remember when about to rejom 
my companions, they were not alone ’ 

‘ And you disappeared, very suddenly I thought , for 
I left the rums almost at, the same moment your 
friends, yet I never saw any of you agam ’ 

‘ We took our course ; a very rugged one ; you perhaps 
pursued a more even way ’ 

‘ Was it your first visit to Marney ’ ’ 

‘ My first and my last There was no place I more 
desired to see , no place of which the vision made me so 
sad ’ 

‘ The glory has departed,’ said Egremont, mournfully. 

* It IS not that,’ said Sybil , ‘ I was prepared for decay, 
but not for such absolute desecration The Abbey seems 
a quarry for materials to repair farm-houses , and the 
nave a cattle gate Wliat people they must be — ^that 
family of sacrilege who hold these lands ’ ’ 

‘ Hem ’ ’ said Egremont. ‘ They certamly do not 
appear to have much feelmg for ecclesiastical art.’ 

‘ And for little else, as we were told,’ said Sybil ‘ There 
was a &e at the Abbey farm the day we were there, and. 
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from an that reached us, it would" appear the people were 
as little tendered as tho^Abbey wails ’ 

‘‘They have some difficulty perhaps m employmg their 
population m those parts ’ 

‘ You know the country ? ’ 

‘ Not at alL; I was traveUmg in the neighbourhood, 
and made a diversion for the sake of seemg an abbey of 
which I had heard so much ’ 

‘ Yes , it was the greatest of tha Northern Houses. 
But they told me the people were most wretched round 
the Abbey , nor do I think thke is any other cause for 
their misery, than the hard hearts of the family that have 
got the lands ’ 

‘ You feel deeply tor the people ’ ’ said Egremont, 
lookmg at her earnestly. 

Sybil returned him a glance expressive of some astonish- 
ment, and then said, ‘ And do not you ? Your presence 
here assures me of it ’ 

‘ I humbly follow one who would comfort the unhappy.’ 
‘ The charity of Mr. St. Lys is known to all ’ 

‘ And you — ^you, too, are a ministermg angel ’ 

‘There is no merit m my conduct, for there is no 
orifice When I remember what this English people 
once was ; the truest, the freest, and the bravest, the 
best-ifatured and the best-looking, the happiest and most 
religious race upon the surface of this globe , and thmk 
of them now, with all their crimes and all their slavish 
sufiormgs, their soured spirits and their stunted forms; 
their lives without enjoyment, and their deaths without 
hope ; I may well feel for them, even if I were not the 
daughter of their blood.’ 

And that blood mantled to her cheek as she ceased 
to speak, and her dark eye gleamed with emotion, and 
an expression of pride and courage hovered on her brow. 
Egremont caught her glance and withdrew his own ; his 
heart was trouble^ 

St, Lys, who had been m conference with the weaver, 
left him and went to the bedside of his wife. Warner 
advanced to Sybil, and expressed his feelmgs for her 
father, his sense of her goodness She, ohservmg that 
the squall seemed to have ceased, bade him farewell, and 
calling Harold, quitted the chamber. 
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‘ Whekb have you been all the morning, Charles ? ’ said 
Lord Mamey, commg mto his brother’s dressmg-room a 
few minutes before dinner , ‘ Arabella ^had made the 

nicest little ridmg-party for you and Lady Joam and you 
were to be found nowhere. If you go on m this way, 
there is no use of.,havmg afiectionate relations, or any- 
thmg else ’ 

‘ I have been walking a^out Mowbray. One should see 
a factory once m one’s life ’ 

‘ I don’t see the necessity,’ said Lord Marney ; ‘ I never 
saw one, and never mtend Though to be sure, when I 
hear the rents that Mowbray gets for his land m this 
neighbourhood, I must say I wish the worsted works had 
answered at Mamey. And if it had not been for our poor 
dear father, they would ’ 

‘ Our family have always been agamst manufactories, 
railroads — everythmg,’ id Egremont 

‘ Railroads are very good thmgs, with high compensa- 
tion,’ said Lord Mamey , ‘ and manufactories not so bad, 
with high rents ; but, after aU, these are enterprises for 
the canaille, and I hate them m my heart,* 

‘ But they employ the people, George ’ 

‘ The people do not want employment ; it is the 
greatest mistake m the world ; aU this employment is a 
stimulus to population Never mind that , what I came 
in for, IS to teU you that both Arabella and myself thmk 
you talk too much to Lady Maud.’ 

‘ I like her the best ’ 

‘ What has that to do with it, y dear fellow ’ Busi- 
ness IS busmess. Old Mowbray wiU make an elder son 
out of his elder daughter The affair is settled , I know 
it from the best authority. Talkmg to Lady Maud is 
msanity. It is aR the same for her as Fitz-Warene had 
never died. And then that great event, which ought to 
be the foundation of your fortune, would be perfectly 
thrown away. Lady Maud, at the best, is nothing more 
than twenty thousand pounds and a fat hvmg. Besides, 
she IS engaged to that parson feRow, St. Lys ’ 

‘ St Lys told e to-day that nothmg would ever mduce 
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him to marry He would practise celibacy, though he 
would not enjoin it ’ 

‘ Enjom fidclle-slick ’ How came you to be talking to 
such a sanctified impostoi , and, I believe, with ail Ins fine 
phrases, a complete Radical I tell you what, Charles, you 
must really ma|ce way wnth Lady Joan The grandfather 
has come to-day, the old duke Quite a family party. 
It looks so well Never was such a golden opportunity 
And you must be sharp too That little Jermyn, with Ins 
brown eyes and his white hands, has not come down here, 
in the month of August, with ixo sport of any kmd, for 
nothing ’ 

‘ I shall set Lady Firebrace at Ijom ’ 

‘ She is quite your friend, and a very sensi})le wnman 
too, Charles, and an ally not io be despised Lady Joan 
has a very high opmion of her There’s the bell Well, 
I shall tell Arabella that you mean to put up the steam, 
and Lady Firebrace shall keep Jermyn oft And perhaps 
it is as w^ell you did not seem too eager at first Mowbray 
C<istlo, my dear follow, m spite of its manufactories, is 
not to be despised And with a little firmness, you could 
keep the people out of your park Mowbray could do it, 
only he has no pluck He is afraid people would say he 
was the son of a footman ’ 

The^cluke, who was the fatfipr of the Countess de Mow- 
bray, was also loid -lieutenant of the county Although 
advanced m years, he was still exliomely handsome; 
with the most winning manneis , full of amenity and 
grace He had been a rou6 m his youth, but seemed now 
the perfect representative of a benignant and virtuous 
old age He was universally popular ; admired by young 
men, adored by young ladies Lord de Mowbray paid him 
the most distmguished consideration It was genuine 
However maliciously the origin of his own father might be 
represented, nobody could deprive him of that great fact, 
Ins father -m-law ; a duke, a duke of a great house who 
had intermarried tor generations with great houses, one 
of the old nobihty, and something even loftier , 

The county of which his grace was lord -lieutenant was 
very proud of its nobihty ; and certamly with Marney 
Abbey at one end, and Mowbray Castle at the other, it 
had just cause , but both these illustrious houses yielded 
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importance, though not m possessions, to the great 
peer who was the governor of the province 

A French actress, clever as French actresses always are, 
had persuaded, once upon a tune, an easy-tempered 
monarch of this realm, that the paternity of her commg 
babe was a distmction of which his majesty might be 
proud. His majesty did not much behove her , but he 
was a sensible man, and never disputed a p^mt with a 
woman , so when the babe was born, and proved a boy, 
he christened hupt with his name , and elevated him to 
the peerage m his cradle by the title of Duke of Fitz- 
Aquitame and Marq[uisbf Gascony 

An estate the royal father could not endow him with, 
for he had spent all his money, mcptigaged all his resources',"* 
and was obhged to run m debt himself for the jewels of 
the rest of his mistresses^, but he did his best for the 
young peer, as became an affectionate father or a fond 
lover. His majesty made him, when he arrived at man’s 
estate, the hereditary keeper of a palace which he pos- 
sessed m the north of England ; and this secured his grace 
a castle and a park. He could wave his flag and kill his 
deer , and if he had only possessed an estate, he would 
have been as well off as if he had helped to conquer the 
realm with Kmg WiUiam, or plundered the Church for 
Kmg Harry A revenue must, however, be found for the 
Duke of Fitz-Aquitame, aj^d it was furnished without the 
interfeience of Parhament, but with a financial dexterity 
worthy of that Assembly— to whom and not to our 
sovereigns we are obliged for the public debt The kmg 
granted the duke and his hens for ever a pension on the 
post-office, a hght tax upon coals shipped to London, and 
a tithe of all the shrimps caught on the southern coast. 
This last source of revenue became m time, with the 
development of watermg-places, extremely prolific And 
so, what with the foreign courts and colonies for the 
younger sons, it was thus contrived very respectably to 
mamtain the hereditary dignity of thi§ great peer 

The present Duke of Fitz-Aquitame had supported the 
Befo;m Bdl, but had been shocked by the Appropriation 
clause , very much admired Lord Stanley, and was apt 
to observe that, if that nobleman had been the leader of 
the Conservative party, he hardly knew what he might 
291 
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not have done himself But the duke was an old Whig, 
had lived with old Whigs all his hfe, feared revolution, but 
still more the necessity of takmg his^name out of Brooks’, 
wheie he had looked m every day or night since he came 
of age So, not approvmg of what was gomg on, yet not 
caring to desert his friends, he withdrew, as the phrase 
runs, fioni pubkc life , that is to say, was rarely in his 
seat ; did pot contmue to Lord Melbourne the proxy that 
had been entrusted to Lord Grey , and made Tory magis- 
trates m his county, though a Whig lord -lieutenant. 

Wlien forces were numbered, and speculations on the 
future indulged in by the Tadpoles and Tapers, the name 
of the Duke of Fitz-Aquitame was mentioned with a know- 
mg look, and m a mysterious ton©. Nothmg more was 
necessary between Tadpole and Taper , but, if some hack 
m statu pupillan happened te be present at the confer- 
ence, and the gentle novice greedy for party tattle, and 
full of admiring reverence for the two great hierophants 
of petty mysteiies before him, ventured to mtimate his 
anxiety for initiation, the secret was entrusted to him, 
* that ail was right there , that his giace only watched 
his opportunity , that he was heartily sick of the present 
men ; mdeed, would have gone over with Lord Stanley in 
1835, had he not had a fit of the gout, which prevented 
him from commg up from the north ; and though, to be 
sure, Ifis son and brother did^vote against the Speaker, 
still that was a mistake , if a letter had been sent, which 
Was not written, they would have voted the other way, 
and perhaps Sir Eobert might have been in at the present 
moment ’ 

The Duke of Fitz-Aquitame was the great staple of 
Lady Firebrace’s correspondence with Mr Tadpole. 
‘ Woman’s mission ’ took the shape, to her mtelligence, 
of getting over his grace to the Conservatives She was 
much assisted m these endeavours by the infoimation 
which she so dexterously acquired from the mnocent and 
meant lous Lord IVl^asque 

Egremont was seated at dinner to-day by the side of 
Lady Joan Unconsciously to himself, this had, been 
arranged by Lady Mamey The action of woman on our 
destmy is unceasmg Egremont was scarcely m a happy 
mood for conversation. He was pensive, mclmed to be 
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absent; his thoughts, indeed, were of other things and 
persons than those around him Lady Joan, however, 
only required a listeifer, she did>not make mquiries^like 
Lady Maud, or mipait her own impressions by suggestmg 
them as your own Lady Joan gave Egremont an account 
of the Aztec cities, of which she had been reading that 
morning, and of the several historical theories which their 
discovery had suggested , then she imparted^^ her own, 
which differed from all, hut which seemed clearly the right 
one Mexico led to Egypt. Lady Joan was as famihar 
with the Pharaohs as with the Caciques of the New World 
The phonetic system wa3 dispatched by the way Then 
came Champollion; then Pans, then aU its celebrities, 
hterary, and especially scientific then came the letter 
from Arago received that mornmg ; and the letter from 
Dr, Buckland expected to-morrow. She was dehghted 
that one had written , wondered why the other had not 
Fmally, before the ladies had retired, she had mvited 
Egremont to ]om Lady Marney m a visit to her observa- 
tory, where they were to behold a comet which she had 
been the first to detect 

Lady Eirebrace, next to the duke, mdulged m mysteri- 
ous fiddle-faddle as to the state of parties She, too, had 
her correspondents, and her letters received or awaited 
Tadpole said this , Lord Masque, on the contrary, said 
that . the truth lay, perhaps, between them , some result 
developed by the clear mtelligence of Lady Eirebrace, 
actmg on the data with which they supphed her The 
duke listened with calm excitement to the transcendental 
revelations of his Egeria Nothmg appeared to be con- 
cealed from her , the mmost mind of the sovereign ; there 
was not a royal prejudice that was not mapped m her 
secret inventory , the Cabmets of the Whigs, and the clubs 
of the Tories, she had the ‘ open sesame ’ to all of them. 
Sir Somebody did not want office, though he pretended to ; 
and Lord Nobody did want office, though he pretended he 
did not One great man thought the p^ear was not ripe ; 
another that it was quite rotten ; but then the first was 
commg on the stage, and the other was gomg off In 
estimatmg the accuracy of a political opmion, one should 
take into consideration the standmg of the opmionist 
At the right moment, and when she was sure she was 
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not overheard, Lady Pirebrace played her trump card, 
the pack havmg been previously cut by Mr Tadpole 
‘ ^d who do you thij^k Sir Robhrt would send to Ire* 
land ? ’ and she looked up m the face of the Duke of 
Pitz-Aquitame 

‘ I suppose the person he sent before,’ said his grace 
Lady Fl^ebr{^ce shook hei head 
‘ Lord JEaddington will not go to Ireland again/ leplied 
her ladyship, mysteriously, ‘mark me And Lord de 
Grey does not like to go , and if he did, there are objec- 
tions And the Duke of Northumberland, he will not go. 
And who else is there We niust have a nobleman of 
the highest lank for Ireland , one who has not mixed 
himself up with Irish (Questions , who has always been m 
old days for emancipation ; a Conservative, not an Orange- 
man You understand. That is the person Sir Robert 
will send, and whom Sir Robert wants ’ 

‘ He will have some difficulty m finding such a person/ 
said the duke ‘ If, mdeed, the blundering afiair of 1834 
had not occurred, and thmgs had taken their legitimate 
course, and we had seen a man like Lord Stanley, for 
instance, at the head of affairs, or leadmg a great party, 
why then indeed your friends, the Conservatives — ^for 
every sensible man must be a Conservative, m the right 
sense pf the word — would have stood m a very different 

position ; but now and^his giace shook his head 

‘ Sir Robert will never consent to form a government 
again without Lord Stanley,’ said Lady Firebrace. 

‘ Perhaps not,’ said the duke 

‘ Do you know whose name I have heard mentioned m 
a certam quarter as the person Sir Robert would wish to 
see in Ireland ’ ’ contmued Lady Firebrace. 

H’s grace lent his ear 

‘ The Duke of Fitz-Aquitame,’ said Lady Firebrace. 

‘ Quite impossible,’ said the duke ‘ I am no party 
man ; if I he anythmg, I am a supporter of the Govern- 
ment. True it is^ I do not like the way they are going on, 
and I disapprove of all their measures , but we must stand 
by our friends. Lady Firebrace To be sure, if the cpuntry 
were m danger, and the Queen personally appealed to one, 
and the Conservative party were really a Conservative 
party, and not an old crazy faction, vamped up, and white- 
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washed into decency-'-one might pause and consider. 
But I am free to corjfess I must see things in a very 
different condition from what thJy are at present, before 
I could be called upon to take that step I must see 

men like Lord Stanley ’ 

‘ I know what you are gomg to say, my dear Duke of 
Fitz-Aquitame I tell you agam, Lord Stanley is with 
us, heart and soul ; and before long I feel pdtsuaded I 
shall see your grace m the Castle of Dubhn ’ 

‘ I am too old ; at least, I am afraid so,’ said the Duke 
of Fitz-Aquitame, with relentmg smile. 


CHAPTER XVl 

About three miles before it reaches the town, the River 
Mowe undulates through a plam The scene, though not 
very picturesque, has a glad and sparklmg character A 
stone bridge mutes the opposite banks by three arches of 
good proportion , the land about consists of meads of a 
vivid colour, or vegetable gardens to supply the neigh- 
bourmg population, and whose various hues give hfe and 
hghtness to the level ground The immediate boundaries 
of the plain on either side are chiefly woods ; above the 
crest of which m one direction expands the brown 4iosom 
of a moor The few cottages which are sprinkled about 
this scene bemg built of stone, and on an ample scale, 
contribute to the idea of comfort and plenty which, with 
a serene sky and on a soft summer day, the traveller 
wilhngly associates with it. 

Such was the sky and season m which Egremont emerged 
on this scene, a few days after the mcidents recorded 
m our last chapter. He had been fishmg m the park of 
Mowbray, and had followed the rivulet through many 
wmdmgs until, quittmg the enclosed domam, it had forced 
its way through some craggy underwood at the bottom 
of the hilly moors we have noticed, ahfl, finally entermg 
the plam, lost itself m the waters of the greater stream 

Goo'd sport had not awaited Egremont Truth to say, 
his rod had played m a very careless hand He had taken 
it, though an adept m the craft when m the mood, rather 
as an excuse to be alone, than a means to be amused. 
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There are seasons in life when solitude ib a necessity; 
and such a one nad now descende<j3 on the spirit of the 
brotiier of Lord Marney*'' 

The form oi Sybil Gerard was stamped upon his bram. 
It blended with all thoughts ; it haunted every object. 
Who was this girl, unlike all women whom he had yet 
encounteied, wno spoke with such sweet seriousness of 
things of rach vast import, but which had never crossed 
his mmd, and with a kmd of mournful majesty bewailed 
the degrad ation of her race ’ The daughter of the lowly, yet 
proud of her birth Not a noble iftdy in the land who could 
boast a mien more complete, and none of them thus gifted, 
who possessed withal the fascinati],ig sunphcity that per- 
vaded every gesture and accent of tlie daughter of Gerard 

Yes f the daughter of Gerard ; the daughter of a work- 
man at a manufactory It had not been difficult, after 
the departure of to extract this information from 

the garrulous wife of the weaver And that father, — ^he 
was not unknown to Bgremont His proud form and 
generous countenance were still fresh m the mind’s eye 
of our fiiend. Not loss so his thoughtful speech , full of 
knowledge and meditation and earnest leelmg ’ How 
much that he had spoken sliil echoed m the heait, and 
rung m the broodmg ear of Egremont And his Iriend, 
too, tlvit pale man mth those ghiteimg eyes, who, with- 
out affectation, without pedarTlry, with aitiessness on the 
contrary, and a degree of earnest singleness, had glanced 
like a master of philosophy at the loltiesL prmciplos of 
political science, — ^was he too a workman ? And are 
these then the People ’ If so, thought Egremont, 
would that I lived more among them ’ Compared with 
their converse, the tattle of our saloons has in it some- 
thmg humiliating It is not meiely that it is deficient m 
warmth, and depth, and breadth ; that it is always dis- 
cussmg persons mstead of prmciples, and cloakmg its 
want of thought m mimetic dogmas, and its want ol feel- 
mg m superficial Raillery , it is not merely that it has 
neither imagmation, nor fancy, nor sentiment, nor feeling, 
nor knowledge to recommend it ; but it appears to me, 
even as regards manner and expression, mfenor in refine- 
ment and phraseology ; m short, trivial, unmterestmg, 
stupid, really vulgar. 
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It seemed to Egremont ttat, from the day he met these 
persons m the Abbe}^ rums, the horizon of his experience 
had msensibiy expanded ; moife than that, there Avere 
streaks of hght breakmg in the distance, which already 
gave a new aspect to much that was known, and w^hich 
perhaps was ultimately destmed to reveal much that was 
now utterly obscure He could not result the conviction 
that, from the time m question, his sympathies had be- 
come more lively and more extended , that a masculme 
impulse had been given to his mmd ; that he was mclmed 
to view pubhc questions m a hght very different from 
that m which he had surveyed them a few weeks back, 
when on the hustmgs^of his borough 

Bevolvmg these things, he emerged, as we have stated, 
into the plam of the Mowe, and, guidmg his path by the 
course of the river, he arrived at the bridge which a fancy 
tempted him to cross In its centre, was a man gazmg 
on the waters below and leanmg over the parapet His 
footstep roused the loiterer, who looked round , and 
Egremont saw that it was Walter Gerard 

Gerard returned his salute, and said, ‘ Early hours on 
Saturday afternoon make us all sauntereis , ’ and then, 
as their way was the same, they walked on together It 
seemed that Gerard’s cottage was near at hand, and, 
havmg mquired after Egremont’s sport, and receiving 
for a reply a present of^ a brace of trout, — the only 
one, by the by, that was m Egremont’s basket, — ^he 
could scarcely do less than mvite his companion to rest 
himself. 

‘ There is my home,’ said Gerard, pomtmg to a cottage 
recently built, and m a pleasmg style Its materials 
were of a fawn-coloured stone, common m the Mowbray 
quarries A scarlet creeper clustered lound one side of 
its ample porch , its wmdows were large, mulhoned, and 
neatly latticed , it stood m the midst of a garden of no 
mean dimensions, but every bed and nook of which teemed 
with cultivation ; flowers and vegetabies both abomided, 
while an orchard rich with the promise of many triiits-- 
ripe pears and famous pippms of the north and plums of 
every shape and hue — screened the dwelhng from that 
wmd against which the woods that formed its back- 
ground were no protection. 
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‘ And you are well lodged I Your garden does you 
honour ’ 

‘ I’ll be honest enough ""to own I nave no claim to the 
credit,’ said Gerard. ‘ I am but a lazy chiel ’ 

They entered the cottage where a hale old woman 
greeted them 

‘ She IS too old to be my wife, and too young to be my 
mother,’ sard Gerard smiling , ‘ but she is a good creature, 
and has looked after me many a long day Come, dame,’ 
he said, ‘ thou’lt brmg us a cup of tea , ’tis a good evenmg 
beverage,’ he added, tummg to Egremont, ‘ and what I 
ever take at this time. And if you care to hght a pipe, 
you will find a companion ’ 

‘ I have renounced tobacco,’ said ^Egremont , ‘ tobacco 
is the tomb of love,’ and they entered a neatly furnished 
chamber, havmg that habitable look which the best room 
of a farm-house too often wants Instead of the cast-ofE 
furniture of other estabhshments, at the same time dmgy 
and tawdry, mock rose-wood chairs and tarnished 
mahogany tables, it contained an oaken table, some 
cottage chairs made of beech-wood, and a Dutch clock 
But what surprised Egremont was the appearance of 
several shelves well Imed with volumes Thoir contents 
too on closer inspection were very remarkable They 
mdicat<^d a student of a high order Egremont read the 
titles of works which he only knew by fame, hut which 
treated of the loftiest and most subtle questions of social 
and political philosophy As he was throwmg his eye 
over them, his companion said, ‘ Ah ’ I see you thmk me 
as great a scholar as I am a gardener : but with as little 
justice , these books are not mme ’ 

‘ To whomsoever they belong,’ said Egremont, ‘ if we are 
to judge from his collection, he has a tolerably strong head ’ 

‘ Aye, aye,’ said Gerard, ‘ the world will hear of him yet, 
though he was only a workman, and the son of a workman. 
He has not been at your schools and your colleges, but he 
can write his mother tongue, as Shakespeare and Cobbett 
wrote it ; and you must do that, if you wish to influence 
the people ’ 

* And might I ask his name,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Stephen Morley, my friend.’ 

‘ The person I w with you at Mamey Abbey ? ’ 
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* The same ’ 

‘ Aiid he lives with ’ 

‘ Why, we kept house together, li you could call if so 
Stephen does not give much trouble m that way He 
only drmks water and only eats herbs and fruits He is 
the gardener,’ added Gerard, smilmg. don’t know 
how we shall fare when he leaves me ’ 

‘ And IS he gomg to leave you ^ ’ * 

‘ Why, m a manner he has gone. He has taken a 
cottage about a quarter of a mile up the dale, and only 

left his books here, because he is gomg mto shire m a 

day or two, on some busmess, that maybe will take him 
a week or so The books are safer^here, you see, for the 
present, for Stephen hves alone, and is a good deal away, 
for he edits a paper at Mowl^ray, and that must be looked 
after He is to be my gardener still I promised him 
that Well done, dame,’ said Gerard, as the old woman 
entered ; ‘ I hope for the honour of the house a good brew 
Now, comrade, sit down it will do you good after your long 
stroll You should eat your own trout if you would wait ’ ’ 

‘ By no means. You will miss your friend, I should 
thmk ’ ’ 

‘ We shall see a good deal of him, I doubt not, what 
with the garden and neighbourhood and so on , besides, 
m a manner, he is master df his own time His T^rk is 
not like ours ; and though the pull on the bram is some- 
times great, I have often wished I had a talent that way. 
It’s a drear life to do the same thmg every day at the same 
hour But I never could express my ideas except with 
my tongue , and there I feel tolerably at home ’ 

‘ It will be a pity to see this room without these books,’ 
said Egremont, encouragmg conversation on domestic 
subjects 

‘ So it will,’ said Gerard ‘ I have got very few of my 
own But my daughter will be able to fill the shelves m 
time, I warrant ’ 

‘ Your daughter— she is commg to hv^ with you ’ ’ 

‘ Yes ; that is the reason why Stephen quits us He 
only remained here until Sybil could keep my house, and 
that happy day is at hand ’ 

‘That IS a great compensation for the loss of yo 
friend,’ said Egremont 
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‘ And yet she talks of flitting,’ said Gerard, in rather a 
melancholy tone ‘ She hankers after the cloister She 
has ‘passed a still, swee^i life m the convent here, the 
Superior is the sistei of my employer and a very saint on 
earth , and Sybil knows nothing of the real world except 
its siiffermgs ^No matter,’ he added more cheei fully , ‘ I 
would not have her take the veil lashly, but, if I lose 
her, it m^y be for the best For the married life of a 
woman of our class m the present condition of our 
country is a lease of i^oe,’ he added, shakmg his head, 
‘ slaves, and the slaves of slave^3 ' Even woman’s spirit 
cannot stand agamst it , and it can bear up agamst more 
than we can master ’ ^ 

* Your daughter is not made for the common cares of 

hfe,’ Slid Egremoiit ^ 

' We’ll not talk of them,’ said Gerard ‘ Sybil has an 
English heart, and that’s not easily bioken " And you, 
comrade, you are a traveller m these parts, eh ’ ’ 

‘ A kind of traveller , something m the way of your 
friend Moriey — connected with the pi ess ’ 

‘ Indeed ! a reporter, eh I thought you had some- 
thing about you a little more kno^mig than we pro- 
vincials ’ 

‘ Yes ; a repoitcr , they want information in London 
as to ^he real state of the conniry, and this tune of the 
year, Parliament not sitting-^^ — ’ 

‘ Ah , I undei stand, a flying commission and a summer 
tour Weil, I often wish I were a penman , but I never 
could do it I’ll read any day as long as you like, but 
that wiitmg I could never manage. My friend lyloxley is 
a powerful hand at it His journal circulates a good deal 
about here ; and if, as I often tell hmi, he would only 
sink hiS high-flymg philosophy and stick to old English 
polities, he might make a property of it. You’ll like to 
know him ? ’ 

‘ Miiclj ’ 

* And what firsu took you to the press, if I may ask ? ’ 

‘ Why — ^my father was a gentleman — ’ said Egremont 
in a hesitatmg tone, ‘ and I was a younger son ’ 

‘Ah'’ said Gerard, ‘ that is as bad as being a woman,’ 

‘ I had no patrimony,’ coiitmued Egremonk ^ and I was 
obliged to work , I had no head I believe for the Law ; 
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the Church was not exactly in my way , and as for the 
Army, how was I tp advance without money or con- 
nexions ’ I had had some education, and so I thought 
I would turn it to account ’ 

‘ Wisely done ’ you are one of the workmg classes, and 
will enlist, I hope, m the great struggle agamst the drones 
The natural friends of the people ar^ younger sons, 
though they are generally enlisted agamst us ^ The more 
fools they ; to devote their energies to the maintenance 
of a system which is founded on selfishness and which 
leads to fraud , and of yrhich they are the first victims 
But every man thmks he will be an exception ’ 

‘ And yet,’ said Egremont, ‘ a great family, rooted in 
the land, has been deemed to be'*an element of pohticai 
strength ’ ^ 

‘I’ll tell you what,’ said Gerard, ‘theie is a great 
family m this country, and rooted m it, of which we have 
heard much less than they deserved, but of which I suspect 
tve shall hear very soon enough to make us all thmk 
a bit ’ 

‘ In this county ’ ’ 

‘ Aye , m this county and every other one , I mean the 
People ’ 

‘Ah’’ said Egremont, ‘ that family has existed for a 
long time ’ 

‘ But it has taken to mci^ase rapidly of late, my friend 
—how may I call you ’ 

‘ They call me Eranklm ’ 

‘ A good English name of a good Enghsh class that 
has disappeared WeU, Mr Erankiui, be suio of this, 
that the Population Returns of this country are very 
mstructive readmg ’ 

‘ I can conceive so ’ 

‘ I became a man when the bad times were begmnmg,’ 
said Gerard , ' I have passed through many doleful years 
I was a Eranklm’ s son myself, and we had lived on this 
island at least no worse for a longer tame than I care to 
recollect, as little as what I am now But that’s no- 
thing^ I am not thmkmg of myself I am piosperous 
in a fashion , it is the serfs I live among of whom I am 
thmkmg Well, I have heard, m the course of years, of 
some specifics for this constant degradation of the people ; 
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some thing or some person that was to put all right ; 
and for my part, I was not unready to support any 
proposal or follow any deader. There w'as reform, and 
there was paper money, and no machinery, and a thousand 
other remedies , and there were demagogues of all kmds, 
some as base as myself, and some with blood m then 
vems almost a& costly as flows m those of our great 
neighbour -“here, Earl de Mowbray, and I have always 
heard that was very choice but I will frankly own to 
you, I never had much faith m any of these proposals or 
proposers; still they were a change, and that is some- 
thing But I have been persuaded of late that there is 
something gomg on m this countrjy of more efficacy , a 
remedial powei, as T believe, and irresistible , but 
whether remedial or not, at any rate a power that wiU 
mar all or cuie all Yon apprehend me ? I speak of 
the annual arrival of more than three hundred thousand 
strangers m this island How will you feed them ? 
How Will you clothe them ’ How will you house them ? 
They have given up butcher’s meat , must they give up 
bread ’ And as for raiment and shelter, the rags of the 
kmgdom are exhausted, and your smks and cellars 
already swarm like rabbit wariens ’ 

‘ ’Tis an awful consideration,’ said Egremont, musmg 
‘ AiUul,’ said Gerard ; ‘ ’tis the most solemn thmg 
smce the Deluge What kingdom can stand agamst it 
Why, go to your history — ^you’re a scholar — and see the 
fall of the great Homan Empue — ^what was that ’ Every 
now and then, there came two or three bundled thousand 
strangers out of the forests, and crossed the mountams 
and rivers They come to us every year, and m greater 
numbers Wliat are your mvasions of the barbarous 
nations, your Goths and Visigoths, your Lombards and 
Huns, to our Population Returns ? ’ 
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CHAPTER I 

The last rays of the sufa, contending with clouds of smoke 
that drifted across the country, paitially lUummed a 
pecuhar landscape Ear as the eye could reach, and the' 
region was level, except where a range of limestone hills 
formed its distant limit,'’ a wilderness of cottages, or 
tenements, that were hardly entitled to a higher name, 
were scattered for many miles over the land , some 
detached, some connected m httle rows, some clustermg 
in groups, yet rarely forming contmuous streets, but 
interspersed with blazmg furnaces, heaps of burning coal, 
and piles of smoldermg iron-stone, while forges and 
engme chunneys roared and puffed m all directions, and 
indicated the frequent presence of the mouth of the mme, 
and the bank of the coal-pit Notwithstandmg the whole 
country might be compared to a vast rabbit warren, it 
was nevertheless mtersected with canals, crossmg each 
other at various levels, and though the subterranean 
operations were prosecuted with so much avidity, that 
it was not uncommon to observe whole rows of houses 
awry, from the shifting and hollow nature of the land, 
still, mtermmgled with heaps of mmerai refuse, or of 
metallic dross, patches of the surface might here and 
there be recognized, covered, as ff m mockery, with grass 
and com, lookmg very much like those gentlemen’s sons 
that we used to read of m our youth, stolen by the 
chimneysweeps, and givmg some mtimations of their 
breeding beneath their grimy hvery But a tree or a 
shrub — such an existence was unlmown m this dmgy 
rather than dreary region. 

It was the twilight hour ; the hour at which m southern 
shmes the peasant kneels before the sunset image of the 
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blessed Hebrew maiden ; when caravans halt m their 
long course over vast deserts, and the tuibaned traveller, 
bendmg m the sand, jsays his hdmage to the sacied 
stone and the sacred city , the hour, not less holy, that 
announces the cessation of English toil, and sends forth 
the miner and the coUier to breathe the an of earth, and 
gaze on the light of heaven. 

They co;me forth * the mine delivers its gang and the 
pit its bondsmen , the forge is silent and the engme is 
still The ]3lam is covered with the swarmmg multitude : 
bands of stalwart men, broad-chested and muscular, wet 
with toil, and black as the children of the tropics , troops 
of youth — alas ’ of both sexes — ^though neither their 
raiment nor their language mdicates the difference ; aU 
are clad m male attire , and oaths that men might 
shudder at, issue from lips 'born to breathe words of 
sweetness Yet these are to be — some are — the mothers 
of England ^ But can we wonder at the hideous coarse- 
ness of their language, when we remember the savage 
rudeness of then lives ’ Naked to the waist, an iron 
cham fastened to a belt of leather luns between their 
legs clad m canvas trousers, while on hands and feet an 
English girl, for twelve, sometimes for sixteen hours a day, 
hauls and hurries tubs of coals up subterranean roads, 
daik, precipitous, and plasby , circumstances that seem 
to have escaped the notice of the Society for the Abolition 
of Negro Slaveiy Those woithy gentlemen too appear 
to have been smgulaily unconscious of the sufferings of 
the little trappers, which was lemarkable, as many of 
them were in their own employ. 

See, too, these emeige from the bowels of the earth ’ 
Infants of four and five years of age, many of them girls, 
pretty and still soft and timid ; entrusted with the 
fulfilment of most responsible duties, and the nature of 
which entails on them the necessity of bemg the earliest 
to enter the mme and the latest to leave it Their 
labour indeed is npt severe, for that would be impossible, 
but it IS passed m darkness and in solitude They endure 
that punishment which philosophical philanthropy has 
invented for the direst crnnmals, and which those 
criminals deem more terrible than the death for which 
it is substituted. Hour after hour elapses, and all that 
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reminds the mfant trappers of the world they have 
quitted and that which they have joined, is the passage 
ot the coal-wagons f6%: which th^y open the air-doors of 
the galleries, and on keeping which doors constantly 
closed, except at this moment of passage, the safety of 
the mme and the hves of the persons employed m it 
entirely depend & 

Sir Joshua, a man of genius and a courtly artist, struck 
by the seraphic countenance of Lady Ahce Gordon, when 
a child of very tender years, pamted the celestial visage 
m various attitudes on the same canvas, and styled the 
group of heavenly faces— guardian angels * 

We would say to some great master of the pencil, 
Mr Landseer, or Mr Etty, go thou to the httle trappers 
and do likewise ' 

A small party of mmers’» approached a house of more 
pretension than the generality of the dwellings, and 
announcing its character by a very flagrant sign of the 
Eismg Sun. They entered it as men accustomed, and 
were greeted with smiles and many civil words from the 
lady at the bar, who mquired very cheerfuEy what the 
gentlemen would have They soon found themselves 
seated m the tap, and, though it was not entirely un- 
occupied, m their accustomed places ; for there seemed a 
general understandmg that they enjoyed a prescriptive 
right , 

With hunches of white bread in their black hands, and 
grmning with their sable countenances and ivory teeth, 
they really looked like a gang of negroes at a level 

The cnps of ale circulated, the pipes were hghted, the 
preliminary pnfis achieved. There was at length silence, 
when he who seemed their leader, and who filled a sort ot 
president’s seat, took his pipe from his mouth, and then 
uttering the first complete sentence that had yet been 
expressed aloud, thus delivered himself 
‘ The fact is, we are tommied to death ’ 

‘ You never spoke a truer word, Master Nixon,’ said 
one of his companions, 

‘ It’s gospel, every word of it,’ said another. 

‘ And the point is,’ contmued Master Nixon, ‘ what are 

we for to do ’ ’ . , , , » 

‘ Aye, surely,’ said a coUier. that s the marrow. 
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‘ Aye, aye,’ agreed seveial ; ‘ there it is.’ 

‘ The question is,’ said Nixon,' looking round with a 
magisterial an, ‘whatfl?.5 wages’* I say, ’tain’t sugar, 
’tairi’t tea, ’tain’t bacon I don’t thmk it’s candles, 
but of this I be sure, ’tam’t waistcoats ’ 

Here there was a general groan. 

‘ Comrades,’^ contmued Nixon, ‘ you know what has 
happened ; you know as how Juggins applied for his 
balance after his tommy -book was paid up, and that 
mcarnate nigger Diggs has made him take two waistcoats 
Now the question rises, what is a collier to do with w'aist- 
coats ? Pawn ’em, I s’ pose, to Dfggs’s son-in-law, next door 
to his father’s shop, and sell the ticket for sixpence Now, 
there’s the question, l^eep to the question, the question is 
waistcoats and tommy, first waistcoats, and then tommy ’ 

‘ I have been makmg a pound a week these two months 
past,’ said anothei, ‘ but, as I’m a sinner saved, I have 
never seen the young Queen’s picture yet ’ 

‘ And I have been obliged to pay the doctor for my poor 
wife in tommy,’ said another ‘ “ Doctor,” I said, says I, 
“ I blush to do it, but all I have got is tommy, and what 
shall it be, bacon or cheese ? ” “ Cheese at tenpence a 

pound,” says he, “ which I buy for my servants at six- 
pence ’ Never mind,” says he, for he is a thorough 
Christian, “ I’ll take the tommy as I find it ” ’ 

‘ Juggins has got his rent, to pay, and is afeard of the 
bums,’ said Nixon , ‘ and he has got two waistcoats ’ ’ 

‘ Besides,’ said another, ‘ Diggs’s tommy is only open 
once a week, and if you’re not theie in time, you go over 
for another seven days And it’s such a distance, and 
he keeps a body there such a time — it’s always a day’s 
work for my poor woman , she can’t do nothing after it, 
what with the waitmg, and the standmg, and the cussmg 
of Master Joseph Diggs, — ^for he do swear at the women, 
when they rush m for the first turn, most fearful ’ 

‘ They do say he’s a shockmg httle dog.’ 

‘ Master Joseph is wery wiolent, but there is no one 
like old Diggs for grabbmg a bit of one’s wages He do 
so love it ’ And then he says you never need b^ at no 
loss for nothing ; you can find everything under my roof. 
I should like to know who is to mend our shoes Has 
Gaffer Diggs a cobbler’s stall ? ’ 
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‘ Or sell us a penn’orth of potatoes,’ said another. ‘ Or 
a ha’porth of milk ’ 

‘ No , and so to get^them one^^s obliged to go and sell 
some tommy, and much one gets for it Bacon at nine- 
pence a pound at Diggs’, which you may get at a huckster’s 
for sixpence ; and therefore the huckster can’t be expected 
to give you more than fourpence-halfpepny, by which 
token the tommy m our field just cuts our wages atween 
the navel ’ 

‘ And that’s as true as if you heard it m church. Master 
Waghorn ’ 

‘ This Diggs seems 1;o be an oppressor of the 
people,’ said a voice from a distant comer of the 
room ' , 

Master Nixon looked around, smoked, pufied, and then 
said, ‘ I should thmk he wor'i, as bloody-a-hearted butty ^ 
as ever jmgled ’ 

‘ But what busmess has a butty to keep a shop ? ’ 
inquired the stranger ‘ The law touches him ’ 

‘ I should like to know who would touch the law,’ said 
Nixon; ‘not I for one Them tommy-shops is very 
delicate things ; they won’t stand no handhng, I can tell 
you that ’ 

‘But he cannot force you to take goods,’ said the 
stranger ; ‘ he must pay you m current com of the realm, 
if you demand it ’ ^ 

‘ They only pay us once m five weeks,’ said a collier ; 
‘ and how is a man to live meanwhile ? And suppose we 
were to make shift for a month or five weeks, and have all 
our money commg, and have no tommy out of the shop, 
what would the butty say to me ’ He would say, “ Do 
you want e’er a note this time ” and if I waste say “ No,” 
then he would say, “ You’ve no call to go down to work 
any more here ” And that’s what I call forsation ’ 

‘Aye, aye,’ said another colher, ‘ask for the young 
Queen’s picture, and you would soon have to put your 
shirt on, and go up the shaft ’ ^ 

‘ It’s them long reckonmgs that force us to the tommy- 

1 A Butty in the mining districts is a middleman a Doggy is his 
manager The Butty generally keeps a Tommy or Truck shop, 
and pays the wages of his labourers in goods "When miners and 
colliers strike, they term it ‘ going to play ’ 
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shops,’ said another collier ; ‘ and if a butty turns you 
away because you won’t take no tommy, you’re a marked 
man m every held aboft ’ 

^ There’s wuss things as tommy,’ said a coiher who had 
hitherto been silent, ‘ and that’s these here butties 
What’s going on m the pit is known only to God Almighty 
and the colliers. I have been a consistent Methodist for 
many years, strived to do well, and all the harm I have 
ever done to the butties was to tell them that their deeds 
would not stand on the day of judgement ’ 

‘ They are deeds of darkness surely ; for many’s the 
morn we work for nothmg, by one excuse or another, 
and many’s the good stmt that they undenneasure And 
many’s the cup of their ale that^ you must drmk before 
they will give you any work If the Queen would do 
somethmg for us poor men, it would be a blessed job ’ 

‘ There ain’t no black tyrant on this earth like a butty, 
surely,’ said a collier , ‘ and there’s no redress for poor 
men ’ 

‘ But why do not you state your grievances to the 
landlords and lessees ’ said the stranger 

‘ I take it you be a stranger m these parts, sir,’ said 
Master Nixon, foUowmg up this remark by a most 
enormous puff. He was the oracle of his circle, and there 
was silence whenever he was inclmed to address them, 
whiclTwas not too often, thopgh when he spoke, his words, 
as his followers often observed, were a regular ten-yard 
coal 

‘ I take it you be a stranger in these parts, sir, or else 
you would know that it’s as easy for a miner to speak to 
a mam-master, as it is for me to pick coal with this here 
clay Sir, there’s a gulf atween ’em I went mto the 
pit when T was five year old, and I count forty year in 
the service com© Martmmas, and a very good age, sir, 
for a man that does his work, and I knows what I’m 
speakmg about. In forty year, sir, a man sees a pretty 
deal, ’specially 'v^en he don’t move out of the same spot 
and keeps his ’tention I’ve been at play, sir, several 
times in forty year, and have seen as great stick^^outs as 
ever happened in this country I’ve seen the people at 
play for weeks together, and so clammed that I never 
tasted nothmg but a potato and a little salt for more 
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than a fortnight Tallj of tommy, that was hard fare, 
but we were hoidmg out for our lights, and that’s sauce 
for any gander. And I’ll tell you>what, sir, that I never 
knew the people play yet, but if a word had passed 
atween them and the mam-masters aforehand, it might 
not have been settled ; but you can’t get at them any 
way Atween the poor man and the gentleman there 
never was no connexion, and that’s the wital m;^chief of 
this country * 

‘ It’s a very true word, Master Nixon, and by this token 
that when we went to plg^y in ’28, and the masters said 
they would meet us , what did they do but walk about 
the ground and speak to the butties The butties has 
their ear ’ ' ** 

‘ We never want no soldiers here if the masters would 
speak with the men , but tHe sight of a pitman is pison 
to a gentleman, and if we go up to speak with ’em, they 
always run away ’ 

‘ It’s the butties,’ said Nixon ; ‘ they’re wusser nor 
tommy ’ 

‘ The people will never have their rights,’ said the 
stranger, ‘ until they learn their power Suppose, 
mstead of sticking out and playmg, fifty of your famihes 
were to live under one roof You would hve better than 
you live now , you would feed more fully, and be lodged 
and clothed more comfortably, and you might save half 
the amount of your wages , you would become capitalists ; 
you might yourselves hire your mmes and pits from the 
owners, and pay them a better rent than they now 
obtam, and yet youi selves gam more and work less ’ 

‘ Sir,’ said IMr Nixon, taking his pipe from his mouth, 
and sendmg forth a volume of smoke, ‘ you speak like a 
book ’ 

‘ It IS the pimciple of association,’ said the stranger , 

‘ the want of the age ’ 

‘ Sir,’ said Mr Nixon, ‘ this here age wants a great deal, 
but what it prmcipally wants is to hav« its vages paid 
m the current com of the realm ’ 

Soon*afber this there were symptoms of empty mugs 
and exhausted pipes, and the party began to stir The 
stranger addressmg Nixon, mqmred of him what was their 
present distance from Wodgate 
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‘ Wodgate * ’ exclaimed Mr Nixon, -with an unconscious 
air 

' The gentleman m^ians Hell-house Yard,’ said one of 
his companions 

‘ Tm at home,’ said Mr Nixon, ‘ but ’tis the first tune 
I ever heard Hell-house Yard called Wodgate ’ 

‘ It’s called so m joggraphy,’ said Juggms 
‘ Butryou bam’t going to Hell- house Yaid this tune of 
night > ’ said IMr Nixon. ‘ I’d as soon think of going 
down the pit with the windlass turned by lushy Bob ’ 

‘ ’Tam’t a 3 ourney for Christians,’ said Juggins 
‘They’re a very queer lot even m sunshine,’ said 
another 

‘ And how far is ifr ? ’ asked the stranger 
‘I walked there once m three hours,’ said a collier, 
‘ but that was to the wake If you want to see dmls 
carnal, there’s your time of day They’re no less than 
heathens, I bo sure I’d be soiry to see even our butty 
among them, for he is a sort of a Christian when he has 
taken a glass of aleJ 


CHAPTER 11 

T;tKO days after the visit of Egremont to the cottage of 
Walter Gerard, the visit of the Marney family to Mowbray 
terminated, and they returned to the Abbey 

There is something mournful in the breakmg up of an 
agieeable party, and few are the roofs m which one has 
sojourned, which are quitted without some feelmg of 
depression The sudden cessation of all those sources of 
excitement which peivade a gay and well-arranged 
mansion in the country unstrmgs the nervous system. 
For a week or so, we have done nothing which was not 
agreeable, and heard nothmg which was not pleasant. 
Our seli-love has been respected , there has been a total 
cessation of petty cares , all the enjoyment of an estab- 
lishment without any of its solicitude We have beheld 
civilization only m its favoured aspect, and tasted only 
the sunny side of the fruit. Sometimes there are associa- 
tions with our visit of a still sweeter and softer character, 
but on these we need not dwell glances that cannot be 
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forgotten, and tones th^-t linger in the ear ; sentiment 
that subdues the soul, ^ and flirtation that agitates the 
fancy. No matter, whatever may^be the cause, one too 
often drives away from a country-house rather hipped. 
The specific would be immediately to drive to another, 
and it IS a favourite remedy. But sometimes it is not 
m our power ; sometimes, for mstance, we^ must return 
to our household gods m the shape of a nursery , and 
though this was not the form assumed by the penates of 
Lord Marney, his presence, fche presence of an individual 
so important and so indefatigable, was still required 
His lordship had passed his tune at Mowbray to his 
•satisfaction He had had his own way m everything 
His selfishness had not received a siiigle shock He had 
laid down the law and it had not been questioned He 
had dogmatized and impugnied, and his assertions had 
passed current, and his doctrmes had been accepted as 
orthodox. Lord de Mowbray suited him , he liked the 
consideration of so great a personage. Lord Mamey also 
really liked pomp, a curious table, and a luxurious hfe ; 
but he liked them under any roof rather than his own. 
Not that he was what is commonly called a Screw , that 
is to say, he was not a mere screw ; but he was acute and 
mahcious ; saw everybody’s worth and position at a 
glance , could not bear to expend his choice wmefitsmd 
costly viands on hangers-on ^nd toad-eaters, though at 
the same tune no man encouraged and required hangers-on 
and toad-eaters more Lord Mamey had all the petty 
social vices, and none of those petty social weaknesses 
’which soften their harshness or them hideousness To 
receive a prmce of the blood, or a great peer, he would 
spare nothmg Had he to fulfil any of the pubhc duties 
of his station, his performance would baffle criticism 
But he enjoyed makmg the vicar of Mamey or Captam 
Grouse drmk some claret that was on the wane, or praise 
a bottle of Burgundy that he knew was pricked. 

Little thmgs affect little mmds Lord> Mamey rose m 
no very good humour ; he was kept at the station, which 
aggravated his spleen. During his journey on the rail- 
road he spoke little, and though he more than once 
laboured to get up a controversy he was unable, for Lady 
Mamey, who rather dreaded her dull home, and was not 
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yet in a tone of mind tliat coijid hail the presence of 
the little Pomsett as full compensation for the brilhant 
circle of Mowbray, replied m amiable monosyllables, and 
Egremont himself m austere ones, for he was musing over 
Sybil Gerard and a thousand things as wild and sweet. 
Everything went wrong this day. Even Captain 
Grouse was i^ot at the Abbey to welcome them back 
He wasr playmg m a cricket match, Marney agamst 
Marham Nothmg else would have induced him to be 
absent So it happened that the three fellow-travellers 
had to dine together, utterly ^yeary of themselves and of 
each other Captain Giouse was never more wanted; 
he would have amused Lord Mdiney, relieved his wife 
and brother, reported all that liad been said and done 
m their neighbourhood during their absence, introduced 
a new tone, and effected £ happy diversion Leaving 
Mowbray, detained at the station, Grouse aw'^ay, some 
disagreealile letters, or letters wdiich an ill-humoured man 
chooses to esteem disagreeable, seemed to announce a 
climax Lord Marney ordered the clmncr to be served 
m the small dining-room, which was contiguous to a 
saloon in which Lady Marney, when they were alone, 
generally passed the evening 
The dinner was silent and sombre , ha^ipily it was also 
sliorW Lord Marney tasted several dishes, ate of none ; 
found fault with his own daiet, though the butler had 
given him a choice bottle , praised Loid hlowbray’s, 
wondeied where he got it, ‘ all the winco at Mowbiay were 
good ; ’ then for ilie twentieth t ime wondered what could 
have induced Grouse to fix the cricket match the day he 
returned home, though he chose to foiget that he had 
never communicated to Grouse even the probable day on 
which he might be expected 
As for Egremont, it must be admitted that he was 
scarcely in a more contented mood than Ins brother, 
though he had not such insufficient cause foi his dark 
humours In q^uttmg Mowbray, he had quitted some- 
thing else than merely an agreeable circle • enough had 
happened in that visit to stir up the deep recesstss of his 
heart, and to prompt him to investigate in an unusual 
spirit the cause and attributes of ins position. He had 
found a letter on his return to the Abbey, not calculated 
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to dispel these somewhat morbid feelmgs ; a letter from 
his agent, urgmg the s^ettlement of his election accounts, 
the primary cause of his visit to iiis brother 

Lady Marney left the dmmg-room , the biotheis were 
alone Lord Marney filled a bumper, which he drank 
ofi rapidly, pushed the bottle to his brother, and then 
said agam, ‘ What a cursed bore it is that^ Grouse is not 
here ’ ’ 

‘ Well, I cannot say, George, that I particularly miss 
the pxesence of Captam Grouse,’ said his brother 

Lord Marney looked a4 Egremont pugnaciously, and 
then observed, ‘ Grouse is a capital fellow , one is never 
dull when Grouse is here ’ 

‘ Well, for my pari,’ said Egreinont, ‘ I do not much 
admire that amusement whiqh is dependent on the efforts 
of hangeis-on ’ 

‘ Giouse is no more a hanger-on than any one else,’ said 
Lord Marney, rather fiercely. 

‘ Perhaps not,’ said Egiement quietly ; ‘ I am no ^udge 
of such sort of people ’ 

‘ I should like to know what you are a judge of ; 
certainly not of makuig yourself agreeable to young 
ladies Arabella cannot be particularly charmed with 
the result of your visit to Mowbray, as far as Lady Joan 
IS concerned, Arabella’s most intimate friend, by by 
If for no other reason, you dught to have paid her more 
attention ’ 

‘ I cannot pay attention miless 1 am attracted,’ said 
Egremont , ‘ I have not the ever-ieady talent of yom’ 
friend, Captain Grouse ’ 

‘ I do not know what you mean by my friend Captain 
Grouse Captain Grouse is no moie my friend than your 
friend One must have people about the house to do a 
thousand thmgs which one cannot do one’s self, and 
which one cannot trust to servants, and Grouse does all 
this capitally ’ 

‘ Exactly , he is just what I said, a Capital hanger-on 
if you like, but still a hanger-on ’ 

‘ Well, and what then ^ Suppose he is a hanger-on ; 

ay I not have hangers-on as well as any othei man ^ ’ 

‘ Of couise you may; but I am not bound to regiet 
their absence ’ 
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‘ Who said you were ’ But I will regret their absence, 
if I choose And I re^ct the absence of Grouse, regret 
it very much ; and if^e did happen to be inextricably 
engaged in this unfortunate match, I say, and you may 
contradict me, if you please, that he ought to have taken 
care that Siimsy dined here, to tell me all that had 
happened ’ 

‘ J amwery glad he omitted to do so,’ said Egremont ; 
‘ I prefer Grouse to Shmsy ’ 

* I dare say you do,’ said Lord Marney, fillmg his glass 
and lookmg very black, ‘you would like, I have no 
doubt, to see a fine gentleman-samt, like your friend Mr, 
ISt. Lys, at Mamey, preaching in cottages, filhng the 
people with discontent, iecturmg me about low wages, 
solicitmg plots of ground for new churches, and mveighng 
Arabella into subscriptions to painted windows ’ 

‘ I certainly should like to see a man like Aubrey St Lys 
at Marney,’ said Egremont quietly, but rather doggedly 
‘ And if he were here, I would soon see who should be 
mastei,’ said Lord Mamey , ‘ I would not succumb like 
Mowbiay. One might as well have a Jesuit m the house 
at once ’ 

‘ I dare say St. Lys would care very little about entermg 
your house,’ said Egremont. ‘ I know it was with great 
relucteice that he ever cam© to Mowbray Castle ’ 

‘ I dare say , very great reluctance indeed And very 
reluctant he was, I make no doubt, to sit next to Lady 
Maud I wonder he does not fly higher, and preach to 
Lady Joan , but she is too sensible a woman for such 
fanatical tricks ’ 

‘ St. Lys thinks it his duty to enter all societies. That 
is the reason why he goes to Mowbray Castle, as well as 
to the squalid courts and cellars of the town He takes 
care that those who are clad m purple and fine hnen shall 
know the state of their neighbours They cannot at 
least plead ignorance for the non-fulfilment of their duty. 
Before St Lys’s time, the family at Mowbray Castle might 
as well have not existed, as far as benefitmg their miser- 
able vicmage It would be well perhaps for other dis- 
tricts not less wretched, and for other famihes as high and 
favoured as the Mowbrays, if there were a Mr. St. Lys on 
the spot mstead of a Mr. Slimsy/ 
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‘ I suppose that is meant for a cut,’ said Lord Mamey ; 

* but I wish the people |vere as well off lu every part of 
the country as they are on my estate* They get here their 
eight shillmgs a week, always at least seven, and every 
hand is at this moment m employ, except a parcel of 
scoundrels who prefer wood-stealmg and poachmg, and 
who would prefer wood-stealmg and poaching if you gave 
them double the wages The rate of wages is ntthmg 
certainty is the thmg ; and every man at Mamey may be 
sure of his seven shillings a week for at least nme months 
m the year ; and for the oi^er three, they can go to the 
House, and a very proper place for them , it is heated 
with hot air, and has every comfort. Even Mamey Abbey 
is not heated with hot air I have 6ften thought of it , 
it makes me mad sometimes to thmk of those lazy, pam- 
pered menials passmg their lives with their backs to a 
great roarmg fire , but I am afraid of the flues ’ 

‘ I wonder, talkmg of fires, that you are not more afraid 
of burnmg ricks,’ said Egremont, 

* It’s an mfemal he,’ said Lord Mamey, very violently. 

‘ "V^at is ’ ’ said Egremont 

‘ That there is any mcendiarism in this neighbourhood ’ 

‘ Why, there was a fire the day after I came ’ 

‘ That had nothing to do with wages , it was an acci- 
dent I exammed mto it myself ; so did Grouse, sep*»did 
Slunsy , I sent them about everywhere I told them I 
was sure the fire was purely accidental, and to go and see 
about it , and they came back, and agreed that it was 
purely accidental ’ 

- ‘ I dare say they did,’ said Egremont , ‘ but no one has 
discovered the accident ’ 

‘ Eor my part, I beheve it was spontaneous combustion,* 
id Lord Marney ^ 

* That IS a satisfactory solution,’ said Egremont ; but 

for my part, the fire bemg a fact, and it bemg pamfuUy 
notorious that the people of Mamey ’ 

‘ Well, sir, the people of Mamey ’—said his lordship, 

fiercely , , . 

‘ Are '^^thout question the most miserable population 

in the county ^ x j 

‘ Bid Mr St. Lys tell you that ? interrupted Lord 

Mamey, white with rage. 
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' No, not ]\fr St Lys, but one better acquainted with 
the neighbourhood ’ 

* ‘ 111 know your inxormant’s name,’ said Lord Marney' 
with energy 

‘ My informant was a woman/ said Egremont 

‘ Lady Maud, I suppose , second-hand from Mr St Lys ’ 

* My mformant was a woman, and one of the people/ 
said Egremont 

‘ Some poacher’s drab ^ I don’t care what women say, 
high or low, they always exaggerate ’ 

‘ The misery of a family wAio live upon seven or even 
eight shillings a week can scaiccly be exaggerated ’ 

‘ What should you know about it ’ Did you ever live 
on seven or eight sliiilings a-wcek ^ What can you know 
about the people, who pass your time at London clubs or 
m fine country houses 1 suppose you want the people 
to live as they do at a house dinner at Boodle’s I say 
that a family can live well on seven shillings a v/eek, and 
on eight shillings very well indeed The poor are very 
well off, at least the agricultural poor, very well off indeed. 
Their incomes are certain, that is a great point, and they 
have no cares, no anxieties ; they alvays have a resource, 
they always have the House People without cares do 
not require as much food as those vdiose hie entails 
anxieties. See how long tliey hvo ’ Compare the late of 
mortality among them wfih that of the manufacturing 
districts Incendiarism indeed ’ If theie had been a 
propel iiirai police, such a thing as incendiarism would 
novel have been heaid of ’ ’ 

Theie was a pause Lord Marney dashed off another 
bumper , Egremont sipped his wine At length he said, 
‘ This argument made me forget the pimcipal reason, 
George, why I am glad that w^e are alone together to-day. 
I am sorry to bore you, but I am bored myself deucedly 
I find a loiter from my agent These election accounts 
must be settled ’ 

‘ Wliy, I thought they were settled ’ 

‘ How do you mean ’ 

‘I thought my mother had given you a cliousaud 
pounds.’ 

‘ No doubt ol that, but that was long ago disposed of.’ 

* In my opinion quite enough for a seat in these tmies. 
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Instead of paymg to get into Parliament, a man ought 
to be paid for entermg ij ’ 

‘There may be a good deal m*what you say,’ said 
Egremont ; ‘ but it is too late to take that view of the 
business The expense has been incurred and must be 
met ’ 

‘ I don’t see that,’ said Lord Mamey , ‘ f'e have paid 
one thousand pounds and there is a balance mssettled 
When was there ever a contest without a balance bemg 
unsettled ’ I lemember hearing my father often say 
that when he stood for this,county, our grandfather paid 
more than a hundred thousand pounds, and yet I Imow 
to this day there are accounts unsettled Regularly every 
year I receive anonymous letters threatening me with 
fearful punishment if I don’t pay one hundred and fifty 
pomids for a breakfast at the dolly Tmkers ’ 

‘ You jest the matter indeed requires a serious vem. 

I wish these accounts to be settled at once ’ 

‘And I should like to know where the funds are to 
come from ’ I have none The quantity of barns I am 
buildmg now is somethmg tremendous ’ Then this rage 
for draming ; it would dry up any purse What thmk 
you of two million tiles this year ’ And lents, — to keep 
up which we are making these awful sacrifices — ^they are 
merely nominal, or soon will be They never w-itt be 
satisfied till they have touched the land Thai is clear 
to me I am prepared for a reduction of five-and-twenty 
per cent , if the com -laws are touched it can’t be less 
than that My mother ought to take it into consideration 
and reduce her jomture accordingly But I dare say she 
will not , people are so selfish , particularly as she has 
given you this thousand pounds, which m fact after all 
comes out of my pocket ’ 

‘ All this you have said to me before What does it 
mean I fought this battle at the mstigation of the 
family, from no feelmg of my own. You aie the head of 
the famity, and you were consulted on tlse step Unless 
I had concluded that it was with your sanction, I ceitamly 
should not have made my appearance on the hustmgs ’ 

‘ I am very glad you did, though,’ said Lord Mamey ; 
• Parliament is a great pomt for our class , m these days 
especially, more even than in the old tune I was truly 
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rejoiced at your success, and it mortified the Whigs about 
us most confoundedly Some people thought there was 
only one family in thfe world to nave their Richmond or 
their Malton Gettmg you in for the old borough was 
really a coup ’ 

‘ Well, now to retain our interest,’ said Egremont, 
* quick paymtjnt of our expenses is the most efficient way, 
believe mie ’ 

‘ You have got six years, perhaps seven,’ said Lord 
Mamey, ‘ and long before tliat I hope to J^d you the 
husband of Lady Joan Fitz-Warene ’ 

‘ I do not wish to connect the two contingencies,’ said 
Egremont, firmly 

‘ They are m separable,’ said Lord Mamey. 

‘ What do you mean ^ ^ 

‘ I mean that I thnik thm pedantic acquittance of an 
elect loneermg account is m the highest degree ridiculous, 
and that I cannot mteifere in it The legal expenses are, 
you say, paid , and if they were not, I should feel myself 
bound, as the head of the family, to defray them, but I 
can go no further I cannot bung myself to sanction 
an expenditure for certamly very unnecessary, perhaps, 
and I much fear it, for illegal and very unmoral pur- 
poses ’ 

‘ Shat really is your determination ? ’ 

‘ After the most mature ^reflection, prompted by a sm- 
cere solicitude for your benefit ’ 

‘ Weil, George, I have often suspected it, but now I feel 
quite persuaded, that you are really the greatest humbug 
that ever existed ’ 

‘ Abuse IS not argument, Mr Egremont ’ 

‘ You are beneath abuse, as you are beneath every 
sentiment but one, which I most entirely feel,’ and 
Egremont rose from the table 

‘ You may thank your own obstinacy and conceit,’ said 
Lord Marney ‘ I took you to Mowbray Castle, and the 
cards were m y*!)ur own hands if you chose to play them.* 

' You have interfered with me once befoie on such a 
subject, Lord Marney,’ said Egremont, with a'kmdhng 
eye, and a cheek pallid with rage. 

‘ You had better not say that agam,’ said Lord Mamey 
in a tone of menace. 
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THE QUARREL 

' Why not ? ’ asked Egremont, fiercely. * Who ana 
what are you to dare to 'address me thus ? ’ 

‘ I am your elder brother, sir, wh#se relationship to you 
is your only claim to the consideration of society ‘ 

‘ A curse on the society that has fashioned such claims,’ 
said Egremont m a heightened tone — ‘ claims founded m 
selfishness, cruelty, and fraud, and leadmg t^ demoraliza- 
tion, misery, and crime ’ ^ 

‘ Claims which I will make you respect, at least m 
this house, sir,’ said Lord Mamey, sprmgmg from his 
chair 

‘ Touch me at your peril*’ ’ exclaimed Egremont, ‘ and 
I will forget you are my mother’s son, and cleave you to 
the ground. You have been the bbght of my life , you 
stole from me my bride, and now you would rob me of my 
honour ’ 

‘ Liar and vdlam ’ ’ exclaimed Lord Mamey, dartmg 
forward , but at this moment his wife rushed into the 
apartment, and clung to him ‘ Eor Heaven’s sake,’ she 
exclaimed, ‘ what is all this ? George, Charles, dearest 
George ’ ’ 

‘ Let me go, Arabella.’ 

‘ Let him come on ’ 

But Lady Mamey gave a piercmg shriek, and held out 
her arms to keep the brothers apart. A sound was J^ard 
at the other door ; there wasi nothmg m the world that 
Lord Mamey dreaded so much as that his servants should 
witness a domestic scene He sprang forward to the door 
to prevent any one entermg , partially openmg it, he said 
JLady Mamey was unwell, and desired her maid , retum- 
mg, he found Arabella msensible on the ground, and 
Egremont vanished ! 


CHAPTER III 

It was a wet morning , there had been ajieavy ram smce 
dawn, which, impelled by a gusty south-wester, came 
driving on a crowd of women and girls who were assembled 
before the door of a still unclosed shop Some protected 
themselves with umbrellas , some sought shelter beneath 
a row of old elms that grew alongside the canal that 
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fionted the house Notwithstanding the weather, the 
clack of tongues was incessant 

^ ‘ I thought I saw i<he wicket Of the yaid gates open,’ 
said a woman 

‘ So did I,’ said her neighbour , ‘ but it was shut again 
immediately ’ 

‘ It was only Master Jose]ph,’ said a third ‘ He likes 
to see T^s gettmg wet through ’ 

‘ If they would only let us into the yard, and get under 
one of the workshop sheds, as they do at Simmon’s,’ said 
anothei 

‘ You may well say Simmofi’s, Mrs Page , I only wish 
my mex-ster served m his field ’ 

‘ I have been here since half -past four, Mrs Grigsby, 
with tins chilt at my breast all the time It’s three miles 
for mo here, and the same back, and unless I get the first 
turn, how are my poor boys to find their dinner leady 
when they come out of the pit ? ’ 

‘ A very true word, hlis Page ; and by this token, that 
last Thursday, I was here by half-past eleven, certainly 
afore noon, havmg only called at my mother -m -law’s m 
the way, and it was eight o’clock before I got home Ah ! 
it’s cruel woik, is the tommy-shop ’ 

‘ How d’ye do, neighboui Fiance ’ ’ said a comely dame 
with a large white basket ‘ And how’s your good man ? 
They w^as saying at Belfy’,^ he had changed his service 
I hear there’s a new butty m Mr. Parker’s field , but the 
old doggy kept on , so I always thought, he was always 
a favourite, and they do say measured the stmts very 
fair And what do you hear bacon is m town ? They 
do tell me only sixpence, and leal home-cured I wonder 
Diggs has the face to be selling still at nniepence, and 
so very green ! I thmk I see Dame Toddies , how 
wondeiful she do wear ’ Wliat are you doing here, 
little dear ^ very yomig to fetch tommy , keepmg place 
for mother, eh ’ that’s a good giid , she’d do well to be 
here soon, for I thmk the strie’s on eight Diggs is 
stickmg it on yellow soap very terrible What do you 
thmk — Ah ' the doors are gomg to open. Nor-a false 
alarm ’ 

‘ How fare you, neighbour ? ’ said a pale young woman, 
carrying an mfant, to the comely dame ‘ Here’s an 
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awful crowd, surely The women wiU be fighting and 
tearing to get m, I guess.’ I be much afeard ’ 

‘Well, “first come, fijkSt served,” ah the world over,’ 
said the comely dame ‘ And you must put a good heart 
on the busmess, and tie your bonnet I dare guess there 
are not much less than two hundred here It’s grand 
tommy -day you know. And for my part I don’t caie so 
much for a good squeedge , one sees so many faces one 
knows ’ 

^The cheese here at sixpence is pretty tidy,’ said a 
crone to her companion , ‘ but you may get as good m 
town for fourpence ’ > 

‘What I complam is the weights,’ replied her com- 
panion ‘ I weighed my pound of ^butter bought last 
tommy -day, and it was two penny pieces too hght. In- 
deed ' I have been, m my time, to all the shops about 
here, for the lads or their father, but never knew tommy 
so bad as this I have two children at home ill from their 
flour , I have been very poorly myself ; one is used to a 
little white clay but when they lay it on thick, it’s very 
grave ’ 

‘ Are your girls m the pit ’ ’ 

‘ No , we strive to keep them out, and my man has 
gone scores of days on bread and water for that purpose , 
and if we were not forced to take so much tommy,_one 
might manage — but tommy will heat anylhmg , itelth 
first, and honesty afterwards, lhat’s my say ’ 

‘“Well, for my part,’ said the crone, ‘meat’s my 
grievance . all the best bits go to the butties, and 
the pieces with bone m are chopped off for the colliers’ 
wives ’ 

‘ Dame, when will the door open ’ ’ asked a very little 
pale-faced boy ‘ I have been here all this morn, and 
never bioke my fast ’ 

‘ And what do you want, chilt ’ ’ 

‘ I want a loaf for mother , but I don’t feel I shall ever 
get home again, I’m all m a way so dizzy,’ 

‘ Liza Gray,’ said a woman with black l?eady eyes, and 
a red nose, speaking in a sharp voice, and rushing up to 
a pretty kattemly woman in a straw bonnet, ivith a dirty 
fine ribbon, and a babe at her breast ; ‘ you know the 
pel son I’m lookmg for.’ 
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‘ Well, Mrs Mullins, and how do you do ’ ’ she replied, 
m a sweet sawney tone. 

‘ How do you do, ^ndeed 1 How are people to do m 
these bad times ’ ’ 

‘ They is indeed hard, Mis Mullins If you could see 
my tommy-book ’ How I wish I knew figures * Made 
up as of las(i Thursday night by that little divil, Master 
Joe Diggs. He has stuck it in here, and stuck it m there, 
till it makes one all of amaze I’m sure I never had the 
thmgs , and my man is out of all patience, and says I 
can no more keep house than a natural bom ’ 

‘ My man is awantmg tcf see your man,’ said IMcs. 
Mullins, with a flashing eye : ‘and you know what about ’ 
‘ And very naturcvl, too,’ said Liza Gray , ‘ but how are 
we to pay the money we owe him, vuth such a tommy- 
book as this, good neighbour MuUms ^ ’ 

‘ We’re as poor as our neighbours, Mrs Gray ; and if 
we are not paid, we must boriow. It’s a scarlet shame to 
go to the spout because money lent to a iriorid is not to 
be found You had it m your need, Liza Giay, and we 
want it in our need , and have it I will, Liza Gray ’ 

‘ Hush, hush ’ ’ said Liza Gray , ‘ don’t wake the httle 
’un, for she is veiy fretful ’ 

‘ I will have the five shiUmgs, or I will have as good,’ 
said hirs Mullins 

“Hush, hush, neighbour^, now, I’ll tell you — ^you shall 
have it ; but yet a little tune This is gieat tommy -day, 
and settles our reckonmg for five weeks , but my man 
may have a draw after to-morrow, and he shall draw five 
shillings, and give you half.’ 

‘ And the other half ’ ’ said Mrs MuUms 
‘ Ah ’ the other half,’ said Liza Gray, with a sigh, 
‘ Well, then — ^we shall have a death in our family soon — 
this poor babe can’t struggle on much longer , it belongs 
to two burial clubs — ^that will be three pounds from each, 
and after the drink and the funeral, there will be enough 
to pay all our debts and put us all square ’ 

The doors 6f Mr Diggs’ tommy-shop opened The 
rush was like the advance into the pit of a theatre when 
the drama existed , pushmg, squeezing, fighting tearmg, 
shnekmg On a high seat, guarded by rails from all 
contact, sat Mr. Diggs, senior, with a bland smile on his 
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sanctified countenance, a pen behind his ear, and recom- 
mending his constrained customers m honeyed tones to 
be patient and orderiy Behind the substantial counter, 
which was an impregnable fortification, was his popular 
son, Master Joseph, a short, ill-favoured cur, with a 
spirit of vulgar oppression and malicious mischief stamped 
on his visage His black, greasy lank hw, his pug nose, 
his coarse red face, and his projectmg tusks, contrasted 
with the mild and lengthened countenance or his father, 
who looked very much like a wolf m sheep’s clothmg 

For the first five minutes Master Joseph Higgs did 
nothmg but blasphemS and swear at his customeis, 
occasionally leanmg over the counter and cuffing the 
women m the van or luggmg sorcie girl by the hair 

‘ I was first, Master Joseph,’ said a woman, eageily. 

‘ No , I was,’ said another 

‘ I was here,’ said the first, ‘ as the clock struck four, 
and seated myseK on the steps, because I must be home 
early , my husband is hurt m the knee ’ 

* If you were first, you shaU be helped last,’ said Master 
Joseph, ‘ to reward you for your pams , ’ and he began 
takmg the orders of the other woman 

* Oh * Lord have mercy on me ' ’ said the disappointed 
woman ; ‘ and I got up m the middle of the night for this ’ ’ 

‘ More fool you ’ And what you came for I sure I 
don’t know,’ said Master Joseph , ‘ for you hav^ pretty 
long figure agamst you, I can tell you that.’ 

‘ I declare most solemnly ’ said the -woman. 

‘ Don’t make a brawlmg here,’ said Master Joseph, ‘ or 
m jump over this here counter and knock you down, like 
nothmg What did you say, woman ? are you deaf ? 
what did you say ? how much best tea do you want ’ ’ 

‘ I don’t want any, sir.’ 

‘ You never want best tea ; you must take three ounces 
of best tea, or you shan’t have nothmg If you say 
another word. I’ll put you do-wn four You tall gal, 
what’s your name, you keep back there, or I’ll fetch you 
such a cut as ’ll keep you at home next reckonmg. 
Cuss, you, you old fool, do you thmk I am to be kept 
aU day while you are mumblmg here ’ Wlio’s pushing 
on there ’ I see you, Mis Page Won’t there be a black 
mark agamst you ! Oh » it’s J^Irs Prance, is it ? Father, 
291^ 
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put do\\ii Mis Prance for a peck of flour I’ll have order 
here You thmk the last bacon a little loo fat • oh ’ 
you do, ma’am, do you ? I’ll take dare you shan’t com- 
plam in futur , I likes to please my customers There’s 
a very nice flitch hanging up m the engme-room , the 
men wanted some rust for the machmery , you shall have 
a slice of that , ^ ,and we’ll say tenpence a pound, high- 
dried, and wery lean — ^wiU that satisfy you ’ 

‘ Order there, order , you cussed women, order, or I’ll he 
among you And if I just do 3ump over this hero counter, 
won’t I let fly right and left ’ Speak out, you idiot ' do 
you thmk I can hear your muttermg in this babel ? Cuss 
them , I’ll keep them quiet,’ and so ho took up a yard 
measure, and, leaning over thecoiintei, hit right and left 
‘ Oh ’ you little monster ’ ’ exclaimed a woman, ‘ you 
have put out my babhy’s eye ’ ^ 

There was a murmur , almost a groan* ‘ Whose baby’s 
hurt ? ’ asked Master Joseph ui a softened tone 

‘ Mme, sir,’ said an indignant voice ; ‘ Maiy Church * 

‘ Oh ’ Mary Church, is it ’ ’ said the malicious imp, 
‘then I’ll put Mary Church down for half a pound of 
best arrowroot , that’s the finest thing in the world for 
babbies, and will cure you of brmgmg your cussed monkeys 
here, as if you all thought our shop was a hinfant school 
‘ your book, Susan Travers ? Left at home ’ 

Then you may go and fetch it No books, no tommy 
You are Jones’s wife, are you ? Ticket for three and six- 
pence out of eighteen shilhngs wages Is this the only 
ticket you have brought ’ There’s your money , and you 
may tell your husband he need not take his coat off agam 
to go down our shaft He must thmk us cussed fools ! 
Tell him I hope he has got plenty of money to travel into 
Wales, for he won’t have no work in England agam, or my 
name am’t Higgs. Who’s pushing there ^ I’ll be among 
you , I’ll close the shop If I do get hold of some of you 
cussed women, you shan’t forget it. If anybody will tell 
e who IS pushmg ph&re, they shall have their bacon for 
sevenpence Will nobody have bacon for sevenpence ’ 
Leagued together, eh * Then everybody shall have their 
bacon for tenpence Two can play at that Push again, 
and ITl be among you,’ said the infuriated little tyrant. 
But the waving of the multitude, impatient, and annoyed 
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by the weather, was not to be stilled ; the movement 
could not be regulated ; the shop was in commotion ; 
and Master Joseph Biggs, losmg all patience, jumped on 
the counter, and amid the shrieks of the women sprang 
into the crowd Two women famted ; others cried for 
their bonnets , others bemoaned their apions , nothing, 
however, deterred Diggs, who kicked and puffed and cursed 
m every quarter, and gave none At last tj^ere was a 
general scream of horror, and a cry of ‘ a boy mUed ’ 

The senior Diggs, who from his emi n ence had hitherto 
viewed the scene with unruffled complacency ; who, m 
fact, derived from these Yot unusual exhibitions the same 
agreeable excitement which a Roman emperor might 
have received from the combats ©f the circus , began to 
thmk that afiairs were growmg serious, and rose to counsel 
order and enforce amiabte dispositions Even [Master 
Joseph was quelled by that mild voice, which would have 
become Augustus It appeared to be quite true that a 
boy was dead It was the little boy who, sent to get a 
loaf for his mother, had complamed before the shop was 
opened of his fainting energies. He had fallen m the fray, 
and it was thought, to use the phrase of the comely dame 
who tried to rescue him, ‘ that he was quite smotheied ’ 

They carried him out of the shop , the perspiration 
poured off him ; he had no pulse. He had n^L friends 
there ‘ I’ll stand by the, body,’ said the comely dame, 

® though I lose my turn ’ 

At this moment, Stephen Morley, for the reader has 
doubtless discovered that the stranger who held colloquy 
with the coUiers was the friend of Walter Gerard, arrived 
at the tommy-shop, which was about half-way between 
the house where he had passed the night and Wodgate. 
He stopped, mquned, and bemg a man of science and 
some skill, decided, after exammmg the poor boy, that 
hfe was not extmct Takmg the elder Diggs aside, he 
said, ‘ I am the editor of the Mowbray Phalanx , I wiU 
not speak to you before these people , but I teU you fairly 
you and your son have been represented to me as oppressors 
of the people WiU it be my lot to report this death and 
comment on it ’ I trust not There is yet time and hope ’ 
‘ What IS to be done, sir ’ ’ mquned the alarmed Mr 
Diggs , ‘ a feUow-creature m this condition 
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‘ Don*t talk, but act/ said Morley ‘ There is no tune 
to be lost. The boy must be taken upstairs and put to 
bed , a warm bed, m one of your best rooms, with every 
comfort I am pressed for busmess, but I will wait and 
watch over him till the crisis is passed Come, let you 
and I take him m our arms, and carry him upstairs 
through your p'^ivate door Every mmute is precious/ 
And so saymg, Morley and the elder Diggs entered the 
house. 


CHAPTER IV 

WoDGATB, or Wogate, as it was called on the map, 
"was a district that m old days had been consecrated to 
Woden, and which appeared destined through successive 
ages to retam its heathen character At the begmnmg of 
the Revolutionary War, Wodgate was a sort of squattmg 
district of the great mmmg region to which it was con- 
tiguous, a place where adventurers m the mdustry which 
was rapidly developmg, settled themselves ; for though 
the great vems oi coal and ironstone cropped up, as they 
phrase it, before they reached this bare and barren land, 
and it was thus deficient m those mmeral and metallic 
treasures which had enriched its neighbourhood, Wodgate 
had advantages of its own, and of a kmd which touch 
the fancy of the lawless It was land without an owner , 
no one claimed any manorial right over it ; they could 
build cottages without paymg rent It was a district 
lecognized by no parish ; so there were no tithes, and no 
meddlesome supervision It abounded m fuel which cost 
nothmg, for though the vems were not worth woikmg as 
a source of mmmg profit, the soil of Wodgate was similar 
in its superficial character to that of the country around. 
So a population gathered, and rapidly mcreased, m the 
ugliest spot m England, to which neither Nature nor Art 
had contributed a smgle charm ; where a tree could not 
be seen, a flower was unknown, where there was neither 
belfry nor steeple, nor a smgle sight or sound that could 
soften the heart or humanize the mmd. 

Whatever may have been the cause, whether, as not 
unlikely, the origmal squatters brought with them some 
traditionary skiU, or whether their isolated and un- 
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chequered existence concentrated their energies on their 
craft, the fact is cert^n, that the inhabitants of Wodgate 
early acquired a celebrity as skilful workmen *This 
reputation so much increased, and in tune spread so far, 
that, for more than a quarter of a century, both m their 
skill and the economy of their labour, ^hey have been 
unmatched throughout the country As manufacturers 
of ironmongery, they carry the palm fromHhe whole 
district , as founders of brass and workers of steel, they 
fear none , while, as nailers and locksmiths, their fame 
has spread even to the European markets, whither their 
most skilful workmen have frequently been invited. 

Invited in vam ' No wages qan tempt the Wodgate ^ 
man from his native home, that squatters’ seat which 
soon assumed the form of ^ large village, and then m turn 
soon expanded into a town, and at the present moment 
numbers its population by swarmmg thousands, lodged 
m the most miserable tenements m the most hideous 
borough m the ugliest country m the world 
But it has its endurmg spell Notwithstandmg the 
spread of its civic prosperity, it has lost none of the 
characteristics of its origmal society , on the contrary, 
it has zealously preserved them There are no landlords, 
head-lessees, mam-masters, or butties m W^odgate No 
church there has yet raised its spire , and, Ts if the 
jealous spirit of Woden still haunted his ancient temple, 
even the conventicle scarcely dares show its humble front 
m some obscure comer. There is no municipality, no 
magistrate , there are no local acts, no vestries, no 
schools of any kmd The streets are never cleaned , 
every man lights his own house ; nor does any one know 
anythmg except his busmess 

More than this, at Wodgate a factory or large estab- 
hshment of any kmd is unknown Here Labour reigns 
supreme Its division mdeed is favoured by their manners, 
but the mterference or mfluence of mere capital is mstantly 
resisted The busmess of Wodgate is (^med on by master 
workmen in their own houses, each of whom possesses an 
unlimited number of what they call apprentices, by whom 
their affairs are prmcipaliy conducted, and whom they 
treat as the Mamelukes treated the Egyptians 

These master workmen mdeed form a powerful aris- 
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tocracy, nor is it possible to conceive one apparently more 
oppressive They are ruthless tyra^ats , they habitually 
mflict upon their subjects pxmishments more grievous 
than the slave population of our colonies were ever visited 
with ; not content with beatmg them with sticks or flog- 
gmg them witk knotted ropes, they are m the habit of 
fellmg them wirn hammers, or cutting their heads open 
with a file t)r lock The most usual punishment, however, 
or rather stimulus to increase exertion, is to pull an appren- 
tice’s ears till they run with blood These youths, too, 
are worked for sixteen and even t^wenty hours a day , they 
are often sold by one master to another ; they are fed on 
carrion, and they sleep ^ lofts or cellars yet, whether it 
be that they are hardened by brutality, and really un- 
conscious of their degradation, and unusual sufierings, or 
whether they are supported by the behef that their day 
to be masters and oppressors will surely arrive, the aris- 
tocracy of Wodgate is by no means so unpopular as the 
aristocracy of most other places 

In the first place, it is a real aristocracy ; it is privi- 
leged, but it does something for its privileges It is dis- 
tmguished from the mam body not merely by name It 
IS the most knowmg class at Wodgate , it possesses mdeed 
m its way complete knowledge ; and it imparts in its 
manner^ certam quantity of it to those whom it guides 
Thus it IS an aristocracy that leads, and therefore a fact. 
Moreover the social system of Wodgate is not an unvary- 
mg course of mfinite toil Their plan is to work hard, 
but not always They seldom exceed four days of labour 
m the week On Sunday the masters begm to drmk , for 
the apprentices there is dog-fightmg without any stmt. 
On Monday and Tuesday the whole population of Wodgate 
is drunk , of aU stations, ages, and sexes ; even babes who 
should be at the breast ; for they aredrammed with Godfrey’s 
cordial. Here is relaxation, excitement , if less vice other- 
wise than might be at first anticipated, we must remember 
that excesses are checked by poverty of blood and con- 
stant exhaustion Scanty food and hard labour are m^their 
way, if not exactly moralists, a tolerably good pohce 
There are no others at Wodgate to preach or to control. 
It IS not that the people are immoral, for immorahty 
phes me forethought ; or ignorant, for ignorance 
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IS relative ; but they are animals , unconscious ; their 
minds a blank , and their worst actions only the impulse 
of a gross or savage mstinct. There are many nl this 
town who are ignorant of their very names , very few 
who can spell them It is lare that you meet with a 
yoxmg person who knows his own age; rar^er to iSnd the boy 
who has seen a book, or the girl who Has seen a fiower 
Ask them the name of their sovereign, and tfiey will give 
you an unmeanmg stare , ask them the name of their re- 
hgion, and they will laugh who rules them on earth, or 
who can save them m h'iaven, are alike mysteries to them. 

Such was the population with whom Morley was about 
to mmgle Wodgate had the appearance of a vast squalid^ 
suburb As you advanced, leaving behmd you long Imes 
of little dmgy tenements^ with infants Ijnng about the 
road, you expected every moment to emerge mto some 
streets, and encounter buildmgs bearmg some conespond- 
ence, m their size and comfort, to the considerable popu- 
lation swarmmg and busied aiound you. Nothmg of the 
kmd There were no public buildings of any sort , no 
churches, chapels, town-hall, mstitute, theatre ; and the 
prmeijial streets in the heart of the town m which w^ere 
situate the coarse and grimy shops, though formed by 
houses of a greater elevation than the precedmg, were 
equally narrow, and if ^osslble more duty ^At every 
fourth or fifth house, alleys seldom above a yard wide, 
and streammg with filth, opened out of the street These 
were crowded with dwellmgs of various size, while from 
the prmcipal court often branched out a number of 
smallei alleys, or rather narrow passages, than which 
nothmg can be conceived more close and squahd and 
obscure Here, durmg the days of busmess, the sound 
of the hammer and the file never ceased, amid gutters of 
abommation, and piles of foulness, and stagnant pools of 
filth ; reservoirs of leprosy and plague, whose exhalations 
were sufficient to taint the atmosphere of the w^hole 
kmgdom, and fill the coimtry with fev^er and pestilence. 

A^lank and haggard youth, rickety and smoke-dried, 
and^ black with his craft, was sittmg on the threshold of 
a miserable hovel, and working at the file Behmd him 
stood a stunted and meagre girl, with a back lilce a grass- 
hopper , a deformity occasioned by the displacement of 
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the biadebone, and prevalent among the girls of Wodgate 
from the crampmg posture of their wsual toil Her long 
melancholy visage and vacant stare at Morley as he 
passed, attracted his notice, and it occurrmg to him that 
the opportunity was convenient to mquire somethmg of 
the mdmduai o^ whom he was m search, he stopped and 
addressed the wolbkman 

‘ Do you happen to know, friend, a person here or here- 
abouts by name Hatton ? ’ 

‘ Hatton ' ’ said the youth, lookmg up with a grm, yet 
still contmumg his labour, ‘ I should thmk I did * ’ 

‘ Well, that’s fortunate ; you can tell me somethmg 
.rabout him ’ ’ 

‘ Do you see this here ’ said the youth, still grmnmg, 
and, lettmg the file drop from, his distorted and knotty 
hand, he pomted to a deep scar that crossed his forehead, 
‘ he did that ’ 

‘ An accident ’ ’ 

* Very like An accident that often happened I 
should like to have a crown for every time he has cut my 
head open He out it open once with a key, and twice 
with a lock , he knocked the corner of a lock mto my 
head twice, once with a bolt, and once with a shut ; you 
know what that is ; the thmg what runs mto the staple 
He hit n5S on the head with a hammer once That was 
a blow ’ I fell away that time* When I came to, master 
had stopped the blood with some fur off his hat I had 
to go on with my work immediately ; master said I should 
do my stmt if I worked till twelve o’clock at night. 
Many’s the ash stick he has broken on my body ; some- 
times the weals remamed on me for a week ; he cut my 
eyelid open once with a nutstick ; cut a regular hole m it, 
and it bled all over the files I was workmg at. He has 
puUed my ears sometimes that I thought they must come 
off m his hand But all this was a mere nothm’ to this 
here cut ; that was serous , and if I hadn’t got thro’ that, 
they do say there '^must have been a crowner’s quest , 
though I thmk that gammon, for old Tugsford di4 for 
one of his prentices, and the body was never found- And 
now you ask me if I know Hatton I should thmk I did ! ’ 
And the lank, haggard youth laughed merrily, as if he had 
been recountmg a series of the happiest adventures. 
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‘ But IS there no redress for such iniquitous oppres- 
sion ’ ’ said Morley, "w^ho had listened with astonishment 
to this complacent statement ‘Is there no magistrate 
to apply to ? ’ 

‘ No, no/ said the filer with an air of obvious pride, ‘ we 
don’t have no magistrates at Wodgate^ We’ve got a 
constable, and there was a prentice who? coz his master 
laid it on only with a seat rod, went over to Rfe^mborough 
and got a warrant He fetched the summons himself, 
and giv it to the constable, but he never served it That’s 
why they has a constable here ’ 

‘ I am sorry,’ said Morley, ‘ that I have affairs with such 
a wretch as this Hatton ’ , 

‘ You’ll find him a wery hearty sort of man,’ said the 
filer, ‘ if he don’t hap to boiin drmk He’s a httle robus- 
tious then, but take him all m all for a master, you may 
go further and fare worse ’ 

‘ What ' this monster ' ’ 

‘ Lord bless you, it’s his way, that’s all , we be a queer 
set here ; but he has his pmts Give him a lock to make, 
and you won’t have your box picked , he’s wery hb’ral 
too m the wittals Never had horse-flesh the whole time 
I was with hma ; they has nothm’ else at Tugsford’s ; 
never had no sick cow except when meat was very dear. 
He always put his face agm still-bom calves ; he used to 
say he liked his boys to have meat what was bom ahve, 
and killed ahve By which token there never was any 
sheep what had bust m the head sold m our court And 
then sometimes he would give us a treat of filsh, when it 
had been four or five days in town, and not sold No, 
give the devil his due, say I There never was no want 
for anythmg at meals with the bishop, except time to 
eat them m ’ 

‘ And why do you call him the bishop ? ’ 

‘ That’s his name and authority ; for he’s the governor 
here over all of us And it has always been so that Wod- 
gate has been governed by a bishop ; because as we have 
no church, we will have as good And by this token that 
this day se’nnight, the day my tune was up, he married 
me to this here young lady She is of the Baptist school 
rehgion, and wanted us to be tied by her clergyman, but 
all t^he lads that served their time with me were married 
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by the bishop, and many a more, and I saw no call to do 
no otherwise So he sprmkled som^ salt over a gridiron, 
read* ‘ Our Rather ’ backwards, and wrote our name in a 
book : and we were spliced , but I didn’t do it rashly, 
did I, Suky, by the token that we had kept company for 
two years, an4 there isn’t a gal m all Wodgate what 
handles a file life Sue.’ 

‘ And wliat is your name, my good fellow ? ’ 

‘They call me Tummas, but I am’t got no second 
name , but now I am married I mean to take my wife’s 
for she has been baptized, and so«has got two ’ 

‘ Yes, sir,’ said the girl with the vacant face and the 
back like a grasshopper , ‘ I be a reg’lar born Christian 
and my mother afore me, and that’s what few gals m the 
Yard can say. Thomas will take to it himself when work 
is slack ; and he believes now m our Lord and Saviour 
Pontius Pilate, who was crucified to save our sms , and 
m Moses, Goliath, and the rest of the Apostles ’ 

‘ Ah ’ me,’ thought Morley, ‘ and could not they spare 
one Missionary from Tahiti for their fellow-countrymen 
at Wodgate I ’ 


CHAPTER V 

The Cromer twihght had faded mto sweet night ; the 
young and star -attended moon ghttered like a sickle in 
the deep purple sky ; of all the lummous host, Hesperus 
alone was visible , and a breeze, that bore the last embrace 
of the flowers by the sun, moved languidly and fitfully 
over the still and odorous earth 

The moonbeam fell upon the roof and garden of Gerard 
It suffused the cottage with its brilhant light, except 
where the dark depth of the embowered porch defied its 
entry All around the beds of flowers and herbs spread 
sparklmg and defined You could trace the mmutest 
walk , almost distmguish every leaf Now and then there 
came a breath, aiSd the sweet-peas murmured m their 
sleep , or the roses rustled, as li they were afraid they 
were about to be roused from their hghtsome dreams. 
Farther on the fruit trees caught the splendour of the 
night , and looked like a troop of sultanas taking their 
garden air, when the eye of man could not profane them, 
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and laden with jewels There were apples that rivalled 
rubies , pears of topaz tint ; a whole paraphemaha of 
plums, some purple as the amethyst, others blue and 
bnihant as the sapphire ; an emerald here, and now a 
golden drop that gleamed like the yellow diamond of 
Gengis Khan ^ 

Withm — ^was the scene less fair ^ A’smgie lamp shed 
over the chamber a soft and sufficient light The Library 
of Stephen Morley had been removed, but the place of his 
volumes had been partly supplied, for the shelves were far 
from bemg empty Tfeir contents were of no oidinary 
character . many volumes of devotion, some of church 
history, one or two on ecclesiast:|,cal art, several works of-^ 
our elder dramatists, some good reprmts of our chronicles, 
and many fohos of Church music, which last mdeed 
amounted to a remarkable collection There was no 
musical mstrument of any kmd, however, m the room and 
the only change in its furniture, smce we last visited the 
room of Gerard, was the presence of a long-backed chair 
of antique form, most beautifully embroidered, and a 
portrait of a female samt over the mantelpiece. As for 
Gerard himself, he sat with his head leanmg on his arm, 
which rested on the table, while he listened with great 
interest to a book which was read to him by his daughter, 
at whose feet lay the fiery and faithful bloodhound 

‘ So you see, my father,"* said Sybil with animation, and 
droppmg her book, which, however, her hand did not 
relinquish, ‘ even then all was not lost The stout earl 
retired beyond the Trent, and years and reigns elapsed 
before this part of the island accepted their laws and 
customs ’ 

‘ I see,’ said her father, ‘ and yet I cannot help wishmg 

that Harold ’ Here the hound, hearing his name, 

suddenly rose and looked at Gerard, who, smihng, patted 
hnn and said, ‘ We were not talkmg of thee, good sir, but 
of thy great namesake ; but ne’er mmd, a hve dog they say 
is worth a dead kmg ’ 

‘ Ah ’ why have we not such a man now,’ said Sybil, 
‘ to protect the people ’ Were I a prince I know no career 
that I should deem so great ’ 

' But Stephen says no,’ said Gerard : * he says that 
these great men have never made use of us but as tools , 
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and that the people never can have their rights until they 
produce competent champions from their own order ’ 

‘ Rut then Stephen does not want to recall the past,’ 
said Sybil with a kind of sigh ; ‘ he wishes to create the 
future ’ 

‘ The past is a dream,’ said Gerard 
‘ And what is the future ’ ’ mquired Sybil. 

* Alack ’*^1 know not , but I often wish the Battle of 
Hastmgs were to be fought over agam, and I was gomg to 
have a hand m it ’ 

* Ah ’ my father,’ said Sybil *with a mournful smile, 
‘ there is ever your fatal specific of physical force Even 

•^Stephen is agamst physical force, with aU his odd fancies.’ 
‘ All very true,’ said Gerard, smilmg with good nature ; 
‘ but all the same when I was coming home a few days ago, 
and stopped awhile on the bridge and chanced to see myself 
m the stream, I could not help fanc 3 rmg that my Maker had 
fashioned these limbs rather to hold a lance or draw a bow 
than to supervise a shuttle or a spindle ’ 

‘ Yet with the shuttle and the spmdle we may redeem 
our race,’ said Sybil with animation, ‘ if we could only form 
the minds that move those peaceful weapons Oh ! my 
father, I will beheve that moral power is irresistible, or 
where are we to look for hope ’ ’ 

Gerard" shook his head with his habitual sweet good- 
tempered smile ‘ Ah ’ ’ said he, ‘ what can we do ? they 
have got the land, and the land governs the people The 
Norman knew that, Sybil, as you just read If mdeed we 
had our rights, one might do somethmg , but I don’t 
know ,* I dare say if I had our land agam, I should be as 
bad as the rest ’ 

‘ Oh ! no, my father,’ exclaimed Sybil with energy, 
* never, never ’ Your thoughts would be as prmcely as 
your lot What a leader of the people you would make 1 ’ 
Harold sprang up suddenly and growled 
‘ Hush ’ ’ said Gerard , ‘ some one knocks ’ and he 
rose and left the fbom. Sybil heard voices and broken 
sentences : ‘ You’ll excuse me ’ — ‘ I take it kmdly ’ — ‘ So 
we are neighbours ’ And then her father returned, usher- 
mg m a person, and saymg, ‘ Here is my friend Mr. 
Frankhn, that I was speakmg of, Sybil, who is gomg to be 
our neighbour ; down, Harold, down ’ ’ and he presented 
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to Lis daughter the companion of Mr St Lys m that visit 
to the hand-loom weaver when she had herseK met the 
vicar of Mowbray « 

Sybil rose, and lettmg her book drop gently on the 
table, received Egremont with composure and native grace. 
It IS civihzation that makes us awkward, for it gives us 
an uncertam position Perplexed, we t^e refuge m pre- 
tence ; and embarrassed, we seek a resource in affectation 
The Bedoum and the Red Indian never lose their presence 
of mind ; and the wife of a peasant, when you enter her 
cottage, often greets you with a propriety of mien which 
favourably contrasts wilh your reception by some grand 
dame m some grand assembly, meetmg her guests alter- 
nately wnth a caricature of courtesy or an exaggeration of 
supercihous self-control 

‘ I dare say,’ said Egremnnt bowmg to Sybil, ‘ you have 
seen our poor friend the weaver smce we met there ’ 

* The day I quitted Mowbray,’ said Sybil. ‘ They are 
not without friends.’ 

‘ Ah ! you have met my daughter before.’ 

‘ On a mission of grace,’ said Egremont. 

* And I suppose you found the town not very pleasant, 
Mr Frankhn,’ returned Gerard 

‘ No ; I could not stand it, the nights were so close. 
Besides I have a great accumulation of notes, and»I fancied 
I could reduce them into a,report more efdciently m com- 
parative seclusion So I have got a room near here, with 
a little garden, not so pietty as yours , but still a garden 
IS somethmg , and if I want any additional mformation, 
why, after all, Mowbray is only a walk.’ 

‘You say well, and have done wisely Besides, you 
have such late hours in London, and hard work Some 
country air will do you all the good m the world That 
gallery must be tiresome Do you use shorthand ’ ’ 

‘ A sort of shorthand of my own,’ said Egremont ‘ I 
trust a good deal to my memory ’ 

‘ Ah ’ you are young My daughter also has a wonder- 
ful memory For my own part, there are many things 
which I am not sorry to forget ’ 

‘ You see I took you at your word, neighbour,’ said 
Egremont ‘ When one has been at work the whole day 
one feels a little lonely towards night.’ 
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‘ Very true ; and I dare say you find desk work some- 
times very dull , I never could make anything of it myself 
I can manage a book well enough, if itrbe well written, and 
on points I care for ; but I would sooner listen than read 
any time,’ said Gerard ‘ Indeed I should be right glad 
to see the minstrel and the slor3d/eller gomg then rounds 
agam It would J)e easy alter a day’s work, when one has 
not, as I haye now, a good child to read to me ’ 

‘ This volume ’ ’ said Egrcmont, drawing his chair to the 
table, and lookmg at Sybil, who mtimated assent by a nod, 

‘ Ah ' it’s a fine book,’ said Gerard, ‘ though on a sad 
subject ’ 

* The History of the Conquest of England by the Nor- 
inans,’ said Egremont, reading the title-page, on which 
also was written ‘ Ursula Traftord to Sybil Gerard ’ 

‘ You know it ? ’ said Sybil 

‘ Only by fame ’ 

‘ Perhaps the subject may not mterest you so much as 
it does us,’ said Sybil 

‘ It must interest all, and all alike,’ said her father j 
‘ for we are divided between the conquerors and the 
conquered ’ 

‘ But do not you thmk,’ said Egremont, ‘ that such a 
distmction has long ceased to exist ? ’ 

‘ In wfiat degree ’ ’ asked Gerard. ‘ Many circum- 
stances of oppression have doubtless gradually disap- 
peared, but that has arisen from the change of manners, not 
from any political recognition of their mj ustice The same 
course of time which has removed many enormities, more 
shocking, however, to our modem feelmgs than to those who 
devised and endured them, has simultaneously removed 
many aUeviatmg circumstances If the mere baron’s 
grasp be not so ruthless, the champion we found m the 
Church IS no longer so ready The spirit of Conquest has 
adapted itseK to the changmg cncumsbances of ages, and, 
however its results vary m form, m degree they are much 
the same ’ ^ 

‘ But how do they show themselves ^ ’ 

‘ In many circumstances, which concern many classes , 
but I speak of those which touch my own order , and 
therefore I say at once — m the degradation of the people.’ 

* But are the people so degraded ’ ’ 
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‘ There is more serfdom in England now than at any 
time smce the Conquest I speak of what passes under 
my daily eyes when i say, that those who labour can as 
little choose or change their masters now, as when ’they 
weie born tlirails. There are great bodies of the workmg 
classes of this country nearer the condition of brutes than 
they have been at any lime since the Conquest Indeed 
I see nothmg to distmguish them from brutes, except that 
their morals are inferior Incest and infanticide are as 
common among them as among the lower animals The 
domestic prmciple wanes weaker and weaker every year 
m England , nor can wb wonder at it, when there is no 
comfort to cheer and no sentiment to haUow the Home ’ 

‘ I was reading a work the other day,’ said Egremont, ' 
‘ that statistically proved that the general condition of the 
people was much better at^this moment than it had been 
at any known period of history ’ 

‘ Ah ' yes, I know that style of speculation,’ said 
Gerard , ‘ your gentleman who reminds you that a work- 
mg man now has a pair of cotton stockmgs, and that 
Harry the Eighth himself was not as well ofi At any 
rate, the condition of classes must be judged of by the age, 
and by their relation with each other One need not 
dwell on that I deny the premises I deny that the 
condition of the mam body is better now than at g-ny other 
period of our history ; tb^t it is as good as it has been 
at several I say, for mstance, the people were better 
clothed, better lodged, and better fed just before the War 
of the Hoses than they are at this moment We know 
how an English peasant hved m those tmies he ate flesh 
every day, he never drank water, was well housed, and 
clothed m stout woollens. Nor are the Chronicles neces- 
sary to tell us this The Acts of Paihament from the 
Plant agenets to the Tudors, teach us alike the price of 
provisions and the rate of wages , and we see m a moment 
that the wages of those days brought as much sustenance 
and comfort as a reasonable man could desire ’ 

‘ I know how deeply you feel upon this subject,’ said 
Egremont, turnmg to Sybil 

‘ Indeed it is the only subject that ever engages my 
thought,’ she replied, ‘ except one ’ 

‘ that one ? * 
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‘ Is to see the people once more kneel before our blessed 
Lady,’ replied Sybil 

‘ Look at the average term of life;’ said Gerard, coming 
unuitentionally to the rehef of Egremont, who was a little 
embarrassed ‘ The average term of life in this district 
among the workmg classes is seventeen What thmk you 
of that ? Of th^ mfants bom m Mowbray, more than a 
moiety die before the age of five ’ 

‘ And yet,’ said Egremont, ‘ m old days they had terrible 
pestilences ’ 

‘ But they touched all ahke,’ said Gerard ‘ We have 
more pestilence now m England than we ever had, but 
it only reaches the poor You never hear of it '’^y, 
typhus alone takes every year from the dwelhngs of the 
artisan and peasant a population equal to that of the 
whole county of Westmorelarnd. This goes on every 
year, but the representatives of the conquerors are not 
touched , it IS the descendants of the conquered alone 
who are the victims ’ 

‘ It sometimes seems to me,’ said Sybil despondmgly, 
‘ that nothmg short of the descent of angels can save the 
people of this kmgdom ’ 

‘ I sometimes thmk I hear a little bird,’ said Gerard, 
‘ who smgs that the long frost may yet break up I have 
a friend, ^im of whom I was speakmg to you the other 
day, who has his remedies ’ ^ 

‘ But Stephen Morley does not believe m angels,’ said 
Sybil with a sigh , ‘ and I have no faith m his plan ’ 

‘ He believes that God will help those who help them- 
selves,’ said Gerard 

‘ And I believe,’ said Sybil, ‘ that those only can help 
themselves whom God helps ’ 

AU this time Egremont was sittmg at the table, with a 
book m his hand, gazmg fitfully and occasionally with an 
air of absence on its title-page, whereon was written the 
name of its owner Suddenly he said ‘ Sybil ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said the daughter of Gerard, with an air of some 
astonishment 

' I beg your pardon,’ said Egremont blushmg ; ‘ I was 
reading your name I thought I was readmg it to myself 
Sybil Gerard ’ What a beautiful name is Sybil ' ’ 

‘ My mother’s name,’ id Gerard ; ‘ and my grandam’s 
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name, and a name, I believe, that has been about our 
hearth as long as our race ; and that’s a very long time 
mdeed,’ he added, smilmg, ‘ for we were tall men m Elm^g 
John’s reign, as I have heard say ’ 

‘ Yours IS indeed an old family ’ 

‘ Aye, we have some Enghsh blood m our vems, though 
peasants and the sons of peasants But there was one of 
us who drew a bow at Agmcourt , and \ havq heard 
greater things, but I believe they are old wives’ tales ’ 

‘ At least we have nothmg left,’ said Sybil, ' but our 
old faith , and that we have clung to through good 
report and evil report ’ 

^ ‘ And now,’ said Gerard, ‘ I rise with the lark, good 
neighbour Frankhn , but before yom go, Sybil wull sing 
to us a requiem that I love • it stills the spirit before we 
smk mto the slumber which may this night be death, and 
which one day must be,’ 


CHAPTER VI 

A BLOOM was spread over the mommg sky A soft 
golden light bathed wnth its fresh beam the bosom of the 
valley, except where a dehcate haze, rather than a mist, 
still partially Imgered over the river, which yet occasion- 
ally gleamed and sparkled irs the simshine A sort of 
shadowy lustre suftised the landscape, which, though 
distinct, was mitigated m all its features — the distant 
woods, the clumps of tall trees that rose about the old 
grey bridge, the cottage chimneys that sent their smoke 
into the blue still air, amid them clustermg orchards and 
gardens of flowers and herbs 
Ah ! what is there so fresh and 3oyous as a summer 
om ! — ^that sprmg-time of the day, when the brain is 
bright, and the heart is brave ; the season of darmg and 
of hope ; the renovatmg hour ! 

Forth from his cottage room came the ];^rother of Lord 
Mamey, to feel the vigorous bliss of life amid sunshmy 
gardens and the voices of bees and birds 

‘ Ah ’ this IS dehcious ’ ’ he felt ‘ This is existence ’ 
Thank God I am here ; that I have quitted for ever that 
for al and heartless Mamey. Were it not for my mother, 
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I would remain Mr Franklm for ever. Would I were 
indeed a journalist ; provided I always had a mission to 
the vale of Mowbray Or anything, so that I were ever 
here As companions, mdependent of everjd^hmg else, 
they are superior to any that I have been used to Why 
do these persons interest me ’ They feel and they thmk . 
two habits tk^t have quite gone out of fashion, if ever 
they e:^ted, among my friends And that polish of 
manners, that studied and factitious refinement, which is 
to compensate for the heartlessness or the stupidity we 
are doomed to — ^is my host of last night deficient m that 
refinement ’ If he do want cfur conventional discipline, 
he has a native breedmg which far excels it. I observe 
no word or action which is not prompted by that fine 
feeling which is the sure source of good taste This 
Gerard appears to me a real genume man , full of know- 
ledge worked out by his own head , with large yet whole- 
some sympathies , and a deuced deal better educated 
than Lord de Mowbray or my brother — and they do occa- 
sionally turn over a book, which is not the habit of our set. 

‘ And his daughter — aye, his daughter ’ There is some- 
thing almost sublime about that young girl, yet strangely 
sweet withal , a tone so lofty combmed with such 
simphcity is very rare For there is no afiectation of en- 
thusiasm about her , nothmg exaggerated, nothmg rhap- 
sodical Her dark eyes and lustrous face, and the solemn 
sweetness of her thriilmg voice — they haunt me, they have 
haunted me from the first moment I encountered her like 
a spirit amid the rums of our abbey And I am one of 
“ the family of sacrilege ” If she knew that I And I 
am one of the conquermg class she denounces If also 
she knew that ^ Ah ' there is much to know ’ Above 
aU — the future. Away ! the tree of knowledge is the tree 
of death I will have no thought that is not as bright 
and lovely as this mom ’ 

He went forth from his httle garden, and strolled along 
the road m the ^direction of the cottage of Gerard, which 
was about three-quarters of a mile distant. You might see 
almost as far , the sunshmy road a httle wmdmg and 
rismg a very slight ascent. The cottage itself was hid by 
its trees While Egremont was still musmg of one who 
lived under that roof, he beheld m the distance Sybil 
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She was springing along with a quick and airy step 
Her black dress displayed her undulating and elastic 
figure Her little foot bounded from the earth with a 
merry air A long rosary hung at her side , and her head 
was partly covered with a hood which descended just over 
hei shoulders She seemed gay, for Harold kept runnmg 
before her with a frolicsome air, and then,'7feturnmg to 
his mistress, danced about her, and almost overpowered 
her with his gambols 

‘ I salute thee, holy sister,’ said Egremont 

‘ Oh ’ IS not this a merry puom * ’ she exclaimed with a 
bright and happy face 

. ‘ I feel it as you And whither do you go ? ’ 

‘ I go to the convent , I pay my firsfvisit to our Superior 
smce I left them ’ 

‘ Not very long ago,’ said E|remont, with a smile, and 
tummg with her 

‘ It seems so,’ said Sybil 

They walked on together , Sybil, glad as the hour, 
noticmg a thousand cheerful sights, speakmg to her dog 
m her rmgmg voice, as he gambolled before them, or 
seized her garments m his mouth, and ever and anon 
bounded away and then returned, loolong up m his mis- 
tress’s face to mquire whether he had been wanted m his 
absence 

‘ What a pity it is that vour father’s way each mommg 
lies up the valley,’ said Egremont ; ‘ he would be your 
companion to Mowbiay.’ 

‘ Ah ’ but I am so happy that he has not to work m a 
town,’ said Sybil ‘ He is not made to be cooped up m a 
hot factory in a smoky street At least he labours amontg 
the woods and waters And the Traffords are such good 
people ’ So kmd to him and to aU ’ 

‘ You love your father very much ’ 

She looked at him a httle surprised ; and then her 
sweet serious face broke mto a smile and she said, ‘ And 
IS that strange ’ 

‘ I thmk not,’ said Egremont , ‘ I am mclmed to love 
him myself ’ 

‘ Ah ’ you win my heart,’ said Sybil, ‘ when you praise 
him I think that is the real reason why I like Stephen , 
toi otherwise he is always saying somethmg with which 
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I cannot agree, which I disapprove ; and yet he is 
good to my father » ’ 

‘ You speak of Mr Morley 

‘ Oh ’ we don’t call him “ Mr ” ’ said Sybil, shgiitly 
laughing 

‘ I mean Stephen Morley,’ said Egremont, recallmg his 
position, ‘ vlaom I met m Marney Abbey. He is very 
clever, ;is he not ’ * 

‘ He IS a great writer and a great student ; and what 
he is he has made himself I hear, too, that you follow 
the same pursuit,’ said Sybil ^ 

‘ But I am not a great winter or a great student,’ said 
Egremont 

‘ Whatever you b^, I trust,’ said Sybil, in a more serious 
tone, ‘ that you will never employ the talents that God 
has given you agamst the Feople ’ 

‘ I have come here to learn somethmg of their condi- 
tion,’ said Egremont ‘ That is not to be done m a great 
city like London We all of us hve too much m a circle 
You will assist me, I am sure,’ added Egremont , ‘ your 
spirit will animate me You told me last night that 
there was no other subject, except one, which ever occu- 
pied your thoughts ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Sybil, ‘ I have lived under two roofs, only 
two poofs ; and each has given me a great idea ; the 
Convent and the Cottage.-- One has taught me the de- 
gradation of my faith, the other of my race You should 
not wonder, therefore, that my heart is concentrated on 
the Church and the People ’ 

‘ But there are other ideas,’ said Egremont, * that might 
equally be entitled to your thought ’ 

‘ I feel these are enough,’ said Sybil ; ‘ too great, as it 
IS, for my bram ’ 


CHAPTER VII 

At the end oLa court m W^odgate, of rather larger dimen- 
sions than usual m that town, was a high and many- 
wmdowed house, of several stories m height, which had 
been added to it at mtervals It was m a most dilapi- 
dated state ; the prmcipal part occupied as a nail- work- 
shop, where a great number of heavy iron machmes were 
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working in every room on each floor ; the buildmg itself 
in so shattered a condiUon that every part of it creaked 
and vibrated with their motion The flooimg was so 
broken that m many places one could look down through 
the gapmg and rotten planks, while the upper floors from 
time to tune had been shored up with props - 

This was the Palace of the Bishop of Wod^ate, and here, 
with his arms bare and black, he worked at those locks, 
which defied any skeleton key that was not made by 
himself He was a short, tliicliet man, powerfully made, 
with brawny arms disproportionately short even for his 
height, and with a countenance, as far as one could judge 
of a face so disfigured by his grimy toil, rather brutal than 

vage His choice apprentices, full of admiration and 
terror, worked about him ; lank and haggard youths, who 
never for an mstant dared to raise their dmgy faces and 
lack-lustre eyes from their ceaseless labour On each side 
of their master, seated on a stool higher than the rest, was 
an urchm of not more than four or five years of age, serious 
and demure, and as if proud of his emment position, and 
workmg incessantly at his little file — ^these were two sons 
of the bishop 

‘ Now, boys,’ said the bishop, m a hoarse, harsh voice, 

* steady, there , steady There’s a file what don’t^smg ; 
can’t deceive my ear , I know^ all their voices Don’t let 
me find that ’un out, or I won’t walk mto him, won’t I ? 
Am’t you lucky, boys, to have leg’lar work like this, and 
the best of prog ’ It worn’t my lot, I can tell you that. 
^Give me that shut, you theie, Scrubbynose, can’t you 
'move ’ Look sharp, or I won’t move you, won’t I ’ 

teady, steady ’ All right ’ That’s music Where will 
you hear music hke twenty files aU workmg at once ' You 
ought to be happy, boys, oughtn’t you ’ Won’t there be 
a treat of fish after this, that’s aU * HuUoa, there, you 
red-haired varmmt, what are you lookmg after ? Three 
boys looking about them ; what’s aU this ’ won’t I be 
among you ’ ’ and he sprang forward and’seized the luck- 
less ears of the first apprentice he could get hold of, and 
wrung them till the blood spouted forth. 

‘ Please, bishop,’ sang out the boy, ‘ it wom’t my fault. 
Here’s a man what wants you.’ 

‘ Who wants me ’ said the bishop, lookmg round, and 



182 THE BISHOP’S WIFE 

he caught the figure of Morley, who had just entered the 
shop 

‘ Well, what’s your will ’ Locks or nails ’ 

* Neither,’ said Morley , ‘ I wish to see a man named 
Hatton ’ 

‘ Well, yoiit^see a man named Hatton,’ said the bishop , 

‘ and npw what do you want of him ’ ’ 

‘ I should like to say a word to you alone,’ said Morley 

‘ Hem ’ I should like to know who is to finish this lock, 
and to look after my boys ^ If it’s an order, let’s have it 
at once ’ 

‘ It IS not an order,’ said Morley 

‘ Then I don’t want to hear nothmg about it,’ said the 
bishop 

‘ It’s about family matters,’ said Morley 

‘Ah’’ said Hatton, eagerly, ‘ what, do you come from 
him ’ * 

‘ It may be,’ said Morley 

Upon this the bishop, lookmg up to the ceilmg of the 
room m which there were several large chmks, began 
callmg out lustily to some unseen person above, and 
immediately was replied to m a shrill voice of objurgation, 
demandmg m peremptory words, interlarded with many 
oaths, what he wanted His reply called down his unseen 
correspondent, who soon entered his workshop It was 
the a'^^ul presence of Mrs Hatton , a tall, bearded virago, 
with a file m her hand, for that seemed the distmctive arm 
of the house, and eyes flashing with unbridled power 

* Look after the boys,’ said Hatton, ‘ for I have busmess ’ 

‘ Won’t I ? ’ said Mrs Hatton ; and a thrill of terror 

pervaded the assembly All the files moved in regular 
melody , no one dared to raise his face ; even her two 
young children looked still more serious and demure 
Not that any bemg present flattered himself for an instant 
that the most sedulous attention on his part could prevent 
an outbreak , ^11 that each aspired to, and wildly hoped, 
was that he might not be the victim smgled out to have 
his head cut open, or his eye knocked out, or his ears half 
pulled off by the bemg who was the terror not only of the 
workshop, but of Wodgate itself, — ^their bishop’s gentle 
wife. 

In the meantime, that worthy, takmg Morley into a 
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room where there were no machines at work except those 
made of iron, said, ‘ Wdl, what have yon brought me ’ ’ 

‘ In the first place,’ said Morley, ‘ I would speak to you 
of your brother ’ 

‘ I concluded that,’ said Hatton, ‘ when you spoke of 
family matters brmgmg you here ; he is the^only relation 
I have m this world, and therefore it must & of him.’ 

‘It IS of him,’ said Morley 

‘ Has he sent anything ’ ’ 

‘ Hem ' ’ said Morley, who was by nature a diplomatist, 
and mstantly compiehend'^d his position, bemg himself 
pumped when he came to pump , but he resolved not to 
precipitate the afiair ‘ How late ?s it smce you heard 
from him ^ ’ he asked 

‘ Why, I suppose you know,’ said Hatton , ‘ I heard as 
usual ’ 

‘ From his usual place ? ’ mquired Morley 

‘ I wish you would tell me where that is,’ said Hatton, 
eageily 

‘ Why, he writes to you ^ ’ 

‘ Blank letters , never had a Ime except once, and that 
is more than twelve year ago He sends me a twenty- 
pound note every Christmas , and that is aU I know about 
him ’ ^ 

‘ Then he is rich, and weH^to do m the world ’ ’ said 
Morley 

‘ Why, don’t you know ’ ’ said Hatton , ‘ I thought 
you came from hun ’ ’ 

‘ I came about hun I wished to know whether he were 
ahve, and that you have been able to mform me and 
where he was ; and that you have not been able to inform 
me ’ 

‘ Why, you’re a regular mufi * ’ said the bishop. 


CHAPTER VIII 

A FEW days after his morning walk with Sybil, it was 
agreed that Egremont should visit Mr Trafford’s factoiy, 
which he had expressed a great desire to mspect Gerard 
always left his cottage at break of dawn, and as Sybil had 
not yet paid her accustomed visit to her friend and patron, 
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who was the employer of her father, it was arranged that 
Egremont should accompany her at a later and more 
convenient hour m the morning, and then that they should 
all return together 

The factory was about a mile distant from their cottage, 
which belonged mdeed to Mr Trafford, and had been 
built bj^ him ^ He was the younger son of a family that 
had for centuries been planted m the land, but who, 
not satisfied with the factitious consideration with which 
Society compensates the junior members of a territorial 
house for their entailed poverty, had availed himself of 
some opportunities that offered themselves, and had 
devoted his energies ito those new sources of wealth that 
were unknown to his ancestors His operations at first 
had been extremely limited,') like his fortunes ; but with a 
small capital, though his profits were not considerable, he 
at least gamed experience With gentle blood m his 
vems, and old English feelmgs, he imbibed, at an early 
period of his career, a correct conception of the relations 
which should subsist between the employer and the 
employed He felt that between them there should 
be other ties than the payment and the receipt of 
wages 

A d^tant and childless relative, who made him a visit, 
pleased with his energy ai^d enterprise, and touched by 
the development of his social views, left him a considerable 
sum, at a moment, too, when a great openmg was offered 
to manufacturmg capital and skill Trafford, schooled 
m rigid fortunes, and formed by struggle, if not by 
adversity, was ripe for the occasion, and eq[ual to it He 
became very opulent, and he lost no tune m carrymg mto 
life and bemg the plans which he had brooded over m the 
years when his good thoughts were limited to dreams On 
the banks of his native Mowe he had built a factory, 
which was now one of the marvels of the district ; one 
might almost say, of the country a smgle room, spread- 
ing over nearly two acres, and holdmg more than 
two thousand workpeople The roof of gromed arches, 
hghted by ventilatmg domes at the height of eighteen feet, 
was supported by hollow cast-iron columns, through 
which the dramage of the roof was effected The height 
of the ordmary rooms m which the workpeople m manu- 
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factories are engaged, is not more than from nine to eleven 
feet , and these are built m stories, the heat and efSuvia 
of the lower rooms communicated to those above, and 
the difficulty of ventilation msurmountable At Mr. 
TraSord’s, by an mgenious process, not unlike that which 
IS practised in the House of Commons, the ventilation was 
also earned on from below, so that the wAole buildmg 
was kept at a steady temperature, and httle susceptible 
to atmospheric mfluence The physical advantages of 
thus carrying on the whole work m one chamber are great ; 
m the improved health of thh people, the security agamst 
dangerous accidents to women and youth, and the re- 
duced fatigue resultmg from not havmg to ascend and 
descend, and carry materials to the higher rooms. But 
the moral advantages resultmg from superior mspection 
and general observation are not less important the 
child works under the eye of the parent, the parent 
under that of the superior workman ; the mspector or 
employer at a glance can behold alL 
'When the workpeople of IMr Trafford left his factory 
they were not forgotten Deeply had he pondered on 
the mfluence of the employer on the health and content 
of his workpeople He knew well that the domestic 
virtues are dependent on the existence of a home-, and 
one of his first efforts had beeiji to build a viUage where 
every family might be well lodged Though he was the 
prmcipal proprietor, and proud of that character, he 
nevertheless encouraged his workmen to purchase the 
fee . there were some who had saved sufficient money to 
effect this ; proud of their house and their httle garden, 
and of the horticultural society, where its produce per- 
mitted them to be annual competitors In every street 
there was a well behmd the factory were the public 
baths ; the schools were under the direction of the 
perpetual curate of the church, which Mr Trafford, 
though a Roman Cathohe, had raised and endowed In 
the midst of this village, surrounded by bemtiful gardens, 
which gave an impulse to the horticulture of the com- 
mmiity, was the house of Tiafford himseff, who com- 
prehended his position too well to withdraw himself 
with vulgar exclusiveness from his real dependants, but 
recognized the baronial prmciple, revivmg m a new form, 
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and adapted to the softer manners and more ingenious 
circumstances of the times r 

And what was the mfluence of such an empioyei and 
such a system of employment on the morals and manners 
of the employed ^ Great , mfinitely beneficial The 
connexion of a labourer with his place of work, whether 
agricultural or manufacturmg, is itself a vast advantage 
fioximity to the employer &ings cleanlmess and order, 
because it brmgs observation and encouragement In 
the settlement of Trafford crime was positively unlmown, 
and offences were very shgKt There was not a smgle 
person m the viUage of a reprobate character The men 
were well clad , the women had a blooming cheek ; 
drunkenness was unknown , while the moral condition 
of the softer sex was proportionately elevated. 

The vast form of the spreadmg factory, the roofs and 
gardens of the village, the Tudor chimneys of the house 
of Trafford, the spire of the Gothic church, with the 
sparkling river and the sylvan background, came rather 
suddenly on the sight of Egremont They were indeed 
m the pretty village street before he was aware he was 
about to enter it. Some beautiful children rushed out 
of a cottage and ffew to Sybil, crymg out, ‘ the queen, the 
queeji ; ’ one chngmg to her dress, another seizmg her 
arm, and a third, too sm^U to struggle, poutmg out its 
hps to be embraced 

‘ My subjects,’ said Sybil laughmg, as she greeted them 
all , and then they ran away to announce to others that 
their queen had arrived 

Others came ; beautiful and young As Sybil and 
Egremont walked along, the race too tender for labour 
seemed to sprmg out of every cottage to greet ‘their 
queen ’ Her visits had been very rare of late, but they 
were never forgotten , they formed epochs m the village 
annals of the children, some of whom knew only by 
tradition the golden age when Sybil Gerard lived at the 
great house, and daily glanced like a spirit among their 
homes, smihng and met with smiles, blessmg and ever 
blessed 

‘ And here,’ she said to Egremont, ‘ I must bid you 
good-bye , and this little boy,’ touchmg gently on his 
head a very serious urchm who had never left her side 
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for a moment, proud of his position, and holdmg tight 
her hand with all his strength, ‘this httle boy shall be 
your guide It is not a hundred yards Now, Pierce, 
you must take Mr Franklm to the factory, and ask for 
Mr Gerard ’ And she went her way 

They had not separated five mmutes, when the sound 
of whulmg wheels caught the ear of Egrein(!?nt, and, look- 
ing round, he saw a cavalcade of great pretension Vapidly 
approachmg ; dames and cavaliers on horseback , a 
brilhant equipage, postihons and four horses ; a crowd 
of grooms Egremont stoCd aside The horsemen and 
horsewomen caracoled gaily by him , proudly swept on 
the sparkling barouche , the saucyi grooms pranced m 
his face Their masters and mistresses were not strangers 
to him he recognized with some dismay the hveries, and 
then the arms of Lord de Mowbray, and caught the cold, 
proud countenance of Lady Joan, and the flexible visage 
of Lady Maud, both on horseback, and surrounded by 
admirmg cavaliers 

Egiemont flattered himseH that he had not been recog- 
nized, and, dismissmg his little guide, mstead of proceed- 
ing to the factory, he sauntered away in an opposite 
direction, and made a visit to the church. 

The wife of Trafford embraced Sybil, and theo^ em- 
braced her agam She seemed as happy as the children 
of the village, that the joy of her roof, as of so 
many others, had returned to them, though only for a 
few hours Her husband she said had just quitted the 
house ; he was obhged to go to the factory to receive a 
great and distmguished party who were expected this 
mornmg, havmg written to him several days befoie for 
permission to view the works ‘ We expect them to 
lunch heie afterwards,’ said Mrs Traflord, a very refined 
woman, but unused to society, and who rather trembled 
at the ceremony ; ‘ Oh f do stay with e, Sybil, to 
receive them ’ 

This mtimation so much alarmed Sybfl that she rose 
as soon as was practicable , and saymg that she had 
some visits to make m the village, she promised to return 
when !Mrs Traflord was less engaged. 

An hour elapsed ; there was a loud rmg at the hall 
door, the great and distmguished party had arrived 
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Mrs. Trafford prepared for the interview, and looked a 
little frightened as the doors opened, and her husband 
ushered in and presented to her Lord and Lady de Mow- 
bray, their daughters. Lady Firebrace, Mr Jermyn, who 
still lingered at the castle, and Mr Alfred Mountchesney 
and Lord MiKord, who were mere passmg guests, on their 
way to Scotland, but reconnoitring the heiresses m their 
course 

Lord de Mowbray was profuse of praise and compliments. 
His loidship was apt to be too civil The breed would 
come out sometimes To-d^ he was quite the coffee- 
house waiter. He praised everythmg the machinery, 
the workmen, the tton manufactured and the cotton 
raw, even the smoke But Mrs Trafford would not have 
the smoke defended, and hi'S lordship gave up the smoke, 
but only to please her As for Lady de Mowbray, she 
was as usual courteous and condescendmg, with a kmd of 
smouldermg smile on her fair aquilme face, that seemed 
half pleasure and half surprise at the strange people 
she was among Lady Joan was haughty and scientific, 
approved of much, but prmcipally of the system of venti- 
lation, of which she asked several questions which greatly 
perplexed Mrs Trafford, who shghtly blushed, and looked 
at h^ husband for rehef, but he was engaged with Lady 
Maud, who was full of enthusiasm, entered mto every- 
thmg with the zest of sympathy, identified herself with 
the factory system almost as much as she had done with 
the Crusades, and longed to teach m smgmg schools, 
found public gardens, and bid fountams flow and sparkle 
for the people 

‘ I thmk the works were very wonderful,’ said Lord 
MiKord, as he was cuttmg a pasty ; ‘ and mdeed, Mrs 
Trafford, everythmg here is quite charmmg , but what 
I have most admired at your place, is a young girl we 
met — ^the most beautiful I think I ever saw ’ 

‘ With the most beautiful dog,’ said MK Mountchesney. 

‘ Oh ’ that Inust have been Sybil ’ ’ exclaimed ]\frs 
Trafford. 

‘ And who is Sybil ? ’ asked Lady Maud. ‘ That is one 
of our family names We aK thought her quite beautiful ’ 

‘ She IS a child of the house,’ said Mrs Trafford, ‘ or 
rather was, for I am sorry to say she has long qmtted us.’ 
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‘ Is she a nun ^ ’ asked Lord Milford, * for her vest- 
XEonts had a conventual air.’ 

‘ She has just left ycAir convent at Mowbray,’ said 
Mr Trafford, addressing his answer to Lady Maud, ‘ and 
rather against her will She clings to the dress she was 
accustomed to there ’ 

‘ And now she resides with you ? ’ ^ 

^ No , I should be very happy if she did. I -jnight 
almost say she was brought up under this roof. She hves 
now with her father ’ 

‘ And who is so fortunate a^s to be her father ? ’ inquired 
Mr Mountchesney. 

Her father is the mspector of my works ; the person 
who accompamed us over them this nlormng ’ 

‘ What ’ that handsome man I so much admired?’ said 
Lady Maud, ‘ so very aristocjfatic-lookmg Papa,’ she 
said, addressmg herself to Lord de Mowbray, ‘ the 
inspector of Mr. Trafford’s works we are speaking of, 
that aristocratic-lookmg person that I observed to you, 
he IS the father of the beautiful girl ’ 

‘He seemed a very mtelhgent person,’ said Lord de 
Mowbray, with many smiles 

‘ Yes,’ said Mr Trafford , ‘ he has great talents and 
great mtegrity I would trust him with anything and to 
any amount. All I wish,’ he added, with a smile arid m 
a lower tone to Lady de Mowbmy, ‘ all I wish is, that he 
was not quite so fond of pohtics ’ 

‘ Is he very violent ? ’ mquired her ladyship, m a sugary 
tone 

‘ Too violent,’ said Mr Trafford , ‘ and wild m his ideas ’ 

‘ And yet I suppose,’ said Lord Milford, ‘ he must be 
very well off ’ 

‘ Why, I must say for him it is not selfishness that makes 
him a malcontent,’ said Mr. Trafford ; ‘ he bemoans the 
condition of the people ’ 

‘ If we are to judge of the condition of the people by 
what we see here,’ said Lord de Mowbray, » there is little 
to lament m it. But I fear these are instances not so 
common as we could wish You must have been at a 
great outlay, Mr Trafford ’ 

‘ Why,’ said Mr Trafford, ‘ for my part, I have always 
CO idered that there was nothmg so expensive as a 
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VICIOUS population. I hope I had other objects in view 
in what I have done than a pecuniary compensation. They 
y we all have our hobbies , &,nd it was ever mine to 
improve the condition of my workpeople, to see what good 
tenements, and good schools, and just wages paid in a 
fair manner, and the encouragement of civihzmg pursuits, 
would do tcv elevate their character I should find an 
ample #’eward in the moral tone and material happmess of 
this commumty , but really viewing it in a pecumary 
pomt of view, the mvestment of capital has been one 
of the most profitable I eve^ made , and I would not, I 
assure you, for double its amount, exchange my work- 
people tor the promiscuous assemblage engaged m other 
factories ’ * 

‘ The influence of the atmosphere on the condition of 
the labourer is a subject ** which deserves mvestigation,’ 
said Lady Joan to Mr Jermyn, who stared and bowed 
‘ And you do not feel alarmed at having a person of 
such violent opmions as your inspector at the head of 
your estabhshmcnt ’ ’ said Lady Eirebrace to Mr Traflord, 
who smiled a negative 

‘What is the name of the mtelhgent mdividual who 
acoompamed us ’ ’ mquired Lord de Mowbray. 

‘ His name is Gerard,’ said Mr Trafiord 
‘ believe a common name m these parts,’ said Lord 
de Mowbray, lookmg a little confused 

‘ Not veiy,’ said Mr Trafiord , ‘ ’tis an old name, and 
the stock has spread , but all Gerards claim a common 
Imeage, I believe, and my mspector has gentle blood, they 
say, in his vems ’ 

‘ He looks as if he had,’ said Lady Maud. 

‘ All persons with good names afiect good blood,’ said 
Lord de Mowbray , and then turning to Mrs Traftord he 
overwhelmed her with elaborate courtesies of phrase; 
praised eveiythmg agam first general^ and then m detail ; 
the factory, which he seemed to prefer to his castle — ^the 
house, which he seemed to prefer even to the factory — ^the 
gardens, from which he anticipated even greater gratifica- 
tion than from the house. And this led to an expression 
of a hope that he would visit them And so m due time 
the luncheon was achieved Mrs Traflord looked at her 
guests, there was a rustlmg and a stir, and everybody 
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was to go and see tke gardens that Lord de Mowbray- 
had so much praised 

‘ I am all for lookmg a^er the beautiful Nun,’ said [Mr 
Mountchesney to Lord Mlford 

‘ I think I shall ask the respectable manufacturer to 
introduce me to her,’ rephed his lordship. 

In the meantime Egremont had jomed (^rard at the 
factory 

‘ You should have come sooner,’ said Gerard, ^ and then 
you might have gone round with the fine folks We have 
had a grand party here from^the castle ’ 

‘ So I perceived,’ said Egremont, ‘ and withdrew.’ 

Ah ’ they were not m your way, eh ’ ’ he said in 
a mockmg smile ‘WeU, they were Very condescendmg 
— ^at least for such great people An earl ' Earl de 
Mowbray, — ^I suppose he camb over with Wilham the 
Conqueror Mr Trafford makes a show of the place, and 
it amuses their visitors, I dare say, like anything else that’s 
strange. There were some young gentlemen with them, 
who did not seem to know much about anythmg I 
thought I had a right to be amused too , and I must say 
I liked very much to see one of them looking at the 
machinery through his eye-glass There was one very 
venturesome chap I thought he was gomg to catch hold 
of the fly-wheel, but I gave him a spin which I bcheve 
saved his life, though he didurather stare He was a 
lord.’ 

‘ They are great heiresses, his daughters, they say at 
Mowbray,’ said Egremont 

‘ I dare say,’ said Gerard ‘ A year ago this earl had 
a son — an only son, and then his daughters were not great 
heiresses But the son died, and now it’s their turn 
And perhaps some day it will be somebody else’s turn If 
you want to understand the ups and downs of life, there’s 
nothmg like the parchments of an estate. Now master, 
now man ’ He who served m the haU now lords in it , 
and very often the baseborn change thejr hveries for 

coronets, while gentle blood has nothing left but 

dreams eh, Master Eranklm ’ ’ 

‘ It seems you know the history of this Lord de 
Mowbray ’ ’ 

‘ Why a man lear a good many things m his time , and 
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living m these parts, there are few secrets of the notables. 
He has had the title to his broad acres questioned before 
this tune, my friend ’ 

‘ Indeed » ’ 

‘ Yes ; I could not help thinking of that to-day,’ said 
Gerard, ‘ when he questioned me with his mmcmg voice 
and pulled l^e wool with his cursed white hands and 
showed it to his dame, who touched it with her little 
finger , and his daughters who tossed their heads like 
pea-hens-— Lady Joan and Lady Maud. Lady Joan and 
Lady Maud ! ’ repeated Gerard m a voice of bitter 
sarcasm ‘ I did not care for the rest , but I could not 
stand that Lady Joan and that Lady Maud. I wonder 
if my Sybil saw them ’ 

In the meantime, Sybil had been sent for by ]\Irs 
Trafiord She had inferred from the message that the 
guests had departed, and her animated cheek showed 
the eagerness with which she had responded to the 
call Bounding along with a gladness of the heart which 
lent additional lustre to her transcendent brightness, she 
suddenly found herself surrounded m the garden by Lady 
Maud and her friends The daughter of Lord de Mow- 
bray, who could conceive nothing but humility as the 
cause of her alarmed look, attempted to reassure her by 
con(>scendmg volubihty, turnmg often to her friends 
and praismg m admirmg^mterrogatones Sybil’s beautv. 

‘ And we took advantage of your absence,’ said Lady 
Maud in a tone of amiable artlessness, ‘to find out all 
about you. And what a pity we did not know you when 
you were at the convent, because then you might have-- 
been constantly at the castle , indeed I should have 
msisted on it But still I hear we are neighbours , you 
must promise to pay me a visit, you must mdeed Is not 
she beautiful ? ’ she added in a lower but still distmct 
voice to her friend ‘ Do you know, I think there is so 
much beauty among the lower order ’ 

Mr Mountphesney and Lord Milford poured forth 
several msipid compliments, accompamed with some 
speakmg looks which they fiattered themselves could not 
be misconstrued Sybil said not a word, but answered 
each flood of phrases with a cold reverence 

Undeterred by her somewhat haughty demeanour, which 
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Lady Maud only attributed to the novelty of her situation, 
her Ignorance of the y^orld, and her embarrassment under 
this overpowermg condescension, the good-tempered and 
fussy daughter of Lord de Mowbray proceeded to reassure 
Sybil, and to enforce on her that this perhaps unpre- 
cedented descent from superiority was not a mere transient 
courtliness of the moment, and that she really might rely 
on her patronage and favourable feehng 

‘ You really must come and see me,’ said Lady Maud, 

‘ I shall never be happy till you have made me a visits 
Where do you hve ’ I will come and fetch you myself m 
the carriage. Now let us fix a day at once Let me see ; 
this IS Saturday What say you tp next Monday ? ’ 

‘ I thank you,’ said Sybil, very gravely, ‘ but I never 
quit my home ’ 

‘ What a darhng ’ ’ exclaimed Lady Maud looking 
round at her friends. ‘ Is not she ? I know exactly 
what you feel But really you shall not be the least 
embarrassed. It may feel strange at first, to be sure, but 
then I shall be there ; and do you know, I look upon you 
quite as my protegee ’ 

‘ Protegee,’ said Sybil * I live with my father ’ 

‘ What a dear * ’ said Lady Maud, looking round to 
Lord Milford ‘ Is not she naive ^ 

‘ And are you the guardian of these beautiful flow ers ’ 
said Mr Mountchesney. ^ 

Sybil signified a negative, and added, ‘ Mrs Traff ord is 
very proud of them ’ 

‘ You must see the flowers at Mowbray Castle,’ said Lady 
Maud ‘They are unprecedented, are they not. Lord 
Milford ^ You know you said the other day that they 
were almost equal to Mrs Lawrence’s I am charmed to 
find you are fond of flowers,’ contmued Lady Maud ; ‘ you 
will be so dehghted with Mowbray Ah ’ mamma is calhng 
us Now fix — shall it be Monday ’ ’ 

‘Indeed,’ said Sybil, ‘I never leave my home I am 
one of the lower order, and live only among the lower 
order I am here to-day merely for a few hours to pay 
an act of homage to a benefactor ’ 

‘ Well, I shall come and fetch you,’ said Lady Maud, 
covering her surprise and mortification by a jaunty air 
that would not confess defeat. 
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‘ And so shall I,’ said Mr Mountchesney 

‘ And so shall 1/ whispered Lord Milford, lingering a 
littfe behind 

The great and distinguished party had disappeared, 
their glittering barouche, their prancing horses, their 
gay grooms, aU had vanished , the sound of their wheels 
was no longer heard Time flew on , the bell announced 
that theflabonr of the week had closed There was a 
haH'holiday always on the last day of the week at Mr 
Traflord’s settlement , and every man, woman, and child, 
were paid their wages in the giieat room before they left 
the mill Thus ,the expensive and evil habits i^hich 
result from wages being paid in pubhc-houses were pre- 
vented There was also m this system another great 
advantage for the workpeople^ They received their w ages 
early enough to repair to the neighbourmg markets and 
make their purchases for the morrow. This added greatly 
to their comfort, and, rendermg it unnecessary for them 
to run in debt to the shopkeepers, added really to their 
wealth Air Traflord thought that next to the amount 
of wages, the most important consideration was the 
method in which wages are paid , and those of our readers 
who may have read or can recall the sketches, neither 
coloured nor exaggerated, which we have given in the early 
part of I3iis volume of the very different manner in winch 
the workmg cfasses may recefve the remuneration for their 
toil, will probably agree with the sensible and virtuous 
master of Walter Gerard. 

He, accompamed by his daughter and Egremont, is 
now on his way home A soft summer afternoon , the 
mild beam still gilding the tranquil scene , a river, green 
meads fuU of kme, woods vocal with the joyous song of 
the thrush and the blackbird ; and in the distance, the 
lofty breast of the purple moor, still blazmg in the sun : 
fair sights and renovatmg sounds after a day of labour 
passed m walls and amid the ceaseless and monotonous 
clang of the spmdle and the loom. So Gerard felt it, as 
he stretched his great limbs in the air and mhaled its 
perfumed volume 

‘ Ah ' I was made for this, Sybil,’ he exclaimed , ' but 
never mind, my child, never mind , tell me more of your 
fine visitors ’ 
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Egremont found the walk too short , fortunately, from 
the undulation of the^vale, they could not see the cottage 
until within a hundred yards of it When they wefe in 
sight, a man came forth from the garden to greet them , 
Sybil gave an exclamation of pleasure , it was Moeley 


CHAPTER IX 

Moeley greeted Gerard and his daughter with great 
warmth, and then loobed at Egremont. ‘ Our com- 
pamon m the rums of Marney Abbey,’ said Gerard , ‘ you 
and our friend Franklin here shoijld become acquamted, 
Stephen, for you both follow the same craft He is a 
journahst like yourself, an4 is our neighbour for a time, 
and yours ’ 

‘ What journal are you on, may I ask ? ’ mquired 
Morley 

Egremont reddened, was confused, and then replied, 
‘ I have no claim to the distmguished title of a journahst 
I am but a reporter , ^d have some special duties here ’ 

‘ Hem * ’ said Morley , and then talnng Gerard by the 
arm, he walked away with him, leavmg Egremont and 
Sybil to follow them 
‘ Well, I have found him, Walter.’ 

‘ What, Hatton ’ 

‘ No, no , the brother ’ 

‘ And what knows he ’ 

‘ Little enough , yet something Our man lives and 
prospers ; these are facts, but where he is, or what he is 
— ^not a clue ’ 

‘ And this brother cannot help us ? ’ 

‘ On the contrary, he sought information from me ; 
he is a savage, beneath even our worst ideas of popular 
degradation Ail that is ascertained is that our man 
exists and is well to do m the world There comes an 
annual and anonymous contribution, aifd not a hght one, 
to his brother, I examined the post-marks of the letters, 
but they all varied, and were evidently arranged to mis- 
lead I fear you will deem I have not done much ; yet 
it was wearisome enough, I can tell you ’ 

‘ I doubt it not , and I am sure, Stephen, you have 
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done al that man conld I was fancying that I should 
hear from you to-day ; for what thu^ you has happened ’ 
My Lord hunseH, ins family and tram, have all been in 
state to visit the works, and I had to show them. Queer 
that, wasn’t it ’ He offered me money when it was over. 
How much I know not, I would not look at it Though 
to be sure, they^were perhaps my own rents, eh ’ But 
I pointed' to the sick box, and his own dainty hand 
deposited the sum there ’ 

‘ ’ Tis very strange And you were with him face to face ? ’ 

‘ Face to face Had you brought me news of the papers, 
I should have thought that Providence had rather a hand 

it — but now, we are^tiU at sea ’ 

‘ Still at sea,’ said Morley musmgly, ‘ but he lives and 
prospers He will turn up yet, Walter ’ 

‘ Amen ’ Smce you have taken up this thing, Stephen, 
it IS strange how my mmd has hankered after the old 
busmess, and yet it rumed my father, and mayhap may 
do as bad for his son ’ 

* We will not think that,’ said Morley. ‘ At present 
we wiU think of other things You may guess I am a 
bit wearied ; I think I’ll say good night , you have 
strangers with you ’ 

‘ Nay^ nay, man ; nay. This Frankhn is a likely lad 
enough , I tlunk you wdl take to him Prithee come m. 
Sybil will not take it kmdljf if you go, after so long an 
absence ; and I am sure I shall not.’ 

So they entered together 

The evening passed m various conversation, though it 
led frequently to the staple subject of talk beneath the 
roof of Gerard — ^the Condition of the People What 
Morley had seen in his recent excursion afforded materials 
for many comments 

‘ The domestic feebng is fast vanishing among the 
working-classes of this country,’ said Gerard , ‘ nor is it 
wonderful — ^the Home no longer exists ’ 

‘ But there are^ means of reviving it,’ said Egremont , 
‘ we have witnessed them to-day Give men homes, and 
they will have soft and homely notions. If all men acted 
hke Mr Trafford, the condition of the people would be 
changed ’ 

‘ But all men wdl not act like Mr Trafford,’ said Morley, 



THE ABOLITION OF THE HOME 


197 


‘ It requires a sacrifice of self which cannot be expected, 
which IS unnatural It is not mdividuai influence that 
can renovate society ? it is some new principle that niust 
reconstruct it You lament the expiring idea of Home 
It would not be expiring, if it were worth retaining The 
domestic principle has fulfilled its purpose The irre- 
sistible law of progress demands that another should be 
developed It wfll come , you may advance or retard, 
but you cannot prevent it It wiU work out bhe the de- 
velopment of orgamc nature In the present state of 
civilization, and with the scientifio means of happmess at 
our command, the notion of home should be obsolete 
Home IS a barbarous idea , the method of a rude age , 
home IS isolation , therefore anti-«ocial What we want 
is Commumty.’ 

‘ It IS all very fine,’ said»Gerard, ‘ and I dare say you 
are right, Stephen , but I like streichmg my feet on my 
own hearth.’ 


CHAPTER X 

Time passes with a measured and memorable wmg 
durmg the first period of a sojourn m a new place, among 
new characters and new manners Every pers(^i, every 
mcident, every feeling, toiyihes and stirs the imagma- 
tion. The restless mmd creates and observes at the same 
time Indeed, there is scarcely any popular tenet more 
erroneous than that which holds that when time is slow, 
hfe IS dull It IS very often, and very much the reverse 
If we look back on those passages of our hfe which dwell 
most upon the memory, they are brief periods full of 
action and novel sensation Egremont found this so 
durmg the first days of his new residence m Mowedale 
The filrst week, an epoch m his Me, seemed an age , at the 
end of the first month, he began to deplore the swiftness 
of tune, and almost to morahze over t% brevity of exist- 
ence He found that he was leadmg a Me of perfect 
happmess, but of remarkable sunphcity , he wished it 
might never end, but felt difficulty m comprehendmg 
how, in the first days of his experience of it, it had seemed 
so strange , almost as strange as it was sweet. The day. 
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that commenced early, was passed in reading — books lent 
him often, too, by Sybil Gerard — sometimes m a ramble 
wittj. her and Morley, who had time much at his command, 
to some memorable spot in the neighbourhood, or m the 
sport which the river and the rod secured Egremont In 
the evening, he invariably repaired to the cottage of 
Gerard, beneath whose humble roof he found every female 
charm th^t can^fascinate, and conversation that stimu- 
lated his intelligence Gerard was ever the same , hearty, 
simple, with a depth of feehng and native thought on 
the subjects on which they touched, and with a certain 
grandeur of sentiment and conSeption which contrasted 
with his social position, but which became his idiosyn- 
crasy Sybil spoke little, but hung upon the accents of 
her father , yet ever and anon her rich tones conveyed 
to the charmed ear of Egremont some deep conviction, 
the earnestness of her mtelleot as remarkable as the 
almost sacred repose of her mien and manner Of Morley, 
at first Egremont saw a great deal he lent our friend 
books, opened, with unreserve and with great richness 
of speculative and illustrative power, on the questions 
which ever engaged him, and winch were new and highly 
interesting to his compamon But, as time advanced, 
whether it were that the occupations of Morley increased, 
and thor-calls on his hours left him fewer occasions for 
the mdulgence of social mtercourse, Egremont saw him 
seldom, except at Gerard’s cottage, where generally he 
might be found m the course of the week, and their 
rambles together had entirely ceased 

Alone, Egremont mused much over the daughter of 
Gerard, but, shrmking from the precise and the definite, 
his dreams were dehghtful, but vague AH that he asked 
was, that his present life should go on for ever , he wished 
for no change, and at length almost persuaded himself 
that no change could arrive , as men who are baskmg 
a summer sun, surrounded by bright and beautiful objects, 
cannot comprehend how the seasons can ever alter , that 
the sparklmg fohage should shrivel and fall away, the 
foaming waters become iceboimd, and the blue serene a 
dark and howlmg space 

In this tram of mmd, the early days of October havmg 
already stolen on h , an mcident occurred which startled 
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him m his retirement, and rendered it necessary that he 
should instantly quit it Egremont had entrusted the 
secret of his residenceato a faithful servant who commiim- 
cated with him, when necessary, under his assumed name 
Through these means he received a letter from his mother, 
written from London, where she had unexpectedly arrived, 
entreatmg him, m urgent terms, to repair to her without 
a moment’s delay, on a matter of equal interesji and im- 
portance to herself and him Such an appeal from such 
a quarter, from the parent that had ever been kind, and 
the friend that had been ever faithful, was not tor a 
moment to be neglected * Already a period had elapsed 
smce its transmission, which Egremont regretted He 
resolved at once to quit Mowedal^, nor could he console 
himself V ith the prospect of an immediate return Parlia- 
ment was to assemble in tke ensumg month, and, inde- 
pendent of the unknown cause which summoned him 
immediately to tovm, he was well aware that much 
disagreeable business awaited him which could no longer 
be postponed He had determined not to take ins seat 
unless the expenses of his contest were previously dis- 
charged, and, despairmg of his brother’s aid, and shnnk- 
mg from trespassing any further on his mother’s resources, 
the future looked gloomy enough indeed, nothmg but 
the frequent presence and the constant mfluence-^f Sybil 
had driven from his mind tl^e ignoble melancholy which, 
relieved by no pensive fancy, is the mvariable attendant 
of pecumary embarrassment 

And now he was to leave her. The event, rather the 
catastrophe, which, under any circumstances, could not 
be long postponed, was to be precipitated He strolled 
up to the cottage to bid her farewell, and to leave kmd 
words for her father Sybil was not there The old 
dame who kept their home informed him that Sybil was 
at the convent, but would return in the evening It was 
impossible to quit Mowedale without seemg Sybil , equally 
impossible to postpone his departure^ But by travel- 
hng through the mght, the lost hours might be regained 
So Egremont made his arrangements, and awaited mth 
anxiety and impatience the last evening 

The evemng, like his heart, was not serene The soft air 
that had Imgered so long wnth them, a summer visitant m 
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an autumnal sky, and loath to part, was no more present, 
A cold harsh wmd, gradually rising, chilled the system, 
and grated on the nerves There was misery m its blast, 
and depression in its moan. Egremont felt infimtely 
dispirited The landscape around him, that he had so 
often looked upon with love and joy, was dull and hard , 
the trees dmgy, the leaden waters motionless, the distant 
hiUb rough and Austere Where was that translucent sky, 
once brilliant as his enamoured fancy , those bowery 
groves of aromatic fervour wherein he had loved to roam 
and muse , that river of swift and sparkling light that 
flowed and flashed like the current of his enchanted hours ? 
All vanished — as his dreams 
He stood before the oottage of Gerard , he recalled the 
eve that he had first gazed upon its moonht garden. 
What wild and delicious thoifghts were then his ’ They 
were gone like the illummed hour. Nature and fortune 
had alike changed Prescient of sorrow, almost prophetic 
of evil, he opened the cottage door, and the first person 
his eye encountered was Morley 
Egremont had not met him for some time, and his 
cordial greetmg of Egremont to-mght contrasted with 
the coldness, not to say estrangement, which to the 
regret and sometimes the perplexity of Egremont had 
gradualla? grown up between them Yet on no occasion 
was his presence less desired^ by our friend Morley was 
talking, as Egremont entered, with great ammation , in 
his hand a newspaper, on a paragraph contamed m which 
he was commentmg The name of Marney caught the 
ear of Egremont, who turned rather pale at the sound, 
and hesitated on the threshold The unembarrassed 
welcome of his friends, however, reassured him, and in a 
moment he even ventured to mquire the subject of their 
conveisation Morley, immediately referrmg to the news- 
paper, said, ‘ This is what I have just read — 

‘ “ ExTEAOEnrN-AEY Spoet at the Eael op Maeney’s. 
On Wednesday, m a small cover called the Horns, near 
Marney Abbey, his grace the Puke of Eitz-Aquitame, the 
Earl of Marney, Colonel Rippe and Captam Grouse, with 
only four hours’ shootmg, bagged the extraordinary 
number of seven hundred and thirty head of game, namely, 
hares three hundred and thirty-nme; pheasants two 
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hundred and twenty-one , partridges thirty-four ; rah bits 
eighty-seven , and the following day upwards of fifty 
hares, pheasants, &c ^(wounded the previous day), were 
picked up. Out of the four hours’ shooting, two of*the 
party were absent an hour and a half, namely, the Earl of 
Marney and Captain Grouse, attending an agricultural 
meeting m the neighbourhood , the noble earl, with his 
usual considerate condescension, havmg Mindly consented 
personally to distribute the various prizes to the*labourers 
whose good conduct entitled them to the distinction ” 

‘ What do you think of that, Franklin ’ ’ said Morley 
‘ That IS our worthy fnelid of Marney Abbey, where we 
first met You do not know this part of the country, or 
you would smile at the considerate condescension of the 
worst landlord m England , and who was, it seems, thus 
employed the day or so after his battue, as they call it ’ 
And Morley turmng the paper read another paragraph — 

‘ At a Petty Sessions holden at the Green Dragon Inn, 
Marney, Friday, October — , 1837 

' Magistrates present The Earl of Marney, the Rev. 
Felix Flimsey, and Captam Grouse. 

‘Information agamst Thomas Hmd for a trespass 
in pursuit of game m Blackrock Wood, the property of 
Sir Vavasour Firebrace, Bart The case was distmctly 
proved , several wires being found m the pocket of the 
defendant Defendant was fined m the full penalty of 
forty shillmgs and costs twenty-seven , the Bench bemg 
of opimon there was no excuse for him, Hmd bemg m 
regular employ as a farm-labourer and gaiiung his seven 
shillmgs a week Defendant, bemg unable to pay the 
penalty, was sent for two months to Marham 3 ail ’ 

‘ What a pity,’ said Morley, ‘ that Robert Hmd, instead 
of meditatmg the snaring of a hare, had not been fortunate 
enough to pick up a maimed one crawling about the fields 
the day after the battue. It would certainly have been 
better for himself , and if he has a wife and family, better 
for the parish ’ 

‘Ob’’ said Gerard, ‘ I doubt not they were all picked 
up by the poulterer who has the contract . even the 
Normans did not sell their game ’ 

‘ The question is,’ said Morley, ‘ would you rather be 
barbarous or mean ? that is the alternative presented by 
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the real and the psendo-Norman nobility of England 
Where I have been lately, there is a Bishopsgate Street 
merchant who has been made for ,tio conceivable pubhc 
reason a baron bold Bigod and Bohun could not enforce 
the forest laws with snch seventy as this dealer in cotton 
and mdigo ’ 

‘ It IS a difficult question to deal with — ^this affair of the 
game laws,’ said Egremont ; ‘ how will you reach the 
evil ’ Would you do away with the offence of trespass ’ 
And if so, what is your protection for property ’ ’ 

‘ It comes to a simple pomt though,’ said Morley, ‘ the 
Terntorialists must at length understand that they cannot 
at the same time have the profits of a farm and the 
pleasures of a chase ’ ^ 

At this moment entered Sybil At the sight of her, the 
remembrance that they were^about to part, nearly over- 
whelmed Egremont Her supremacy over his spirit was 
revealed to him, and nothmg but the presence of other 
persons could have prevented him from avowing his 
entire subjection. His hand trembled as he touched hers, 
and his eye, searching yet agitated, would have pene- 
trated her serene soul Gerard and Morley, somewhat 
withdrawn, pursued their conversation , while Egremont, 
hangmg over Sybil, attempted to summon courage to 
express *^o her his sad adieu It was m vam Alone, 
perhaps he might have poured forth a passionate farewell. 
But constramed he became embarrassed , and his con- 
duct was at the same tune tender and perplexing He 
asked and repeated questions which had already been 
answered. His thoughts wandered from them conversa- 
tion, but not from her with whom he should have conversed. 
Once them eyes met, and Sybil observed his suffused with 
tears Once he looked round and caught the glance of 
Morley, instantly withdrawn, but not easy to be forgotten. 

Shortly after this and earher than his wont, Morley rose 
and wished them good mght He shook hands with 
Egremont and bade him farewell with some abruptness. 
Harold, who seemed half asleep, suddenly sprang from 
the side of his mistress and gave an agitated bark 
H old was never very friendly to Morley, who now tried 
to soothe him, but m vam. The dog looked fiercely at 
him and barked agam, but, the oment Morley had dis- 
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appeared, Harold resumed Ins usual air of proud, high- 
bred gentleness, and thrust his nose into the hand of 
Egremont, who patted*hiin with fondness 

The departure of Morley was a great relief to Egremont, 
though the task that was left was still a painful effort 
He rose and walked for a moment up and down the room, 
and commenced an unfimshed sentence, approached the 
hearth, and leant over the mantel ; and^then at length 
extending his hand to Gerard, he exclaimed, in a tremblmg 
voice, ‘ Best of friends, I must leave Mowedale ’ 

‘ I am very sorry,’ said Gerard ; ‘ and when ^ ’ 

‘ Now,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Now ’ ’ said Sybil 

‘ Yes , this instant My summons is urgent I ought 
to have left this mornmg I came here then to bid you 
farev ell,’ he said, looking Sybil, ‘ to express to you 
how deeply I was indebted to you for aU your goodness — 
how dearly I shall cherish the memory of these happy 
days — the happiest I have ever known , ’ and his voice 
faltered ‘ I came also to leave a kmd message for you, 
my friend, a hope that we might meet agam and soon — 
but your daughter was absent, and I could not leave 
Mowedale without seemg either of you So I must con- 
trive to get on through the night ’ 

‘ Well, we lose a very pleasant neighbour,’ said perard , 

‘ we shall miss you, I doubt i;ot, eh, Sybil ’ ’ 

But Sybil had turned away her head ; she was leanmg 
over and seemed to be caressing Harold, and was silent 
How much Egremont would have liked to have offered 
or invited correspondence , to have proffered his services 
when the occasion permitted , to have said or proposed 
many things that might have cherished their acquamtance 
or friendship , but, embarrassed by his mcognito and all 
its consequent deception, he could do nothmg but tenderly 
express his regret at partmg, and speak vaguely and 
almost mysteriously of their soon meetmg agam He 
held out agam his hand to Gerard, who ^ook it heartily : 
then approaching Sybil, Egremont said, ‘ You have shown 
me a thousand kindnesses, which I cherish,’ he added m a 
lower tone, ‘ above all human circumstances Would you 
deign to let this volume he upon your tabled’ and he 
offered Sybil an English translation of Thomas a Kempis, 
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illustrated by some masterpieces In its first page was 
written ‘ Sybil, from a faithiul friend ’ 

‘ I accept it/ said Sybil, with a trembling voice and 
rather pale, ‘ in remembrance of a friend * She held forth 
her hand to Egremont, who retamed it for an mstant, 
and then, bending very low, pressed it to his lips. As 
with an agitated heart he hastily crossed the threshold 
of the cottage, lomethmg seemed to hold him back He 
turned round The bloodhound had seized him, by the 
coat, and looked up to him with an expression of affec- 
tionate remonstrance agamst his departure Egremont 
bent down, caressed Harold, ahid released himself from 
his grasp. 

When Egremont left the cottage, he found the country 
enveloped m a thick white mist, so that had it not been 
for some huge black shadows? winch he recognized as the 
crests of trees, it would have been very difficult to dis- 
criminate the earth from the sky, and, the mist thickening 
as he advanced, even these fallacious landmarks threatened 
to disappear He had to walk to Mowbray to catch a 
mght tram for London Every moment was valuable, 
but the unexpected and increasing obscurity rendered his 
progress slow and even perilous The contiguity to the 
river made every step important He had, according to 
his calculations, proceeded nearly as far as his old resi- 
dence, and notwithstanding the careless courage of youth 
and the annoyance of rehnquishmg a project, intolerable 
at that season of life, was meditatmg the expediency of 
renouncing that mght the attempt on Mowbray and of 
gaming his former quarters for shelter. He stopped, as 
he had stopped several times before, to calculate rather 
than to observe The mist was so thick that he could not 
see his own extended hand It was not the first tune that 
it had occurred to him that some one or some thing was 
hovering about his course. 

‘ Who IS there ? * exclaimed Egremont. But no one 
answered 

He moved on a little, but very slowly. He felt assured 
that his ear caught a contiguous step He repeated his 
mterrogatory m a louder tone, but it obtamed no response. 
Agam he stopped Suddenly he was seized, an iron 
grasp assailed his throat, a hand of steel gripped his arm. 
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The unexpected onset hurried him on. The sound ol 
waters assured him that he was approaching the pre- 
cipitous bank of that part of the river which, from a 
ledge of pointed rocks, here formed rapids Vigorous and 
desperate, Egremont plunged like some strong animal 
on whom a beast of prey had made a fatal sprmg His 
feet clung to the earth as if they werS held ^ by some 
magnetic power With his disengaged arm he grappled 
with his mysterious and unseen foe 
At this moment he heard the deep bay of a hound 
‘ Harold * ’ he exclaimed The dog, mvisible, sprang 
forward and seized upon his assailant So violent was 
the impulse that Egremont staggered and fell, but he fell 
freed from his dark enemy. Stunned and exhausted, 
some moments elapsed before he was entirely himself. 
The wmd had suddenly changed, a violent gust had 
partially dispelled the mist , the outhne of the landscape 
was m many places visible. Beneath him were the rapids 
of the Mowe, over which a watery moon threw a famt, 
flickermg light. Egremont was lymg on its precipitous 
bank , and Harold pantmg was leaning over him and 
looking m his face, and sometimes hckmg him with that 
tongue which, though not gifted with speech, had spoken 
so seasonably m the moment of danger. 


END OE THE THIRD BOOK. 
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CHAPTER I 

r 

‘ Are you going down to the House. Egerton ’ ’ inquired 
Mr Berners at Brooks’s, of a brother M P , about four 
o’clock in the early part of the spring of 1839 

‘ The moment I have sealed this letter , we will walk 
down together, if you like , ’ and m a few minutes they 
left the club 

‘ Our fellows are in a sort of fright about this Jamaica 
Bill,’ said IMr Egerton, m an undertone, as if he were 
afraid a passer-by might hear him ‘ Don’t say anything 
about it, but there’s a screw loose ’ 

‘ The deuce ’ But how do you mean ? ’ 

‘ They say the Rads are going to throw us over.* 

‘ Tal^talk They have threatened this half a dozen 
times Smoke, sir , it will end in smoke ’ 

‘ I hope it may , but I know, in great confidence, roind 
you, that Lord John was saying somethmg about it 
yesterday ’ 

‘ That may be ; I believe our fellows are heartily sick 
of the busmess, and perhaps would be glad of an excuse 
to break up the Government but we must not have 
Peel in , nothing could prevent dissolution ’ 

‘ Their fellows go about and say that Peel would not 
dissolve if he came m.’ 

‘ Trust him ’ ’ 

‘ He has had enough of dissolutions, they say ’ 

‘ Why, after aH, they have not done him much harm. 
Even — 34 was a hit ’ 

‘ Whoever dissolves,’ said Mr Egerton, ‘ I don’t think 
there will be much of a majority either way m our 
time ’ 

‘ We have seen strange things,’ said Mr. Berners. 
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‘ They never would think of breaking up the Govern- 
ment without makmg their peers,’ said Jtir Egerton 
‘ The Queen is not over partial to making more peers , 
and w^hen parties are in the piesent state ot equahty, the 
Sovereign is no longer a mere pageant ’ 

‘ They say her Majesty is more touched about these 
affairs of the Chartists than anything# else,’ said Mr 
Egerton ’ 

‘ They are rather queer , but for my part I have no 
serious fears of a Jacquerie ’ 

‘Not if it comes to ^ outbreak , but a passive re- 
sistance Jacquerie is altogether a different tiung When 
we see a regular Convention assembled m London and 
holding its dady meetmgs in Palace Yard, and a general 
mclination evinced throughout the country to refrain 
from the consumption of excisable articles, I cannot help 
thinking that affairs are more serious than you imagme. 
I know the Government are all on the qui mve ’ 

‘ Just the fellows we wanted > ’ exclaimed Lord Fitz- 
Heron, who was leaning on the arm of Lord IVhlford, and 
who met ]Mr Egerton and his friend m Pall Mall 

‘ We want a brace of pairs,’ said Lord Milford ‘ Will 
you two fellows pair ’ ’ 

‘I must go down,’ said Mr Egerton, ‘but J^will pair 
from half- past seven to eleven ’ 

‘ I just paired with Ormsloy at White’s,’ said Berners ; 
‘not half an hour ago We are both gomg to dme at 
Eskdale’s and so it was arranged Have you any news 
to-day ’ ’ 

‘ Nothing , except that they say that Alfred Mount- 
chesney is gomg to marry Lady Joan Fitz-Warene,’ said 
Lord MiKord 

‘ She has been given to so many,’ said Mr Egerton 
‘It IS always so with these great heiresses,’ said his 
compamon ‘ They never marry They cannot bear the 
thought of sharing their money. I bet Lady Joan will 
turn out another specimen of the Tabi^ha Ceobsus ’ 
‘Well, put down our pair, Egerton,’ said Lord Fitz- 
Heron ‘ You do not dme at Sidoma’s by any chance ’ 

‘ Would that I did ’ You wiH have the best dishes 
and the best guests. I feed at old Malton’s perhaps a 
Ute-h-Ute Scotch broth and to tell him the news ! ’ 



208 


A TRUE FRIEND 


‘ There is nothing like being a dutiful nephew, par- 
ticularly when one’s uncle is a bachelor and has twenty 
thousand a year,’ said Lord MiKord ‘ Au revoir * I 
suppose there wiU be no division to-mght ’ 

‘ No chance ’ 

Egerton and Berners walked on a little farther As 
they came to the Golden BaU, a lady quitting the shop 
was just about to get into her carnage , she stopped as 
she recogmzed them It was Lady Firebrace 

‘ Ah » Mr Berners, how d’ye do ? You were just the 
person I wanted to see ’ Hof/ is Lady Augusta, Mr 
Egerton ’ You have no idea, hir Berners, how I have 
been fightmg your battles * ’ 

‘ Really, Lady Firebrace,’ said Mr Berners, rather 
uneasy, for he had perhaps, like most of us, a peculiar 
dislike to bemg attacked or cheapened ‘ You are too 
good ’ 

* Oh ’ I don’t care what a person’s politics are ’ ’ 
exclaimed Lady Firebrace, with an air of affectionate 
devotion ‘ I should be very glad indeed to see you one 
of us You know your father was ' But if any one is 
my fnend, I never hear him attacked behind his back 
without fighting his battles . and I certainly did fight 
yours lagjt mght ’ 

‘ Pray tell me where it was^ ? ’ 

‘ Lady Crumbleford ’ 

‘ Confound Lady Crumbleford ’ ’ said Mr. Berners, in- 
dignant, but a little reheved 

‘ No, no ; Lady Crumbleford told Lady Alicia Severn ’ 
‘ Yes, yes,’ said Berners, a little pale, for he was touched 
‘ But I cannot stop,’ said Lady Firebrace ‘ I must be 
with Lady St Julians exactly at a quarter past four , ’ 
and she sprang into her carriage 

‘ I would sooner meet any woman in London than Lady 
Firebrace,’ said Mr Berners , ‘ she makes me uneasy for 
the day she contrives to convince me that the whole 
world are employed behmd my back m abusmg or ridicul- 
ing me ’ 

‘ It is her way,’ said Egerton , ‘ she proves her zeal by 
showing you that you are odious It is very successM 
with people of weak nerves. Scared at then general 
unpopularity, they seek refuge with the very person 
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wKo at the same time assures them of their odium and 
alone beheves it unjust She rules that poor old goose, 
Lady Gramshawe, who feels that Lady Firebrace makes 
her life miserable, but is convmced that if she break with 
the torturer, she loses her only fiiend.’ 

‘ There goes a man who is as much altered as any fellow 
of our time ’ 

‘ Not in his looks , I was thmking the other right that 
he was better looking than ever ’ 

‘ Oh ’ no ; not m his looks ; but m his life I was at 
Christchurch with him, atid we entered the world about 
the same time I was rather before him He did every- 
thing; and did it well And no^ one never sees him, 
except at the House. He goes nowhere ; and they tell 
me he is a regular readmg man ’ 

‘ Do you thmk he looks to office ’ ’ 

* He does not put himself forward ’ 

* He attends , and his brother will always be able to* 
get anything for him,’ said Egerton 

‘ Oh ' he and Marney never speak , they hate each other ’ 

‘ By Jove f however, there is his mother ; with this 
marriage of hers and Deloraine House, she will be their 
grandest dame ’ 

‘ She is the only good woman the Tones have^ I think 
their others do them harm, ^from Lady St Julians down 
to your friend Lady Eirebrace I wish Lady Deloraine 
were with us She keeps their men together wonderfully , 
makes her house agreeable , and then her manner — ^it 
certainly is perfect , natural, and yet refined ’ 

‘ Lady Mma Blake has an idea that, far from looking 
to office, Egremont’s heart is famtly with his party ; 

and that if it were not for the Marchioness ’ 

‘ We might gam him, eh ’ ’ 

‘ Hem , I hardly know that • he has got crotchets about 
the people, I am told ’ 

‘ What, the ballot and household suffrage ’ ’ 

‘ Gad, I beheve it is quite a different Sort of a thing I 
do not know what it is exactly ; but I understand he is 
crotchety ’ 

‘Well, that will not do for Peel He does not like 
crotchety men Do you see that, Egerton ’ * 

At this moment, Mi Egerton and his friend were about 
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to step over from Trafalgar Square to Charmg Cross They 
observed the carriages of Lady^ St Julians and the 
Marchioness of Delorame drawn up side by side m the 
middle of the street, and those two eminent stateswomen 
m earnest conversation Egerton and Berners bowed 
and smiled, hut could not hear the brief but not un- 
interestmg words that have nevertheless reached us 
‘ I give them eleven,’ said Lady St Julians 
‘ Well, Charles tells me,’ said Lady Delorame, ‘ that Sir 
Thomas says so, and he certainly is generally right , but 
it IS not Charles’s own opinion.’^. 

‘ Sir Thomas, I know, gives them eleven,’ said Lady 
St Juhans , ‘ and that would satisfy me , and we wdl 
say eleven But I have a list here,’ and she slightly 
elevated her brow, and then^ glanced at Lady Delorame 
wath a piquant am, ‘ which proves that they cannot have 
more than mne , but this is m the greatest confidence 
of course between us there can be no secrets It is Mr 
Tadpole’s hst , nobody has seen it but me , not even 
Sir Robert Lord Grubminster has had a stroke , they 
are conceahng it, but Mr Tadpole has found it out They 
wanted to pam him ofi with Colonel Fantomme, who they 
think is dying , but Mr Tadpole has got a mesmerist who 
has done wonders for him, and who has guaranteed that 
he shall Vote Well, that makes a difference of one.’ 

‘ And then Sm Henry Chuiton ’ 

‘ Oh ’ you know it,’ said Lady St Juhans, lookmg 
shghtly mortified ‘ Yes , he votes with us ’ 

Lady Delorame shook her head ‘ I think,’ she said, 
‘ I know the origm of that report Qmte a mistake He 
is in a bad humour, has been so the whole session, and he 
was at Lady Ahce Fermyne’s and did say aU sorts of thmgs 
All that IS true But he told Charles this mornmg on a 
committee, that he should vote with the Government ’ 

‘ Stupid man ’ ’ exclaimed Lady St Juhans , ‘ I never 
could bear him And I have sent his vulgar wife and 
great starmg daughter a card for next Wednesday ’ Well, 
I hope affams wfil soon be brought to a crisis, for I do not 
think I can bear much longer this life of perpetual sacri- 
fice,’ added Lady St. Juhans, a little out of temper, both 
because she had lost a vote and found her friend and rival 
better informed than herself 
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‘ There is no chance of a division to-mght/ said Lady 
Belorame 

‘ That IS settled,’ said Lady St Julians * Adieu,' my 
dear friend We meet, I believe, at dinner ’ ’ 

‘Plotting,’ said ]VIr Egerton to Mr. Berners, as they 
passed the great ladies 

‘ The only consolation one has,’ said erners, ‘ is, that 
if they do turn us out. Lady Delorame and*Lady St. 
Julians must quarrel, for they both want the same thing ’ 
‘ Lady Delorame will have it,’ said Egerton 
Here they picked up Mr. J erm 3 m, a young Tory M P , 
whom perhaps the reader may remember at Mowbray 
Castle , and they "walked on together, Egerton and Berners 
trying to pump him as to the expectations of his friends. 

‘ How will Trodgits go ’ ’• said Egerton 
‘ I think Trodgits will stay away,’ said Jermyn 
‘Who do you give that new man to — ^that north- 
country borough fellow , — ^what’s his name ’ ’ said Berners. 
‘ Blugsby ’ oh, Blugsby dined with Peel,’ said J ermyn 
‘ Our fello"ws say dinners are no good,’ said Egerton ; 
*and they certainly are a cursed bore but you may 
depend upon it they do for the burgesses We don’t dme 
our men half enough Now Blugsby was just the sort of 
fellow to be caught by dinmg with Peel , and I^dare say 
they made Peel remember to take wme "with him We got 
Melbourne to give a grand feed the other day to some of 
our men who want attention they say, and he did not 
take wme with a smgle guest He forgot I wonder 
what they are domg at the House > Here’s Spencer May, 
he will tell us Well, what is going on ’ ’ 

‘ WiSHY is down, and Washy up.’ 

‘ No division, of course ’ 

‘ Not a chance , a regular covey ready on both sides.* 


CHAPTER II 

Oh the mormng of the same day that Mr Egerton and his 
friend Mr Berners walked down together to the House of 
Commons, as appears m our last chapter, Egremont had 
made a visit to his mother, who had married, since the 
commencement of this history, the Marquess of Delorame, 



212 


LADY HARNEY’S MARRIAGE 


a great noble who had always been her admirer The 
family had been estabhshed by a lawyer, and recently m 
OUT” history The present Lord Deiorame, though he was 
gartered and had been a viceroy, was only the grandson 
of an attorney, but one who, conscious of his powers, had 
been called to the Bar and died an ex- chancellor A 
certain talent was hereditary in the family. The attorney’s 
son had been a successful courtier, and had planted him- 
self in the cabinet for a quarter of a century It was a 
maxim in this family to make great alhances , so the 
blood progressively refined, and the connexions were 
always distmguished by power and fashion It was a 
great hit, in the second generation of an earldom, to 
convert the coronet into that of a marquis , but the son 
of the old chancellor lived in^ stirring times, and cruised 
for his object with the same devoted patience with which 
Lord Anson watched for the galleon It came at last, 
as everything does if men are firm and calm The present 
marquess, through his ancestry and his first wife, was 
allied with the highest houses of the realm, and looked 
them peer He might have been selected as the personi- 
fication of aristocracy so noble was his appearance, so 
distinguished his manner , his bow gamed every eye, his 
smile every heart He was also very accomplished, and 
not lU-miibrmed , had read a httle, and thought a little, 
and was m every respect a "^most superior man , alike 
famed for his favour by the fair, and the constancy of his 
homage to the charming Lady Harney. 

Lord Deiorame was not very rich ; but he was not 
embarrassed, and had the appearance of princely wealth ; 
a splendid family mansion with a courtyard , a noble 
country-seat with a magnificent park, mcludmg a quite 
celebrated lake, but with very few farms attached to it 
He however held a good patent place which had been 
conferred on his descendants by the old chancellor, and 
this brought m annually some thousands His marriage 
with Lady Harney’ was quite an affair of the heart ; her 
considerable jomture however did not dimmish the lustre 
of his position 

It was this impendmg marriage, and the anxiety of 
Lady Harney to see Egremont’s affairs settled before it 
took place, which about a year and a haH ago had mduced 
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her to summon him so urgently from Mowedale, which the 
reader perhaps may not have forgotten And now 
Egremont is paymg one of his almost daily visits to his 
mother at Deiorame House. 

‘A truce to pohtics, my dear Charles,’ said Lady Marney , 
' you must be weaned with my inquiries Besides, I do 
not take the sangume view of affairs m which some of our 
friends mdulge I am one of those who think the pear is 
not ripe These men wiU totter on, and longel^ perhaps 
than even themselves imagme I want to speak of some- 
thmg very different To-morrow, my dear son, is your 
birthday Now I should grieve were it to pass without 
your receiving somethmg which showed that its recollec- 
tion was cherished by your mother But of aU silly 
thmgs m the world, the silliest is a present that is not 
wanted It destroys the sontmient a little, perhaps, but 
it enhances the gift, if I ask you m the most literal manner 
to assist me m givmg you something that really would 
please you ’ ’ 

‘ But how can I, my dear mother ’ ’ said Egremont 
‘You have ever been so kmd and so generous that I 
hterally want nathmg ’ 

‘ Oh * you cannot be such a fortunate man as to want 
nothing, Charles,’ said Lady Marney with a smile ‘A 
dressmg-case you have , your rooms are furmshe^enough : 
aH this is m my way , but there are such thmgs as horses 
and guns, of which I know nothmg, but which men 
always require You must want a horse or a gun, Charles 
Well, I should like you to get either , the finest, the most 
valuable that money can purchase Or a brougham, 
Charles , what do you think of a new brougham AVould 
you like that Barker should build you a brougham ’ ’ 

‘You are too good, my dear mother I have horses 
and guns enough , and my present carriage is all I can 
desire ’ 

‘ You will not assist me, then ? You are resolved that 
I shall do something very stupid. For to give you some- 
thmg I am determmed ’ 

‘WeU, my dear mother,’ said Egremont smilmg, and 
lookmg round, ‘ give me somethmg that is here.’ 

‘ Choose then,’ said Lady Marney , and she looked 
round the satm walls of her apartment, covered with 
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cabinet pictures of exquisite art, and tlien at Jier tabl 
crowded with precious and fantastic toys 

‘ It would be plunder, my dear mpther,’ said Egremont. 
‘ No, no , you have said it , you shall choose some- 
thing WiU you have those vases ’ and she pointed to 
an almost matchless specimen of old Sevres porcelain 
‘ They are m too becoming a position to be disturbed,’ 
said Egremont, and would ill suit my quiet chambers, 
where a btonze or a marble is my greatest ornament If 
you would permit me, I would rather choose a picture ’ 

‘ Then select one at once,’ said Lady Marney , ‘ I make 
no reservation, except that Watteau, for it was given me 
by your father before we were married. ShaU it be this 
Cuyp ’ ’ 

‘ I would rather choose this,’ said Egremont , and he 
pointed to the portrait of a samt by AUori • the face of a 
beautiful young girl, radiant and yet solemn, with rich 
tresses of golden brown hair, and large eyes dark as mght, 
frmged with ebon lashes that hung upon the glowing cheek. 

‘ Ah ’ you choose that * Well, that was a great 
favourite of poor Sir Thomas Lawrence But for my 
part I have never seen any one m the least hke it, and I 
think I am sure that you have not ’ 

‘ It reminds me ’ said Egremont musingly 

‘ Of w^t you have dreamed,’ said Lady Marney 
‘ Perhaps so,’ said Egremont ; ‘ indeed I thmk it must 
have been a dream ’ 

‘ Well, the vision shall stiU hover before you,’ said his 
mother , ‘ and you shall find this portrait to-morrow 
over your chimney m the Albany ’ 


CHAPTER III 

* Straxgees must withdraw ’ 

‘ Division clear the gallery Withdraw.’ 

‘ Nonsense , no , it’s quite ridiculous , quite absurd, 
ome fellow musF get up Send to the Carlton , send 
to the Reform ; send to Brooks’s Are your men ready ’ 
No ; are yours ^ I am sure I can’t say What does it 
mean ’ Most absurd ’ Are there many fellows in the 
hbrary ? The smokmg-room is quite full AH our men 
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are paired till half-past eleven It wants five minutes to 
the haH-hour What do you think of Trenchard’s speech ^ 
I don’t care for ourselves , I am sorry for him Well, 
that is very charitable* Withdraw, withdraw , you must 
withdraw ’ 

‘ Where are you going, FitzHeron ’ ’ said a Conservative 
whiplmg 

" I must go , I am paired till half-past eleven, and it 
wants some minutes, and my man is not^here.’ , 

‘ Confound it ’ ’ 

‘ How will it go ’ ’ 

‘ Gad, I don’t know.’ 

‘ Fishy, eh ’ ’ 

‘ Deuced ' ’ said the under- whip in an undertone, pale, 
and speakmg behmd his teeth * 

The division bell was sM rmgmg, peeis and diplo- 
matists and strangers were* turned out , members came 
rushmg m from the hbrary and smokmg-room, some 
desperate cabs 3ust arrived m time to land their pas- 
sengers m the waiting-room The doors were locked 
The mysteries of the Lobby are only for the imtiated 
Three-quarters of an hour after the division wms called, 
the result was known to the exoteric world Majority 
for Mmisters thirty-seven ’ Never had the opposition 
made such a bad division, and this too on their trial 
of strength for the session Everything wetTo wrong 
Lord Mdford was away without a pan Mr Ormsby, 
who had paired with Mr Berners, never came, and let 
his man poll , fox which he was mfimtely accursed, 
particularly by the expectant twelve hundred a-yearers, 
but, not wantmg anythmg himself, and havmg an mcome 
of forty thousand pounds paid quarterly, Mr, Ormsby 
bore then reported mdignation like a lamb 

There were several other similar or analogous mis- 
chances ; the Whigs contrived to poll Lord Grubmmster 
m a wheeled chan , he was unconscious, but had heard as 
much of the debate as a good many Colonel Fantomme, 
on the other hand, could not come to t e , the mesmerist 
had thrown him mto a trance from which it was fated 
he never should awake . but the crash of the mght was 
a speech made against the Opposition by one of then own 
men, Mr Trenohard, who voted with the Government. 
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‘ The rest may be accounted for,’ said Lady St Julians 
to Lady Deloraine the morning after , ‘ it is simply 
vexatious , it was a surprise and will be a lesson : but 
this affair of this Mr Trenchard—and they tell me that 
WiUiam Latimer was absolutely cheermg him the whole 
time — ^what does it mean ^ Do you know the man ? ’ 

‘ I have heard Charles speak of him, and I think much 
in his favour,’ s^aid Lady Delorame , ‘ if he were here, he 
would te^il us more about it I wonder he does not come 
he never misses looking m after a great division, and 
giving me all the news ’ 

‘ Do you know, my dear fneud,’ said Lady St Julians, 
with an air of some solemmty, ‘ I am half meditating a 
great move ^ This is not a time for trifling It is all 
very well for these people to boast of their division of 
last mght, but it was a surprise, and as great to them as 
to us I know there is dissension in the camp , ever 
since that Pmahty speech of Lord John, there has been 
a smouldermg sedition. Mr Tadpole knows aU about 
it , he has liaisons with the frondeurs This affair of 
Trenchard may do us the greatest possible injury When 
it comes to a fair fight, the Government have not more 
than twelve or so If Mr Trenchard and three or four 
others choose to make themselves of importance — ^you see ^ 
The danger is immment, it must be met with decision.’ 

‘ And "what do you propose domg ^ ’ 

‘ Has he a wife ^ 

‘I really do not know. I wish Charles would come, 
perhaps he could tell us.’ 

‘ I have no doubt he has,’ said Lady St Juhans ‘ One 
would have mot him, somehow or other, m the course of 
two years, if he had not been married. Well, married 

or unmarried, with his wife, or without his wife, ^I 

shall send him a card for Wednesday’ And Lady St 
Juha paused, overwhelmed as it were by the com- 
mensurate vastness of her idea and her sacrifice 

‘ Do not you think it would be rather sudden ^ ’ said 
Lady Deloraine ^ 

‘ What does that signify ? He will understand it , he 
will have gamed his object ; and all wfll be right ’ 

‘ But are you sure it is his object ? We do not know 
the an.’ 
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‘ What else can he hjs object ’ ’ said Lady St Jnhans 
‘ People get into Parhament to get on , their aims are 
indefinite If they haye mdulged in hallucinations about 
place before they enter the House, they are soon fr6ed 
from such distempered fancies , they find they have no 
more talent than other people, and if they had, they 
learn that power, patronage, and pay are reserved for us 
and our friends. Well then, like practical men, they look 
to some result, and they get it They are ask^ out to 
dinner more than they would be , they move rigmarole 
resolutions at nonsensical pubho meetmgs, and they 
get invited with their ^omen to assembhes at their 
leader’s, where they see stars and blue ribbons, and 
above all, us, who, they httle thml^, m appearmg on such 
occasions, make the greatest conceivable sacrifice Weil 
then, of course such peoples are entirely m one’s power, 
if one only had time and mclmation to notice them You 
can do anything with them Ask them to a baU, and 
they will give you their votes , mvite them to dinner, 
and, if necessary, they will rescmd them , but cultivate 
them, remember their wives at assemblies, and call their 
daughters, if possible, by their right names , and they 
will not only change their prmcipies or desert their party 
for you , but subscribe their fortunes, if necessary, and 
lay down their lives m your service ’ 

‘ You paint them to the life, my dear Lady St Juhans,’ 
said Lady Delorame laughmg , ‘ but, with such knowledge 
and such powers, why did you not save our boroughs ’ ’ 

‘ We had lost our heads, then, I must confess,’ said 
Lady St Julians ‘What with the dear Kmg and the 
dear Duke, we really had brought ourselves to believe 
that we lived m the days of Versailles or nearly , and I 
must admiu I think we had become a httle too exclusive 
Out of the cottage circle, there was really no world, and 
after all we were lost, not by msultmg the people, but 
by snubbmg the aristocracy ’ 

The servant announced Lady Eirebrace ‘ Oh ’ my 
dear Lady Delorame Oh • my dear I^dy St. Julians ’ ’ 
and she shook her head 

‘ You have no news, I suppose,’ said Lady St Julians 
‘ Only about that dreadfifi Mr. Trenchard ; yo’i know 
the reason why he ratted ? ’ 
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‘ No, indeed,’ said Lady St Julians with a sigh 
‘ An invitation to Lansdowne House, for himself and 
his wife ’ ’ 

Oh ’ he IS married then ’ ’ 

‘ Yes , she is at the bottom of it all Terms regularly 
settled beforehand I have a note here — all the facts’ 
And Lady Firebrace twirled in her hand a bulletin from 
Mr Tadpole »■ 

‘ Lans&owne House is destmed to cross me,’ said 
Lady St Juhans with bitterness 

‘ Well, it is very provokmg,’ said Lady Deloraine, 

‘ when you had made up yodr mind to ask them for 
Wednesday ’ 

‘ Yes, that alone is a sacrifice,’ said Lady St Julians 
‘ Talking over the division, I suppose,’ said Egremont 
as he entered 

‘ Ah ’ Mr Egremont,’ said Lady St Julians ‘ What 
a Jiachis you made of it ’ ’ 

Lady Firebrace shook her head, as it were reproachfully 
‘ Charles,’ said Lady Deloraine, ‘ we were talking of 
this Mr Trenchard Did I not once hear you say you 
knew something of hnn ’ 

‘ Why, he is one of my mtunate acquaintance ’ 

‘ Heavens ’ what a man for a friend ’ ’ said Lady 
St Juhajjs 

‘ Heavens ’ ’ echoed Lady Firebrace raismg her hands 
‘ And why did you not present him to me, Charles,’ 
said Lady Deloraine 
‘ I did ; at Lady Peel’s ’ 

‘ And why did you not ask hun here ’ 

‘ I did several tunes , but he would not come ’ 

‘ He IS going to Lansdowne House, though,’ said Lady 
Firebrace 

‘ I suppose you wrote the leading article in the Stan- 
dard which I have ]ust read,’ said Egremont smiling. 
‘ It announces m large type the secret reasons of Mr. 
Trenchard’s vote ’ 

‘ It IS a fact,’ said Lady Firebrace 
‘ That Trenchard is going to Lansdowne House to-night ; 
very likely I have met hun at Lansdowne House half a 
dozen tunes He is very mtunate with the family, and 
lives m the same county ’ 
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‘ But Ills wife,’ said Lady Firebrace , ‘ that’s the* point 
he never could get bis wife there before ’ 

‘ He has none,’ said ^remont very quietly. 

‘ Then we may regain him,’ said Lady St Juhans with 
energy ‘ You shall make a little dinner to Greenwich, 
Mr Egremont, and I will sit nest to him ’ 

‘ Fortunate Trenchard ’ ’ said Egremont ‘ But do you 
know I fear he is hardly vorthy of his k)t He has a 
horror of fine ladies , and there is nothing m tl^ world 
he more avoids than what you call Society. At home, 
as this mornmg when I breakfasted with him, or m a 
circle of his mtimates, he^ is the best company in the 
world, no one so well informed, fuller of rich humour, 
and more smcerely amiable He ,is popular with all 
who know him — except Taper, Lady St Julians, and 
Tadpole, Lady Firebrace ’ • 

‘Well, I think I will ask him still for Wednesday,’ 
said Lady St Juhans , ‘ and I will write him a httle 
note If Society is not his object, what is ’ ’ 

‘ Aye f ’ said Egremont, ‘ there is a great question for 
you and Lady Firebrace to ponder over This is a lesson 
for you fine ladies, who think you can govern the world 
by what you call your social influences asking people 
once or twice a year to an inconvement crowd m your 
house ; now haughtily smirking, and now impei^t-inently 
staring, at them , and flattermg yourselves all this time, 
that, to have the occasional* privilege of entering your 
saloons, and the periodical experience of your msolent 
recogmtion, is to be a reward for great exertions, or, if 
necessary, an mducement to infamous tergiversation.’ 


CHAPTER IV 

It was mght • clear and serene, though the moon had not 
risen , and a vast concourse of persons were assemblmg 
on Mowbray Moor The chief gatherms collected in the 
vicmity of some huge rocks, one of wmch, pre-eminent 
above its feUows, and having a broad flat head, on which 
some twenty perso ght easily stand at the same 
time, was called the Druid’s Altar The ground about 
was strewn with stony fragments, covered to-mght with 
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iiiiman beings, who found a convenient resting-place 
amid these rums of some ancient temple, or relics of 
some ancient world. The shadowy concourse mcreased, 
the dim circle of the nocturnal assemblage each moment 
spread and widened , there was the hum and stir of 
many thousands Suddenly in the distance the sound 
of martial music : and instantly, quick as the hghtnmg, 
and far more*' wild, each person present brandished a 
flaming** torch, amid a chorus of cheers, that, renewed 
and resounding, floated far away over the broad bosom 
of the dusk wilderness 

The music and the banners ''denoted the arrival of the 
leaders of the people They mounted the craggy ascent 
that led to the summit of the Druid’s Altar, and there, 
surrounded by his companions, amid the enthusiastic 
shouts of the multitude, Walter Gerard came forth to 
address a Torch-light Meeting 

His tall form seemed colossal m the uncertam and 
flickermg light, his rich and powerful voice reached almost 
to the utmost limit of his vast audience, now stiU with 
expectation and silent with excitement. Then fixed and 
eagei glance, the mouth compressed with fierce resolution 
or distended by novel sympathy, as they listened to the 
exposition of them wrongs, and the vmdioation of the 
sacred rights of labour — ^the shouts and waving of the 
torches as some bright or ]bold phrase touched them to 
the quick — ^the cause, the hour, the scene — ^all combmed 
to render the assemblage m a high degree excitmg 

‘ I wonder if Warner wall speak to-mght,’ said Dandy 
Mick to Devilsdust 

‘ He can’t pitch it m like Gerard.’ replied his companion 

‘ But he IS a trump m the tender,’ said the Dandy. 
‘ The Hand-looms looks to him as their man, and that’s a 
powerful section ’ 

‘ If you come to the depth of a question, there’s nothmg 
like Stephen Morley,’ said Devilsdust ‘ ’Twould take 
six clergymen ajiy day to settle him He knows the 
prmciples of society by heart. But Gerard gets hold of 
the passions ’ 

* And that’s the way to do the trick,’ said Dandy Mick. 
‘ I wish he would say march, and no mistake.’ 

‘ There is a great deal to do before saymg that,’ said 
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Devilsdust ‘ We must have discussion, because when it 
comes to reasoning, the oligarchs have not got a leg to 
stand on , and we must stop the consumption of excis- 
able articles, and when they have no tm to pay the 

bayonets and their b ^y pohce, they are dished ’ 

‘ You have a long head, Dusty,’ said Mick. 

* Why I have been thinking of it ever smce I knew two 
and two made four,’ said his friend ‘ was ]jot ten 
years old when I said to myself — ^It’s a pretty go this, 
that I should be toilmg m a shoddy-hole to pay the taxes 
for a gentleman what drm]j:s his port wme and stretches 
his legs on a Turkey carpet Hear, hear,’ he suddenly 
exclaimed, as Gerard threw off a stmgmg sentence ' Ah » 
that’s the man for the people You* will see, Mick, what- 
ever happens, Gerard is the man who wtiE always lead ’ 
Gerard had ceased amid * enthusiastic plaudits, and 
Warner — ^that hand-loom weaver whom the reader may 
recollect, and who had since become a popular leader 
and one of the prmcipal followers of Gerard — ^had also 
addressed the multitude. They had cheered and shouted, 
and voted resolutions, and the busmess of the mght was 
over. Now they were enjomed to disperse in order and 
depart m peace. The band sounded a triumphant re- 
treat ; the leaders had descended from the Druid’s Altar , 
the multitude were meltmg away, bearmg baclr to the 
town their high resolves d pantmg thoughts, and 
echomg in many quarters the suggestive appeals of those 
who had addressed them. Dandy Mick and Devilsdust 
departed together ; the busmess of their mght had not 
yet commenced, and it was an important one 

They took their way to that suburb whither Gerard and 
Morley repaired the evemng of their return from Mamey 
Abbey ; but it was not on this occasion to pay a visit to 
Chaffing Jack and his brilliant saloon Wmdmg through 
any obscure lanes, Mick and his friend at length turned 
* to a passage which ended m a square court of a not m- 
considerable size, and which was surrounded by high bmld- 
mgs that had the appearance of warehouses Entermg one 
of these, and taking up a dim lamp that w placed on the 
stone of an empty hearth, Devilsdust led his fnend through 
several unoccupied and unfurnished rooms, until he came 
to one m which there were some signs of occupation. 
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‘ Now, Mick,’ said he, in a very earnest, almost solemn 
tone, ‘ are you firm ? ’ ^ 

‘ All right, my hearty,’ replied his friend, though not 
without some affectation of ease 

^ There is a good deal to go through,’ said Devilsdust 
‘ It tries a man ’ 

‘ You don’t rmean that ^ ’ 

‘ But*^ you are firm, all’s right. Now I must leave you.’ 

‘ No, no. Dusty,’ said Mick 

‘ I must go,’ said Devilsdust , ‘ and you must rest here 
till you are sent for Now mmd — ^whatever is bid you, 
obey , and whatever you see, be quiet There,’ and 
De-^sdust, takmg a ^ask out of his pocket, held it forth 
to his friend, ‘ give a good pull, man, I can’t leave it you, 
for though your heart must-be warm, your head must be 
cool,’ and so saymg he vanished 

Notwithstandmg the animating draught, the heart of 
Mick Eadley trembled There are some moments when 
the nervous system defies even brandy Mick was on 
the eve of a great and solemn incident, round which for 
years his imagination had gathered and brooded Often 
m that imagmation he had conceived the scene, and 
successfully confronted its perils or its trials. Often had 
the occasion been the drama of many a triumphant 
reverie, but the stern presence of reality had dispelled all 
his fancy and all his courage. He recalled the warning of 
Julia, who had often dissuaded him from the impending 
step , that warnmg received with so much scorn and 
treated with so much levity He began to think that 
women were always right , that Devilsdust was after all 
a dangerous counsellor, he even meditated over the 
possibility of a retreat He looked around him the 
glimmering lamp scarcely indicated the outlme of the 
obscure chamber It was lofty, nor in the obscurity was 
it possible for the eye to reach the ceihng, which several 
huge beams seemed to cross transversely, loommg in the 
darkness Ther^ was apparently no wondow, and the 
door by which they had entered was not easily to be recog- 
mzed Mick had just taken up the lamp and was sur- 
veymg his position, when a shght noise startled him, and 
lookmg round he beheld at some little distance two forms 
which he hoped were human 
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Enveloped in dark cloaks and wearing black naasks, a 
conical cap of the same colour adding to their considerable 
height, each held a tdrch They stood m silence — ^two 
awful sentries 

Their appearance appalled, their stiUness terrified, 
Mick • he remained with his mouth open, and the lamp 
in his extended hand At length, unable any longer to 
sustam the solemn mystery, and pluckm| up h]§ natural 
audacity, he exclaimed, ‘ I say, what do you want ’ 

All was silent 

‘ Come, come,’ said M^ck, much alarmed ; ' none of 
this sort of thmg. I say, you must speak though ’ 

The figures advanced , they stuck their torches m a 
mche that was by , and then they ’placed each of them a 
hand on the shoulder of Mick 

‘No, no, none of that,’ ’said Mick, trymg to disem- 
barrass himself 

But, notwithstanding this fresh appeal, one of the 
silent masks pmioned his arms , and m a moment the 
eyes of the helpless friend of Bevilsdust were bandaged 
Conducted by these guides, it seemed to Mick that he 
was traversing mterminable rooms, or rather galleries, for, 
once stretchmg out his arm, while one of his supporters 
had momentarily quitted him to open some gate or door, 
Mick touched a wall At length one of the masks spoke, 
and said, ‘ In five minutes y^u wiU be m the presence of 
the Seven — prepare ’ 

At this moment rose the sound of distant voices smgmg 
in concert, and gradually increasing m volume as Mick 
and the masks advanced One of these attendants now 
notifying to their charge that he must kneel dowm, Mick 
found he rested on a cushion, while at the same time, his 
arms still pmioned, he seemed to be left alone. 

The voices became louder and louder , Mick could dis- 
tmguish the words and burthen of the hymn, he was 
sensible that many persons were entermg the apartment ; 
he could distinguish the measured trewi of some solemn 
procession Bound the chamber, more than once, they 
moved with slow and awful step Suddenly that move- 
ment ceased , there was a pause of a few minutes , at 
length a voice spoke ‘ I denounce John Briars ’ 

‘ Why ’ ’ said another 
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‘ He offers to take nothing but piece-work , the man 
who does piece-work is guilty of less defensible conduct 
than a drunkard. The worst passions of our nature are 
enhsted in support of piece-work Avarice, meanness, 
cunnmg, hypocrisy, all excite and feed upon the miserable 
votary who works by the task and not by the hour A 
man who earns by piece-work forty shillmgs per week, the 
usual wa^es for nay- work bemg twenty, robs his fellows of a 
week’s employment , therefore I denounce John Briars ’ 

‘ Let it go forth,’ said the other voice , ‘ John Briars is 
denounced If he receive another week’s wages by the 
piece, he shall not have the option of workmg the week 
after for time No 87, see to John Briars.’ 

‘ I denounce ClaughToon & Hicks,’ said another voice. 

‘ Why ’ ’ 

‘ They have removed Gregory Ray from being a super- 
mtendent because he belonged to this lodge ’ 

‘ Brethren, is it your pleasure that there shall be a turn 
out for ten days at Claughton & Hicks ’ ’ 

‘ It is our pleasure,’ cried several voices 
‘ No 34, give orders to-morrow that the works at 
Claughton &; Hicks stop till further orders ’ 

‘ Brethren,’ said another voice, ‘ I propose the expulsion 
from this Umon, of any member who shall be known to 
boast superior abihty, as to either the quantity 

or quahty of work he can do, either m pubhc or private 
company. Is it your pleasure ’ ’ 

‘ It is our pleasure ’ 

‘ Brethren,’ said a voice that seemed a presiding one, 
‘ before we proceed to the receipt of the revenue from the 
different districts of this lodge, there is, I am informed, a 
stranger present, who prays to be admitted mto our 
fratermty Are all robed in the ystic robe ? Are all 
asked m the secret mask ? ’ 

‘AUt’ 

‘ Then let us pray ’ ’ And thereupon, after a move- 
ment which mtumted that all present were kneeling, the 
presiding voice offered up an extemporary prayer of great 
power and even eloquence This was succeeded by the 
Hymn of Labour, and at its conclusion the arms of 
the neophyte were unpimoned, and then his eyes were 
unbandaged. 
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Mick found himself in a lofty and spacious room 
lighted with many tapers Its walls were hung with 
black cloth , at a tabid covered with the same material, 
were seated seven persons in surphces and masked, the 
president on a loftier seat , above which, on a pedestal, 
was a skeleton complete On each side of the skeleton 
was a man robed and masked, holding a^drawn sword ; 
and on each side of Mick was a man m the same garb 
holding a battle-axe On the table was the sacred volume 
open, and at a distance, ranged in order on each side of 
the room, v as a row of peijsons in white robes and white 
masks, and holding torches 

‘ Michael Hadley,’ said the president ‘ Do you 
voluntarily swear in the presence of Almighty God and 
before these witnesses, that^ou wiU execute with zeal 
and alacrity, as far as m you lies, every task and m3 unc- 
tion that the majority of your brethren, testified by the 
mandate of this grand committee, shall impose upon you, 
in furtherance of our common welfare, of which they are 
the sole judges , such as the chastisement of Nobs, the 
assassmation of oppressive and tyranmcal masters, or the 
demohtion of all mills, works and shops that shall be 
deemed by us mcorngible ? Do you swear this m the 
presence of Almighty God, and before these witnesses ’ ’ 

‘ I do swear it,’ replied a tremulous voice. 

‘ Then rise and kiss that bo©k ’ 

IVIick slowly rose from his kneelmg position, advanced 
with a trembhng step, and bendmg, embraced with 
reverence the open volume 

Immediately every one unmasked, Devilsdust came 
forward, and takmg IMick by the hand, led him to the 
president, who received him pronouncmg some mystic 
rhymes He was covered with a robe and presented with 
a torch, and then ranged in order with his compamons. 
Thus termmated the imtiation of Dandy Mck mto a> 
TRADES UNION. 


CHAPTER Y 

* His lordship has not yet rung his bell, gentlemen.’ 

It was the valet of Lord Milford that spoke, addressmg 
from the door of a house m Belgrave Square, about noon, 
291 H 
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a deputation from the National Convention, consistmg 
of two of its delegates, who waited on the young viscount, 
an “common with other members*^ of the legislatuie, m 
order to call his particular attention to the National 
Petition which the Convention had prepared, and which, 
in the course of the session, w^as to be presented by one 
of the member^ for Birmingham 

‘ I fe^ we are too early for these fine birds,’ said one 
delegate to the other ‘ A^o is next on our list ’ 

‘No 27, — Street, close by , Mr Thorough Base : 
he ought to be with the people, for his father was only a 
fiddler , but I understand he is quite an aristocrat, and 
has married a widow of quahty ’ 

‘ Well, knock ’ 

Mr Thorough Base was nqt at home ; had received the 
card of the delegates apprismg hm of the honour of then 
intended visit, but had made up his mind on the subject. 

No 18 m the same street received them more courte- 
ously Here resided Mr Kremlut, who, after listemng 
with patience, if not with interest, to their statement, 
apprised them that forms of government were of no 
consequence, and domestic policy of no interest , that 
there was only one subject which should engage the 
attention of pubhc men, because everything depended on 
it, — ^that' was our external system ; and that the only 
specific for a revival of tr^de and the contentment of 
the people, was a general settlement of the boundary ques- 
tions Finally, Mr. Kremlm urged upon the National 
Convention to recast their petition with this view, assur- 
ing them that on foreign pohcy they would have the pubhc 
with them 

The deputation, m reply, might have referred, as an 
evidence of the general mterest excited by questions of 
foreign pohcy, to the impossibility even of a leader 
ma kin g a House on one , and to the fact, that there are 
not three men m the House of Commons who eVen pre- 
tend to have aSy acquaintance with the external cir- 
cumstances of the country , they might have added, that, 
even m such an assembly, Mr. Kremlm himself was dis- 
tmguished for ignorance, for he had only one idea, — and 
that was wrong 

Their next visit was to Wriggle, a member for a 



THE DEPUTATION 


227 


metropolitan district, a disciple of Progress, who went 
with the tunes but who took particular good care to 
ascertain their complexion , and whose movements if 
expedient could partake of a regressive character As 
the Charter might some day turn up trumps as well as 
so many other unexpected cards and colours. Wriggle 
gave his adhesion to it, but, of course, only provisionally , 
provided, that is to say, he might vote agaii^fet it at 
present. But he saw no harm m it — ^not he, and should 
be prepared to support it when circumstances, that is to 
say the temper of the ti es, would permit him More 
could hardly be expected from a gentleman m the deli- 
neate position m which Wriggle f^und himself at this 
moment, for he had sohcited a baronetcy of the Whigs, 
and had secretly pledged hinjseK to Taper to vote agamst 
them on the impendmg Jamaica division. 

Bombastes Rip snubbed them, which was hard, for he 
had been one of themselves, had written confidential 
letters in 1831 to the Secretary of the Treasury, and 
‘ provided his expenses were paid,’ oSered to come up 
from the manufacturmg town he now represented, at the 
head of a hundred thousand men, and burn down Apsley 
House. But now Bombastes Rip talked of the great 
middle class ; of public order and public cre^t He 
would have said more to them, but had an appointment 
m the city, bemg a most active member of the committee 
for raismg a statue to the Duke of Wellington. 

Eloatwell received them m the pohtest manner, 
though he did not agree with them What he did agree 
with it was difficult to saj?- Clever, brisk, and bastlmg, 
with a umversity reputation, and without patrimony, 
FloatweU shrunk from the toils of a piofession, and in 
the hurry-skurry of reform found himself to his astomsh- 
ment a Barhament man There he had remamed, but 
why, the Fates alone knew. The fun of such a thmg 
must have evaporated with the novelty FloatweU had 
entered pubhc life m complete ignorance^of every subject 
which could possibly engage the attention of a public 
man He knew nothmg of history, national or constitu- 
tional law, had indeed none but puerile acquirements, 
and had seen nothmg of life Assiduous at committees, 
he gamed those superficial habits of busmess which are 
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competent to the conduct of ordinary affairs, and picked 
np in time some of the slang of economical qnestio 
Eioatwell began at once with a httle success, and he kept 
his little success , nobody envied him it , he hoarded 
his sixpences without excitmg any evil emulation He 
was one of those characters who above all thmgs shrink 
from isolation, , and who imagme they are gettmg on if 
they arc keeping company with some who stick like 
themselves He was always an idolater of some great 
personage who was on the shelf, and who, he was con- 
vinced, because the great personage assured him of it 
after dinner, would sooner or later turn out the man. At 
present, Floatwell swore by Lord Dunderhead , and the 
game of this little coterie, who dmed together and thought 
they were a party, was to be courteous to the Convention 

After the endurance of an almost mtermmable lecture 
on the currency from Mr who would pledge himself 

to the Charter if the Charter would pledge itself to one- 
pound notes, the two delegates had arrived in Piccadilly, 
and the next member upon the hst was Lord Valentine 

‘ It is two o’clock,’ said one of the delegates, ‘ I think 
we may venture , ’ so they knocked at the portal of the 
courtyard, and found they were awaited 

A private staircase led to the suite of rooms of Lord 
Valentin^, who hved m the family mansion The dele- 
gates were ushered through an antechamber into a saloon 
which opened mto a very fanciful conservatory, where 
amid tail tropical plants played a fountain. The saloon 
was hung with blue satm, and adorned with briUiant 
mirrors , its covered ceding was richly pamted, and its 
furniture became the rest of its decorations On one 
sofa were a number of portfolios, some open, fuU of 
drawings of costumes , a table of ^letra dura was covered 
with nchly-bound volumes that appeared to have been 
recently referred to ; several ancient swords of extreme 
beauty were lymg on a couch , m a comer of the room 
was a figure in Complete armour, black and gold, nobly 
inlaid, and graspmg m its gauntlet the ancient standard 
of England 

The two delegates of the National Convention stared 
at each other, as if to express their surprise that a dweller 
m such an abode should ever have permitted them to 
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enter it , but ere either of them could venture to speak, 
Lord Valentine made his appearance 

He was a young mai5, above the middle height, slender, 
broad-shouldered, small- waisted, of a graceful presence , 
he was very fair, with dark blue eyes, bright and m- 
telhgent, and features of classic precision , a small Greek 
cap crowned hiS long hght-browm hair, and he was en- 
veloped m a mormng robe of Indian shaves « 

‘ Well, gentlemen,’ said his lordship, as he invited them 
to be seated, in a clear and cheerful voice, and with an 
unaffected tone of frankjiess w’hich put his guests at 
their ease , ‘ I promised to see you , weU, what have you 
got to say ’ ’ 

The delegates made their accustomed statement ; they 
wished to pledge no one , aU that the people desired was 
a respectful discussion of *their claims , the national 
petition, signed by nearly a miihon and a half of the 
flower of the working classes, was shortly to be presented 
to the House of Commons, praymg the House to take 
mto consideration the five pomts m which the workmg- 
classes deemed their best mteres(3s mvolved; to wit, 
universal suffrage, vote by ballot, annual parliaments, 
salaried members, and the abohtion of the property 
qualification 

^ And supposmg these five pomts conceded,’ Said Lord 
Valentme, ‘ what do you mean to do ^ ’ 

‘ The people then being at length really represented,’ 
rephed one of the delegates, ‘ they would decide upon 
the measures which the mterests of the great majority 
require.’ 

‘I am not so clear about that,’ said Lord Valentme; 

‘ that IS the very pomt at issue I do not thmk the great 
majority are the best judges of their own mterests At 
all events, gentlemen, the respective advantages of aris- 
tocracy and democracy are a moot pomt Well then, 
findmg the question practically settled m this country, 
you will excuse me for not v/ishing to agitate it. I give 
you complete credit for the sincerity of your convictions, 
extend the same confidence to me You are democrats, 
I am an aristocrat My family has been eimobled for 
nearly three centuries , they bore a kmghtly name be- 
fore their elevation They have mamly and materially 
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assisted in making England what it is. They have shed 
their blood in many battles , I have had two ancestors 
killed in the command of onr fieets You vuil not 
underrate such services, even if you do not appreciate 
their conduct as statesmen, though that has often been 
laborious, and sometimes distmguished The finest trees 
m England we^e planted by my family , they raised 
several Cf your most beautiful churches , they have 
built bridges, made roads, dug mmes, and constructed 
canals, and dramed a marsh of a million of acres which 
bears our name to this day, aisd is now one of the most 
fiourishmg portions of the country You talk of our 
taxation and our wars^, and of your mventions and your 
mdustry Our wars converted an island mto an empire, 
and at any rate developed tjiat industry and stimulated 
those mventions of which you boast You teU me that 
you are the delegates of the unrepresented workmg classes 
of Mowbray. Why, what would Mowbray have been if 
it had not been for your aristocracy and their wars ’ 
Your town would not have existed, there would have 
been no working classes there to send up delegates In 
fact, you owe your very existence to us I have told 
you what my ancestors have done , I am prepared, if the 
occasion^equires it, not to disgrace them , I have m- 
herited their great position, and I tell you fairly, gentle- 
men, I will not relmquish it Vithout a struggle ’ 

‘Will you combat the people m that suit of armour, 
my lord ? ’ said one of the delegates smihng, but m a tone 
of kindness and respect 

‘ That suit of armour has combated for the people 
before this,’ said Lord Valentme, ‘ for it stood by Simon 
de Montfort on the field of Evesham ’ 

‘My lord,’ said the other delegate, ‘it is well known 
that you come from a great and honoured race , and we 
have seen enough to-day to show that in intelligence and 
spirit you are not unworthy of your ancestry But the 
great question, f^hich your lordship has mtroduced, not 
we, IS not to be decided by a happy mstance Your 
ancestors may have done great thmgs What wonder’ 
They were members of a very limited class, which had 
the monopoly of action And the people, have not they 
shed their blood m battle, though they may have com- 
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manded fleets less often than your lordship’s relatives ? 
And these mines and canals that you have excavated and 
constructed, these wodUs you have planted, these vaters 
you have drained — had the people no hand in these 
creations ? What share m these great works had that 
faculty of Labour whose sacred claims we now urge, but 
which for centuries have been passed over m contemp- 
tuous silence ’ No, my lord, we caU upon you ^ decide 
this question by the result The Aristocracy of England 
have had for three centuries the exercise of pover, for 
the last century and a half that exercise has been uncon- 
troUed , they form at this moment the most prosperous 
’class that the history of the world can furmsh as rich 
as the Roman senators, with sourc*es of convenience and 
enjoyment which modern science could alone supply All 
this IS not demed. Your order stands before Europe the 
most gorgeous of existing spectacles , though you have 
of late years dexterously thrown some of the odium of 
your polity upon that middle class which you despise, 
and who are despicable only because they imitaie you, 
your tenure of power is not m reality impaired You 
govern us stfll with absolute authority, — and you govern 
the most miserable people on the face of the globe ’ 

‘ And is this a fair description of the people of England ? ’ 
said Lord Valentine. ‘ A flash of rhetoric, I presume, 
that would place them lowei*than the Portuguese or the 
Poles, the serfs of Russia, or the lazzarom of Naples ’ 

‘ Infimtely lower,’ said the delegate, ‘ for they aie not 
only degraded, but conscious of their degradation They 
no longer beheve m any innate difference between the 
govermng and the governed classes of this country They 
are sufficiently enlightened to feel they are victims. 
Compared with the privileged classes of them own land, 
they are m a lower state than any other population com- 
pared with its privileged classes All is relative, my lord, 
and believe me, the relations of the working classes of 
England to its privileged orders are rel'Sitions of enmity, 
and therefore of peril ’ 

‘ The people must have leaders,’ said Lord Valentme 

‘ And they have found them,’ said the delegate. 

' When it comes to a push they will follow their nobihty,’ 
said Lord Valentme 
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* Will their nobility lead them ’ ’ said the other delegate 
‘ For my part, I do not pretend to be a philosopher, and 
if F saw a Simon de Montfort again*! should be content to 
fight Tinder his banner ’ 

‘ We have an aristocracy of wealth,’ said the delegate 
who had chiefly spoken ‘In a progressive civilization, 
wealth is the only means of class distmction ; but a new 
dispositicn of wealth may remove even this ’ 

‘ Ah ’ you want to get at our estates?’ said Lord Valen- 
tine, smiling , ‘ but the effort on your part may resolve 
society mto its original elements, and the old sources of 
distinction may again develop themselves.’ 

‘ Tall barons will not stand agamst Paixhans’ rockets,’ 
said the delegate ‘Slodern science has vindicated the 
natural equality of man ’ 

‘ And I must say I am very sorry for it,’ said the other 
delegate , ‘ for human strength always seems to me the 
natural process of setthng aftairs.’ 

‘ I am not surprised at your opimon,’ said Lord Valen- 
tme, turning to the delegate and smiling ‘ I should not 
be over-glad to meet you in a fray You stand some 
inches above six feet, or I am mistaken.’ 

‘ I was six feet two mches when I stopped growing,’ 
said the delegate ; ‘ and age has not stolen any of my 
height jet ’ 

‘ That suit of armour would fit you,’ said Lord Valen- 
tme, as they aU rose 

‘ And nught I ask your lordship,’ said the tall delegate, 
‘ why it is here ’ ’ 

‘ I am to represent Richard Cmur de Lion at the Queen’s 
ball,’ said Lord Valentme , ‘ and before my Sovereign I 
will not don a Drury Lane cuirass, so I got this up from 
my father’s castle ’ 

* Ah ’ I almost -wish the good old times of Ccbut de Lion 
were here agam,’ said the tall delegate. 

‘ And we should be serfs,’ said his compamon. 

‘I am not su^e of that,’ said the taU delegate ‘At 
any rate there was the free forest ’ 

‘ I like that young fellow,’ said the tall delegate to his 
companion, as they descended the staircase. 

‘ He has awful prejudices,’ said his friend 

‘ WeU, well ; he has his opmions and we have ours. 
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But iae IS a man , with clear, straightforward ideas, a 
frank, noble presence , and as good-lookmg a fellow as I 
ever set eyes on Where are we now ^ ’ 

‘ We have only one more name on our list to-day, and 
it IS at hand Letter K, No 1, Albany. Another member 
of the aristocracy, the Honourable Charles Egremont ’ 

‘ Well, I prefer them, as far as I can judge, to Wriggle, 
and Rip, and Thorough Base,’ said thi tall 4el^gate, 
laughmg ‘ I dare say we should have found Lord Milford 
a very jolly fellow, if he had only been up ’ 

‘ Here we are,’ said his co|npanion, as he knocked. ‘ Mr. 
Egremont, is he at home ? ’ 

, ‘ The gentlemen of the deputation Yes, my master 
gave particular orders that he was at home to you Will 
you walk in, gentlemen ’ 

‘ There, you see,’ said the till delegate ‘ This would be 
a lesson to Thorough Base ’ 

They sat down m an antechamber , the servant opened 
a mahogany foldmg-door which he shut after him, and 
announced to his master the arrival of the delegates 
Egremont was seated m his library, at a round table 
covered with writmg materials, books, and letters On 
another table were arranged his parliamentary papers, 
and piles of blue books The room was classicaUy fur- 
mshed On the mantelpiece were some ancieifl vases, 
which he had brought with him from Italy, standmg on 
each side of that picture of Allon of which we have spoken. 

The servant returned to the ante-room, and announcing 
to the delegates that his master was ready to receive them, 
ushered mto the presence of Egremont — ^Waltee Gebaed 
and Stephen Moeley. 


CHAPTER VI 

It is much to he deplored that our sacred buildings are 
generally closed, except at the stated pienods of pubhc 
resort. It is stiE more to he regretted that, when with 
difficulty entered, there is so much m their arrangements 
to offend the taste and outrage the feehngs In the 
tumult of life, a few minutes occasionaEy passed m the 
solemn shadow of some lofty and ancient aisle, exercise 
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very often a salutary influence they punfy the heart 
and elevate the mind, dispel many haunting fancies, 
and prevent many an act which otherwise might be re- 
pented The church would m this light still afford us a 
sanctuary , not agamst the power of the law but agamst 
the violence of our own will , not against the passions of 
man but agamst our own 

The Abbey bf Westminster rises amid the strife of 
factions Around its consecrated precmct some of the 
boldest and some of the worst deeds have been achieved 
or perpetrated sacrilege, ra;^ine, murder, and treason. 
Here robbery has been practised on the greatest scale 
known m modern ages : here ten thousand manors be- 
longing to the Order bf the Templars, without any proof, 
scarcely with a pretext, were forfeited m one day and 
divided among the monarcli and his chief nobles , here 
the great estate of the Church, which, whatever its articles 
of faith, belonged and still belongs to the people, was 
seized at various times, under various pretences, by an 
assembly that contmually changed the religion of then 
country and their own by a parliamentary majority, but 
which never refunded the booty. Here too was brought 
forth that monstrous conception which even patrician 
Rome m its most ruthless period never equalled — ^the 
mortgaging of the industry of the country to enrich and 
to protect property , an act which is now bringing its 
retributive consequences m a degraded and alienated 
population Here too have the innocent been impeached 
and hunted to death ; and a virtuous and able monarch 
martyred, because, among other benefits projected for 
bis people, he was of opmion that it was more for their 
advantage that the economic service of the State should 
be supplied by direct taxation levied by an individual 
known to all, than by mdirect taxation, raised by an 
irresponsible and fluctuating assembly But, thanks to 
parliamentary patriotism, the people of England were saved 
from ship-money, which money the wealthy paid, and only 
got m its stead the customs and excise, which the poor 
mainly supply. Rightly was King Charles surnamed the 
Martyr ; for he was the holocaust of direct taxation Never 
yet did man lay down his heroic life for so great a cause 
the cause of the Church and the cause of the Poor, 
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Evea now, m the quiet tunes m which we live, when 
public robbery is out ^ of fashion and takes the milder 
title of a comnussion of inquiry, and vhen there is ho 
treason except votmg against a minister, who, though he 
may have changed ail the policy which you have been 
elected to support, expects your vote and confidence all 
the same , even in this age of mean pas|ions and petty 
risks, it is something to step aside from Palace hlrd, and 
instead of hstenmg to a dull debate, where facts are only 
a repetition of the blue books you have already read, and 
the fancy an mgenious appisal to the recrimination of Han- 
sard, to enter the old Abbey and listen to an anthem * 

This was a favourite habit of Egrepaont, and, though the 
mean disciphne and sordid arrangements of the ecclesi- 
astical body to which the guardianship of the beautiful 
edifice IS entrusted have certainly done all that could mjure 
and impair the holy gemus of the place, it still was a 
habit often full of charm and consolation 
There is not perhaps another metropohtan population 
in the world that would tolerate such conduct as is pur- 
sued to ‘ that great lubber, the pubhc ’ by the Dean and 
Chapter of Westminster, and submit m silence to be shut 
out from the only building m the two cities w^hich is 
worthy of the name of a cathedral But tl^ British 
public will bear anythmg , they are so busy m speculatmg 
in railroad shares. * 

When Egremont had entered on his first visit to the 
Abbey by the south transept, and beheld the boards and 
the spikes with which he seemed to be environed, as if 
the Abbey w’'ere m a state of siege , iron gates shuttmg 
him out from the solemn nave and the shadowy aisles, 
scarcely a glimpse to be caught of a smgle wmdow , while 
on a dirty form, some noisy vergers sat like ticket- 
porters or babbled like tapsters at their ease, — ^the visions 
of ahbatial perfection, m which he had early and often 
indulged among the rums of Marney, rose on his outraged 
sense, and he was then about hastily retire from the 
scene he had so long purposed to visit, when suddenly 
the organ burst forth, a celestial symphony floated m 
the lofty roof, and voices of plamtive melody blended 
with the swellmg sounds He was fixed to the spot 
Perhaps it was some similar feelmg that mfluenoed 
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another individual on the day after the visit of the depu- 
tation to Egremont The sun, though in his summer 
heaven he had still a long course, had passed his meridian 
by many hours, the service was performing in the choir, 
and a few persons entering by the door into that part of 
the Abbey Church which is so well known by the name of 
Poets’ Corner, proceeded through the unseemly stockade 
which tSe chapter have erected, and took their seats 
One only, a female, declined to pass, notwithstanding the 
officious admonitions of the vergers that she had better 
move on, but approaching the*^iron grating that shut her 
out from the body of the church, looked wistfuUy down 
the long dim perspective of the beautiful southern aisle. 
And thus motionless she remamed m contemplation, or 
it might be prayer, while the solemn peals of the organ 
and the sweet voices of the choir enjoyed that holy hberty 
for which she sighed, and seemed to wander at their will 
m every sacred recess and consecrated corner 
The sounds — ^those mystical and thrilling sounds that 
at once exalt the soul and touch the heart — ceased; 
the chanting of the service recommenced , the motionless 
form moved, and as she moved Egremont came forth 
from the choir, and his eye was at once caught by the 
symmetjgr of her shape and the picturesqne position 
which she gracefully occupied ; stiU gazmg through that 
grate, while the light, pburmg through the western 
window, suffused the body of the church with a soft 
radiance, just touching the head of the unknown with a 
kind of halo Egremont approached the transept door 
with a lingermg pace, so that the stranger, who he 
observed was preparmg to leave the church, might over- 
take him As he reached the door, anxious to assure 
himself that he was not mistaken, he turned round and 
his eye at once caught the face of Sybil. He started, he 
trembled ; she was not two yards distant, she evidently 
recogmzed him , he held open the swingmg postern of 
the Abbey that^^she might pass, which she did, and then 
stopped on the outside, and said ‘ Mr Frankim ’ ’ 

It was therefore clear that her father had not thought 
fit, or had not yet had an opportumty, to commnmcate 
to Sybil the mterview of yesterday Egremont was still 
Mr. Frankim. This was perplexmg. Egremont would 
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like to have been saved the pam and awkwardness of the 
avowal, yet it must be made, though not with unneces- 
sary crudeness And so at present he only expressed 'his 
delight, the unexpected delight he experienced at their 
meeting. And then he walked on by her side 

‘ Indeed,’ said Sybil, * I can easily imagme you must 
have been surprised at seemg me m this great city. But 
many things, strange and unforeseen, have hapf>ened to 
us since you were at Mowedale You know, of course 
you with your pursuits must know, that the People have 
at length resolved to summon their own Parliament m 
Westmmster. The people of Mowbray had to send up 
two delegates to the Convention,^ and they chose my 
father for one of them. Eor, so great is their confidence 
in him, none other would content them ’ 

‘ He must have made a great sacrifice m coming V said 
Egre ont 

‘ Oh • what are sacrifices m such a cause * ’ said Sybil. 
* Yes ; he made great sacrifices,’ she contmued earnestly ; 
‘great sacrifices, and I am proud of them Our home,, 
which was a happy home, is gone , he has quitted the 
Trafiords, to whom we were kmt by many, many ties,’ 
and her voice faltered — ‘ and for whom I know well he 
would have perilled his life And now we ar^ parted,’ 
said Sybil, with a sigh, ‘ perhaps for ever They offered 
to receive me under their 'roof,’ she contmued, with 
emotion. ‘ Had I needed shelter there was another roof 
which has long awaited me , but I could not leave my 
father at such a moment He appealed to me , and I 
am here All I desire, all I live for, is to soothe and sup- 
port him m his great struggle ; and I should die content 
if the People were only free, and a Gerard had freed them ’ 
Egremont mused . he must disclose all, yet how em- 
barrassing to enter mto such explanations in a public 
thoroughfare ’ Should he bid her after a while farewell,, 
and then make his confession m wntmg ? Should he at 
once accompany her home, and there offbr his perplexing 
explanations Or should he acknowledge his mterview 
of yesterday with Gerard, and then leave the rest to the 
natural consequences of that acknowledgement when Sybil 
et her father ’ Thus pondermg, Egremont and Sybib 
quittmg the court of the Abbey, entered Abingdon Street. 
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‘ Let me walk home with you,’ said Egremont, as Sybil 
seemed to intimate her intention here to separate 

‘ My father is not there,’ said Sybil , ‘ but I will not 
fail to tell him that I have met his old companion ’ 

‘ Would he had been as frank ^ ’ thought Egremont 
And must he quit her m this way Impossible ‘ You 
must indeed let me attend you ’ ’ he said aloud 

‘ It is not far,’ said Sybil ‘ We live almost in the Pre- 
cinct — in an old house, with some kind old people, the 
brother of one of the nuns of Mowbray The nearest 
way to it IS straight along thi’s stieet, but that is too 
bustling for me I have discovered,’ she added with a 
smile, ‘ a more tranquil path ’ And guided by her, they 
turned up College Street 

‘ And how long have you been in London ’ ’ 

‘ A fortnight ’Tis a great prison. How strange it is 
that, m a vast city like this, one can scarcely walk 
alone ’ ’ 

‘ You want Harold,’ said Egremont ‘ How is that 
most faithful of friends ’ ’ 

‘ Poor Harold ’ To part with him too was a pang ’ 

‘ I fear your hours must be heavy,’ said Egremont 
‘ Oh ’ no,’ said Sybil, ‘ there is so much at stake , so 
much to <fe.ear the moment my father returns I take so 
much interest too in their discussions , and sometimes I 
go to hear him speak None of them can compare with 
him It seems to me that it would be impossible to 
resist OUT claims if our rulers only heard them from his 
lips ’ 

Egremont smiled ‘ Your Convention is m its bloom, 
or rather its bud,’ he said , ‘ all is fresh and pure now , 
but a little while and it wiU find the fate of all popular 
assemblies You will have factions ’ 

‘ But why ’ said Sybil ‘ They are the real represen- 
tatives of the people, and all that the people want is 
3ustice , that L^our should be as much respected by 
law and society as Property ’ 

While they thus conversed, they passed through several 
clean, stih streets, that had rather the appearance of 
streets in a very quiet country town, than of abodes in 
the greatest city m the world, and in the vicimty of 
palaces and parhaments. Rarely was a shop to be re- 
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marked among the neat little tenements, many of them 
built of curious old brick, and all of them raised -without 
any regard to symmetry or proportion. Not the sound 
of a smgle wheel was heard , sometimes not a smgle 
individual was visible or stirring Makmg a ciicmtous 
course through this tranquil and orderly district, they at 
last found themselves m an open place^m the centre of 
which rose a church of vast proportions, and* built of 
hewn stone in that stately, not to say ponderous, style 
which Vanbrugh introduced The area round it, which 
was sufficiently ample, we>s formed by buildings, generally 
of a very mean character the long back premises of a 
carpenter, the straggling yard of ^ hackneyman , some- 
times a small, narrow isolated private residence, like a 
waterspout in vhich a rai^ might reside; sometimes a 
group of houses of more pretension In the extreme 
comer of this area, which was dignified by the name of 
Smith’s Square, mstead of takmg a more appropriate 
title from the church of St John which it encircled, was 
a large old house, that had been masked at the begmmng 
of the century with a modern front of pale-coloured 
bricks, but winch still stood m its courtyard surrounded 
by its iron raihngs, withdrawn as it were from the vulgar 
gaze like an mdividnal who had known highe^ fortunes, 
and blendmg with his humility something of the reserve 
which IS prompted by the n^mory of vanished greatness 

‘ This IS my home,’ said Sybil ‘ It is a still place, and 
suits us well ’ 

Near the house was a narrow passage which was a 
thoroughfare mto the most populous quarter of the neigh- 
bourhood As Egremont was opening the gate of the 
courtyard, Gerard ascended the steps of this passage, and 
approached them 


CHAPTER VII 

When Gerard and Morley quitted the Albany after their 
visit to Egremont, they separated, and Stephen, whom we 
will accompany, proceeded in the direction of the Temple, 
in the vicmity of which he himself lodged, and where he 
was about to visit a brother journalist, who occupied 
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chambers m that famous Inn of Court. As he passed 
under Temple Bar his eye caught a portly gentleman 
steppmg out of a pubhc cab, with ‘"a bundle of papers m 
his hand, and immediately disappearmg through that 
weU-known archway which Morley was on the point of 
reaching The gentleman mdeed was still m sight, de- 
scendmg the way, when Morley entered, who observed 
him drop a letter Morley hailed him, but m vain ; and 
fearmg the stranger might disappear m one of the many 
inextricable courts, and so lose his letter, he ran forward, 
picked up the paper, and themr, pushed on to the person 
who dropped it, callmg out so frequently that the stranger 
at length began to susjpect that he himself might be the 
object of the salute, and stopped and looked round. 
Morley almost mechanically glanced at the outside of the 
letter, the seal of which was broken, and which was how- 
ever addressed to a name that immediately fixed his 
mterest The direction was to ‘Baptist Hatton, Esq, 
Inner Temple ’ 

‘ This letter is, I believe, addressed to you, sir,’ said 
Morley, lookmg very mtently upon the person to whom 
he spoke — a portly man and a comely ; fiond, gentleman- 
lilce, but with as httle of the expression which Morley m 
imagmation had associated with that Hatton over who 
he once j^ndered, as can easily be imagined 

‘ Sir, I am extremely obliged to you,’ said the strange 
gentleman , ‘ the letter belongs to me, though it is not 
addressed to me I must have this moment dropped it. 
My name, sir, is Firebrace — Sir Vavasour Eirebrace, and 
this letter is addressed to a — ^a — ^not exactly my lawyer, 
but a gentleman — a professional gentleman — ^whom I am 
in the habit of frequently seeing , daily, I may say. He 
IS employed m a great question m which I am deeply 
mterested. Sir, I am vastly obhged to you, and I trust 
that you are satisfied ’ 

‘ Oh ’ perfectly. Sir Vavasour ; ’ and Morley bowed ; 
and going m different directions, they separated 

‘ Do you happen to know a lawyer by name Hatton m 
this Inn ’ ’ inquired Morley of his friend the joumahst, 
when, havmg transacted them busmess, the occasion served. 

‘ No lawyer of that name ; but the famous Hatton 
lives here,’ was the reply. 
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‘ The famous Hatton ’ And what is he famous for ? 
Yon forget I am a provmcial ’ 

‘ He has made more ’peers of the realm than our gracious 
Sovereign,’ said the journahst ‘And smce the reform of 
Parliament the only chance of a Tory becoming a peer is 
the favour of Baptist Hatton , though who he is no one 
knows, and what he is no one can describe ’ 

‘ You speak in conundrums,’ said Morley , ‘ I wi^h I could 
guess them Try to adapt yourself to my somewhat 
simple capacity ’ 

‘ In a word, then,’ said, his friend, ‘ if you must have a 
defimtion, Hatton may rank under the genus “ antiquary,” 
though his species is more difficult to describe. He is 
an heraldic antiquary , a disco-Cerer, mventor, framer, 
arranger of pedigrees , profound m the mysteries of 
genealogies , an authority, 1 believe, unnvaUed m every- 
thmg that concerns the constitution and elements of the 
House of Lords , consulted by lawyers, though not pro- 
fessmg the law , and startling and alarming the noblest 
families in the country by claimmg the ancient baromes 
which they have often assumed without authority, for 
obscure pretenders, many of whom he has succeeded m 
seatmg m the Parhament of his country.’ 

‘ And what part of the country did he come from ’ do 
you happen to know ’ ’ mquired Morley, evid^tly much 
mterested, though he attempted to conceal his emotion 
‘ He may be a veritable subject of the kmgdom of 
Cockaigne, for aught I know,’ rephed his friend ‘ He 
has been buried m this Inn I beheve for years , for very 
many before I settled here , and for a long time I appre- 
hend was sufficiently obscure, though doing they say a 
great deal in a small way , but the Mallory case made his 
fortune about ten years ago That was a barony by writ 
of summons which had been claimed a century before, 
and failed. Hatton seated his man, and the precedent 
enabled three or four more gentlemen under his auspices 
to follow that example They were-*Roman Cathohcs, 
which probably brought him the Mallory case, for Hatton 
is of the old Church; better than that, they were all 
gentlemen of great estate, and there is no doubt their 
champion was weU rewarded for his successful service 
They say he is very rich. At present all the busmess of 
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the country connected with descents flows into his 
chambers Not a pedigree in dispute, not a peerage m 
abeyance, which is not submitted^ to his consideration 
I don’t know him personally, but you can now form 
some idea of his character , and if you want to claim a 
peerage,’ the journalist added laughingly, ‘he is your 
man ’ 

A stroijg impression was on the mind of Morley that 
this was his man , he resolved to inquire of Gerard, whom 
he should see in the evening, as to the fact of their Hatton 
bemg a Cathohc, and if so, to fall on the antiquary on 
the morrow. 

In the meantime we must not forget one who is already 
making that visit Sir Vavasour Firebrace is seated m a 
spacious library that looks upon the Thames and the 
gardens of the Temple Though piles of parchments and 
papers cover the numerous tables, and m many parts 
intrude upon the Turkey carpet, an air of order, of com- 
fort, and of taste, pervades the chamber The hangmgs 
of crimson damask silk blend with the antique furmture 
of oak , the upper panes of the windows are tmted by 
the brilliant pencil of feudal Germany, while the choice 
volumes that line the shelves are clothed m bmdmgs 
which become their rare contents The master of this 
apartment^was a man of ordmary height, inchned to cor- 
pulency, and m the wane ©f middle life, though his 
unwTinkled cheek, his undimmed blue eye, and his brown 
hair, very apparent, though he wore a cap of black 
velvet, did not betray his age, or the midmght studies by 
which he had m a great degree acquired that learning for 
which he was celebrated The general expression of his 
countenance was pleasmg, though dashed with a trait of 
the simster He was seated in an easy chair, before a 
kidney table at which he was writmg Near at hand was 
a long tan open desk, on which were several folio volumes 
open, and some manuscripts which denoted that he 
had recently beenr engaged with them At present Mr. 
Hatton, with his pen still m his hand and himself m a 
chamber-robe of the same material as his cap, leant back 
m his chair, while he hstened to his client. Sir Vavasour 
Several most beautiful black and tan spamels of the 
breed of Kmg Charles the Second were reposmg near him 
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on velvet cushions, with a haughty luxuriousness which 
would have become tjie beauties of the merry monarch ; 
and a white Persian cat, with blue eyes, a very long ’tail, 
and a visage not altogether unlike that of its master, was 
restmg with great gravity on the writmg- table, and assist- 
mg at the conference. 

Sir Vavasour had evidently been delivering himself of 
a long narrative, to which Isix Hatton had hs^ned with 
that imperturbable patience which characterized him, and 
which was unquestionably one of the elements of his 
success He never gave \ip anything, and he never mter- 
rupted anybody, ^d now m a silvery voice he rephed 
to his visitor : , 

^ What you tell me. Sir Vavasour, is what I foresaw, 
but which, as my influence .could not effect it, I dismissed 
from my thoughts You came to me for a specific object. 
I accomphshed it. I undertook to ascertam the rights and 
revive the claims of the baronets of England. That was 
what you required of me , I fulfilled your wish Those 
rights are ascertamed ; those claims are revived. A 
great majority of the Order have given m their adhesion 
to the orgamzed movement The nation is acquamted 
with your demands, accustomed to them, and the monarch 
once favourably received them I can do nc^ more , I 
do not pretend to make baronets, still less can I confer on 
those already made the nglit to wear stars and coronets, 
the dark green dress of Equites auraU, or white hats with 
white plumes of feathers These distmctions, even if their 
previous usage w’-ere established, must flow’ from the 
gracious permission of the Crown, and no one could 
expect, m an age hostile to personal distmctions, that any 
ministry would recommend the Sovereign to a step which 
with vulgar mmds would be odious, and by mahgnant ones 
might be rendered ridiculous * 

‘ Ridiculous ' ’ said Sir Vavasour. 

‘ All the world,’ said Mr Hatton, ‘ do not take upon 
these questions the same enlightened view as ourselves. 
Sir Vavasour. I never could for a moment beheve that 
the Sovereign would consent to mvest such a numerous 
body of men with such privileges.’ 

‘ But you never expressed this opunon,’ said Sir Vava- 
sour. 
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‘ You never asked for my opmion,’ said Mr Hatton ; 

‘ and if I had given it, you and your friends would not have 
been influenced by it The point T^as one on which you 
might with reason hold yourselves as competent judges 
as I am All you asked of me was to make out your 
case, and I made it out. I will venture to say a better 
case never left these chambers , I do not believe there is 
a person fUn the''kmgdom who could answer it except 
myself They have refused the Order their honours. Sir 
Vavasour, but it is some co olation that they have 
never answered their case ’ ^ 

‘I think it only aggravates the oppression,’ said Sir 
Vavasour, shakmg his head ; ‘ but cannot you advise any 
new step, Mr Hatton ’ After so many years of suspense, 
after so much anxiety and such a vast expenditure, it 
really is too bad that I andTjady Pirebrace should be 
announced at Court m the same style as our fishmonger, 
if he happens to be a sheriff ’ 

‘ I can make a peer,’ said Mr Hatton, leaning back m 
his chair and playing with his seals, ‘ but I do not pretend 
to make baronets. I can place a coronet with four balls 
on a man’s brow, but a coronet with two balls is an 
exercise of the prerogative with which I do not presume 
to mterfere ’ 

‘ I mention it m the utmost confidence,’ said Sir Vava- 
sour, m a whisper; ‘but Lady Firebrace has a sort of 
promise that, in the event of a change of government, we 
shall be in the first batch of peers ’ 

Mr Hatton shook his head with a slight smile of con- 
temptuous incredulity 

‘ Sir Robert,’ he said, ‘ will make no peers , take my 
word for that The Whigs and I have so deluged the 
House of Lords, that you may rely upon it as a secret of 
State, that if the Tories come in, there will be no peers 
made I know the Queen is sensitively ahve to the 
cheapening of all honours of late years If the Whigs go 
out to-morrow, ma«:k me, they will disappoint all their 
friends Their underhngs have promised so many, that 
treachery is inevitable, and if they deceive some they 
may as well deceive all Perhaps they may distribute a 
coronet or two among themselves ; and I shall this year 
make three ; and those are the only additions to the 
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peerage which will occur for many years You may rely 
on that For the Tories will make none, and I have 
some thoughts of retJrmg from busmess ’ 

It IS difficult to express the astomshment, the per- 
plexity, the agitation, that pervaded the countenance of 
Sir Vavasour while his compamon thus coolly delivered 
himself High hopes extmguished and excited at the 
same moment , cherished promises vanjfehmg, Tp.ysterious 
expectations rismg up , revelations of astounding State 
secrets , chief ministers voluntarily renouncmg their 
highest means of influence, and an obscure private mdi- 
vidual distnbutmg those distmctions which sovereigns 
were obliged to hoard, and to obtain which the first men 
in the country were ready to injure their estates and 
to sacrifice their honour ’ At length Sir Vavasour said, 

‘ You amaze me, Mr Hatton I could mention to you 
twenty members of Boodle’s, at least, who beheve they 
will be made peers the moment the Tones come m ’ 

‘ Not a man of them,’ said Hatton peremptorily ‘ Tell 
me one of their names, and I will tell you whether they 
wiU be made peers.’ 

‘Well, then, there is Mr Tubbe Sweete, a county 
member, and his son m Parhament too — know he has a 
promise ’ 

‘ I repeat to you, Sir Vavasour, the Tories will not make 
a smgle peer , the candidates must come to me , and I 
ask you what can I do for a Tubbe Sweete, the son of a 
Jamaica cooper ’ Are there any old families among your 
twenty members of Boodle’s ^ ’ 

‘ Why I can hardly say,’ said Sir Vavasour , ‘ there is 
Sir Charles Featherly, an old baronet ’ 

‘ The founder a Lord Mayor ui James the First’s reign. 
That IS not the sort of old family that I mean,’ said hlr. 
Hatton. 

‘ Well, there is Colonel Cockawhoop,’ said Sir Vavasour 
‘ The Cockawhoops are a very good family, I have always 
heard ’ 

‘Contractors of Queen Anne, partners with Marl- 
borough and Solomon Medina , a very good family in- 
deed hut I do not make peers out of good families. Sir 
Vavasour , old families are the blocks out of which I out 
my Mercuries ’ 
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‘ But what do you call an old family ? ’ said Sir Vava- 
sour 

‘ Yours,’ said Mr Hatton ; and he threw a full glance 
on the countenance on which the light rested 

‘ We were in the first batch of baronets,’ said Sir 
Vavasour 

‘ Forget the baronets for a while,’ said Hatton. ‘ Tell 
me, what,was yofir family before James the First ’ ’ 

‘ They always lived on their lands ’ said Sir Vavasour. 

‘ I have a room full of papers that would, perhaps, tell us 
something about them Would you hke to see them ’ 

‘ By all means ; brmg them all here Not that I want 
them to inform me of your rights , I am fully acquamted 
with them You would like to be a peer, sm Well, you 
are really Lord Vavasour, but there is a difficulty in 
establishing your undoubted right from the single writ 
of summons difficulty I will not trouble you with techm- 
calities. Sir Vavasour ; sufficient that the difficulty is 
great, though perhaps not unmanageable But we have 
no need of management. Your claim on the barony of 
Lovel IS very good I could recommend your pursuing it, 
did not another more mvitmg still present itself In a 
word, if you wish to be Lord Bardolf , I will undertake to 
make you so, before, m all probability. Sir Robert Peel 
obtams office , and that, I should think, would gratify 
Lady Firebrace ’ 

‘ Indeed it would,’ said Sir Vavasour, ‘ for if it had not 
been for this sort of a promise of a peerage made — I speak 
m great confidence, Mr Hatton — made by Mr Taper, my 
tenants would have voted for the Whigs the other day at 

the shire election, and the Conservative candidate 

would have been beaten. Lord Masque had almost 
arranged it, but Lady Firebrace would have a written 
promise from a high quarter, and so it fell to the ground ’ 
* Well, we are mdependent of aU these petty arrange- 
ments now,’ said Mr Hatton 

‘ It is very wonc^erful,’ said Sir Vavasour, rising from 
his chair and speakmg, as it were, to himself ‘ And what 
do you thmk our expenses will be in this claim ^ ’ he m- 
quired 

‘ Bagatelle ’ ’ said Mr Hatton. ‘ Why, a dozen years 
ago I have known men lay out nearly half a million m 
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land and not get two per cent for their money, in order 
to obtain a borough mfiuence, which might ultimately 
obtain them a spick ^nd span coronet , and now you are 
going to put one on your head, which will give you 'pre- 
cedence over every peer on the roU, except three (and I 
made those), and it will not cost you a paltry twenty or 
thirty thousand pounds Why, I know men who would 
give that for the precedence alone — H^re > ’ and he rose 
and took up some papers from a table : ‘ Here*is a case ; 
a man you know, I dare say , an earl, and of a decent date 
as earls go , George the First The first baron was a 
Dutch valet of Wi]Iiam'*the Third Well, I am to ter- 
mmate an abeyance m his favour through his mother, 
and give him one of the barom^s of the Herberts He 
buys off the other claimant, who is aheady ennobled, 
with a larger sum than yon will expend on your ancient 
coronet Nor is that all. The other claimant is of 
French descent and name , came over at the revocation 
of the Edict of Nantes Well, besides the hush-money, 
my client is to defray aU the expense of attemptmg to 
transform the descendant of the siik-weaver of Lyons mto 
the heir of a Norman conqueror So you see. Sir Vava- 
sour, I am not unreasonable Pah ’ I would sooner gam 
five thousand pounds by restormg you to your rights, 
than fifty thousand m establishmg any o^ these pre- 
tenders m their base assumptions I must work m my 
craft, Sir Vavasour, but I love the old Enghsh blood, and 
have it m my vems ’ 

‘ I am satisfied, Mr Hatton,’ said Sir Vavasour , ‘ let no 
time be lost All I regret is, that you did not mention aU 
this to me before , and then we might have saved a great 
deal of trouble and expense ’ 

‘You never consulted me,’ said Mr. Hatton ‘You 
gave me your instructions, and I obeyed them I was 
sorry to see you m that mmd, for to speak frankly, and I 
am sure now you will not be offended, my lord, for such 
IS your real digmty , there is no title in the world for v hich 
I have such a contempt as that of a blronet ’ 

Sir Vavasour wmced, but the future was full of glory 
and the present of excitement , and he wished Mr Hatton 
good mornmg, with a promise that he would himself bring 
the papers on the morrow. 
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^Ir Hatton was buried for a few moments m a reverie, 
during wbicb he played with the tail of the Persian cat. 


CHAPTER VIII 

We left Sybil and Egremont just at the moment that 
Gerard arrived at the very threshold which they had 
themselves reached 

‘ Ah » my father,’ exclaimed Sybil, and then with a 
famt blush, of which she was perhaps unconscious, she 
added, as if apprehensive Gerard would not recall his 
old compamon, ‘ you remember Mr Eranklin ’ ’ 

‘ This gentleman and myself had the pleasure of meetmg 
yesterday,’ said Gerard, embarrassed, whole Egremont 
himself changed colour and was mfinitely confused Sybil 
felt surprised that her father should have met Mr Frankhn 
and not have mentioned a circumstance naturally inter- 
estmg to her Egremont was about to speak when the 
street-door was opened And were they to part agam, 
and no explanation And was Sybil to be left with her 
father, who was evidently in no haste, perhaps had no 
great tendency, to give that explanation ? Every feeling 
of an ingenuous spirit urged Egremont personally to ter- 
mmate thi^ prolonged misconception 

‘ You will permit me, I hc^pe,’ he said, appealmg as 
much to Gerard as to hus daughter, ‘ to enter with you 
for a few moments ’ 

It was not possible to resist such a request, yet it was 
conceded on the part of Gerard with no cordiality So 
they entered the large gloomy hall of the house, and 
towards the end of a long passage Gerard opened a door, 
and they all went mto a spacious melancholy room, 
situate at the back of the house, and looking upon a small 
square plot of dank grass, m the midst of which rose a 
very weather-stained Cupid, with one arm broken, and 
the other raised uv^the air, and with a long shell to its 
mouth It seemed that m old days it might have been a 
fountam At the end of the plot, the bhnd side of a 
house offered a high wall which had once been pamted m 
fresco. Though much of the coloured plaster had cracked 
and peeled away, and all that remamed was stamed and 
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laded, still some traces of the original design might yet 
be detected festive wreaths, the colonnades and per- 
spective of a palace 

The Trails of the room itself were wainscoted m panels 
of dark-stained wood , the window-ciirtams were of coarse 
green worsted, and encrusted with dust so ancient and 
irremovable, that it presented almost a lava-hke appear- 
ance , the carpet, that had once been btight aiyi showy, 
was entirely threadbare, and had become grey with age 
There were several heavy mahogany arm-chairs in the 
room, a Pembroke table, ^and an immense unwieldy side- 
board, garnished with a few wme-glasses of a deep blue 
colour Over the lofty uncouth mantel was a portrait of 
the Marquess of Granby, which nJight have been a sign, 
and opposite to him, over the sideboard, was a large 
tawdry-coloured prmt, by*Bunbury, of Ranelagh m its 
most festive hour The general appearance of the room, 
however, though dmgy, was not squalid , and what with 
its spaciousness, its extreme repose, and the associations 
raised by such few images as it did suggest, the impression 
on the mind of the spectator was far from unpleasmg, 
partakmg indeed of that vague melancholy which sprmgs 
from the contemplation of the past, and which at all 
times softens the spirit 

Gerard walked to the wmdow and looked a'^the grass- 
plot , Sybil seatmg herself invited their guest to follow 
her example , Egremont, not without agitation, seemed 
suddenly to make an eftort to collect himself, and then, m 
a voice not distmguished by its accustomed clearness, he 
said, ‘ I explamed yesterday to one whom, I hope, I may 
still call my friend, why I assumed a name to which I have 
no right.’ 

Sybil started a little, slightly stared, but did not speak. 

‘ I should be happy if you also would give me credit, m 
takmg that step, at least for motives of which I need not 
be ashamed , even,’ he added m a hesitatmg voice, ‘ even 
if you deemed my conduct mdiscreet ’ 

Tlieu eyes met astomshment was nnprmted on the 
countenance of Sybil, hut she uttered not a word ; and 
her father, whose back was turned to them, did not move. 

‘ I was told,’ contmued Egremont, ‘ that an impassable 
gulf divided the Rich from the Poor ; I was told that the 
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Privileged and the People formed Two Nations, governed 
by different laws, influenced by different manners, with 
no thoughts or sympathies m common ; with an innate 
mabihty of mutual comprehension I believed that if 
this were indeed the case, the rum of our common country 
was at hand , I would have endeavoured, feebly per- 
chance, but not without zeal, to resist such a catastrophe ; 
I possess^ a station which entailed on me some portion 
of its responsibility , to obtam that knowledge which 
could alone qualify me for beneficial action, I resolved to 
hve without suspicion among ^y fellow-subjects who 
were estranged from me , even void of all celebrity as I 
am, I could not have done that without suspicion, had I 
been known , they wcTuld have recoiled from my class 
and my name, as you yourself recoiled, Sybil, when they 
were once accidentally mentiolied before you These are 
the reasons, these the feelings, which impelled, I will not 
say justified, me to pass your threshold under a feigned 
name I entreat you to judge kindly of my conduct , to 
pardon me , and not to make me feel the bitterness that 
I have forfeited the good opimon of one for whom under 
all circumstances and m all situations, I must ever feel 
the highest conceivable respect, — I would say a reverential 
regard ’ 

His ton^ of passionate emotion ceased Sybil, with a 
countenance beautiful and disturbed, gazed at him for an 
instant, and seemed about to speak, but her tremblmg 
hps refused the oiSfice , then with an effort, turning to 
Gerard, she said, ‘ My father, I am amazed , tell me, then, 
who IS this gentleman who addresses me ? ’ 

‘The brother of Lord Marney, Sybil,’ said Gerard, 
turning to her 

‘ The brother of Lord Mamey ! ’ repeated Sybil, with an 
air almost of stupor 

‘ Yes,’ said Egremont ; ‘ a member of that family of 
sacrilege, of those oppressors of the people, whom you 
have denounced tcbme with such withermg scorn ’ 

The elbow of Sybil rested on the arm of her chair, and 
her cheek upon her hand , as Egremont said these words 
she shaded her face, which was thus entirely unseen ■ for 
some moments there was silence Then looking up with 
an expression grave but serene, and as if she had just 
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emerged from some deep thmkmg, Sybil said, ‘ I am sorry 
for my words , sorry for the pam I nnconsciousiy gave 
yon , sorry mdeed fop all that has passed , and that my 
father has lost a pleasant friend ’ 

‘ And why should he be lost ’ ’ said Egremont monm- 
fnlly, and yet with tenderness, ‘Why should we not 
still he friends ’ ’ 

‘ Oh, sir * ’ said Sybil, haughtily , ‘ I am one^of those 
who believe the gulf is impassable Yes,’ she added, 
slightly, but with singular grace, waving her hands, and 
somewhat turnmg away i^er head, ‘ utterly impassable ’ 

There are tumults of the mind, when, like the great con- 
vulsions of nature, all seems anarchy and retummg chaos, 
yet often, m those moments of vast disturbance, as m the 
material strife itseK, some new prmciple of order, or some 
new impulse of conduct, develops itself, and controls, 
and regulates, and brmgs to an harmomous consequence, 
passions and elements which seemed only to threaten 
despair and subversion So it was with Egremont He 
looked for a moment in despair upon this maiden, wailed 
out from sympathy by prejudices and convictions more 
impassable than all the mere consequences of class He 
looked for a moment, but only for a moment, m despair 
He found in his tortured spirit energies that responded 
to the exigency of the occasion Even the •otherwise 
embarrassing presence of Gerard would not have pre- 
vented but just at this moment the door opened, 

and Morley and another person entered the room. 


CHAPTER IX 

Morley paused as he recogmzed Egremont , then ad- 
vancmg to Gerard, followed by his compamon, he said, 
‘ This IS Mr. Hatton of whom we were speakmg last night, 
and who claims to be an ancient acquamtance of yours ’ 

‘ Perhaps I should rather say of youTTpoor dear father,’ 
said Hatton, scanning Gerard with his clear blue eye, and 
then he added, ‘ He was of great service to me m my 
youth, and one is not apt to forget such thmgs ’ 

‘ One ought not,’ said Gerard , ‘ but it is a sort of 
memory, as I have understood, that is rather rare For 
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my part I remember you very well, Baptist Hatton/ said 
Gerard, examimng his guest with almost as complete a 
scrutiny as he had himself expeneiiced ‘ The world has 
gone well with you, I am glad to hear and see ’ 

‘ Qm laborat, orat,^ said Hatton in a silvery voice, ‘ is 
the gracious maxim of our Holy Church , and I venture 
to believe my prayers and vigils have been accepted, for 
I have laboured xU my time,’ and as he was speaking these 
words, he turned and addressed them to Sybil 

She beheld him with no httle mterest , this mysterious 
name that had sounded so often in her young ears, and 
was associated with so many strange and high hopes, and 
some dark blendmg of doubt and apprehension, and dis- 
cordant thoughts Hatton in his appearance realized 
httle of the fancies m which Sybil had sometimes mdulged 
with regard to him That appearance was prepossessmg ; 
a frank and even benevolent expression played upon hs 
mtelhgent and handsome countenance ; his once rich 
brown hair, still long, though very thin, was so arranged 
as naturally to conceal his baldness , he was dressed with 
great simplicity, but with remarkable taste and care, 
nor did the repose and suavity of his manner and the 
hushed tone of his voice detract from the favourable elfect 
that he always at once produced 

‘ Qm Idborat, orat,^ said Sybil with a smile, ‘ is the 
privilege of the people ’ 

‘ Of whom I am one,’ said Hatton, bowing, well 
recollectmg that he was addressing the daughter of 
a Chartist delegate 

‘ But IS your labour, their labour ’ ’ said Sybil. ‘ Is 
yours that hie of uncomplaining toil wherem there is so 
much of beauty and of goodness, that, by the fine maxim 
of our Church, it is held to include the force and efficacy 
of prayer ’ 

‘ I am sure that I should complam of no toil that would 
benefit you,’ said Hatton , and then addressmg himself 
agam to Gerard, he led him to a distant part of the 
room where they were soon engaged m earnest converse 
Morley at the same moment approached Sybil, and spoke 
to her m a subdued tone. Egremont, f eelmg embarrassed, 
advanced and bade her farewell. She rose and returned 
his salute with some ceremony ; then hesitating, while a 
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soft expression came over tier countenance, site held forth 
her hand, which he retamed for a moment, and withdrew. 

‘ I was with him mojfe than an hour,’ contmued Morley. 

‘ At first he recollected nothmg ; even the name of 
Gerard, though he received it as familiar to him, seemed 
to produce httle impression ; he recollected nothmg of 
any papers ; was clear that they must have been quite 
msigi^cant , whatever they were, he dodbtless had them 
now, as he never destroyed papers, would order a 
search to be made for them, and so on I was about to 
withdraw, when he asked» me carelessly a question about 
your father, what he was domg, and whether he were 
married, and had children This led to a very long 
conversation, m which he suddenly seemed to take great 
interest At first he talked^of writmg to see your father, 
and I offered that Gerard"* should call upon him He 
took down your direction, m order that he might write 
to your father, and give him an appomtment , when, 
ohservmg that it was Westmmster, he said that his 
carriage was ordered to go to the House of Lords in a 
quarter of an hour, and that, if not inconvement to me, he 
would propose that I should at once accompany him I 
thought, whatever might be the result, it must be a 
satisfaction to Gerard at last to see this man, of whom 
he has talked and thought so much — and so we* are here " 

‘ You did well, good Stephen, as you always do,’ said 
Sybil with a musmg and abstracted air , ‘no one has so 
much forethought, and so much energy as you.’ 

He threw a glance at her , and immediately withdrew 
it Their eyes had met hers were kmd and calm 

‘ And this Egremont,’ said Morley rather hurriedly and 
abruptly, and lookmg on the ground, ‘ how came he 
here When we discovered him yesterday, your father 
and myself agreed that we should not mention to you 
the — ^the mystification of which we had been dupes ’ 

‘ And you did wrong,’ said Sybil. ‘ There is no wisdom 
like fra nkn ess. Had you told me, he would not have 
been here to-day He met and addressed me, and I only 
recogmzed an acquamtance who had once contributed 
so much to the pleasantness of our life Had he not 
accompanied me to this door and met my father, which 
precipitated an explanation on his part which he found 
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had not been given by others, I might have remained m 
an Ignorance which hereafter might have produced 
mconvemence ’ 

‘ You are right,’ said Morley lookmg at her rather 
keenly ‘ We have all of us opened ourselves too un- 
reservedly before this aristocrat ’ 

‘ I should hope that none of us have said to him a word 
that we^wish t?!) be forgotten,’ said Sybil ‘He chose 
to wear a disguise, and can hardly quarrel with the frank- 
ness with which we spoke of his order or his family And 
for the rest, he has not been injured from learning some- 
thmg of the f eehngs of the people by hving among them ’ 

‘ And yet if an^hing were to happen to-morrow,’ said 
Morley, ‘ rest assured^ this man has his eye on us He 
can walk mto the Government offices like themselves and 
tell his tale, for, though one of the pseudo-opposition, the 
moment the people move, the factions become united ’ 
Sybil turned and looked at him, and then said, ‘ And 
what could happen to-morrow, that we should care for 
the Government bemg acquamted with it or us ? Do 
not they know everythmg ’ Do not you meet m their 
very sight ? You pursue an avowed and legal aim by 
legal means — do you not ? What then is there to fear ’ 
And why should anythmg happen that should make us 
apprehenSve ’ ’ 

‘ All IS very well at this moment,’ said Morley, ‘ and 
all may contmue well , but popular assemblies breed 
turbulent spirits, Sybil Your father takes a leadmg 
part , he IS a great orator, and is m his element m this 
clamorous and fiery hfe It does not much suit me ; I 
am a man of the closet This convention, as you well 
know, was never much to my taste Their Charter is 
a coarse specific for our social evils. The spirit that 
would cure our ills must be of a deeper and finer mood.’ 

‘ Then why are you here ? ’ said Sybil 
Morley shrugged his shoulders, and then said, ‘An 
easy question. Questions are always easy. The fact is, 
m active life one cannot afford to refine I could have 
wished the movement to have taken a different shape 
and to have worked for a different end , but it has not 
done this But it is stiff a movement and a great one, 
and I must work it for my end and try to shape it to 
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my form If I Lad refused to be a leader, I should not 
have pi evented the movement ; I should only have 
secured my own msighificance ’ 

‘ But my father has not these fears ; he is full of hope 
and exultation,’ said Sybil ‘And surely it is a great 
thing that the people have then* Parhament lawfully 
meetmg m open day, and their delegates from, the whole 
realm declarmg then grievances m langi^ge wh^h would 
not disgrace the conquermg race which has in vam en- 
deavoured to degrade them When I heard my father 
speak the other mght, my heart glowed with emotion , 
my eyes were sujffused with tears , I was proud to be 
his daughter , and I gloried in a race of forefathers who 
belonged to the oppressed and not' to the oppressors ’ 
Morley watched the deep^ splendour of her eye and the 
manthng of her radiant cheek, as she spoke these latter 
words with not merely animation but fervour Her bright 
hair, that hung on either side her face m long tresses 
of luxuriant richness, was drawn oE a forehead that was 
the veiy throne of thought and ma3esty, while her rich 
hp still quivered with the sensibihty which expressed its 
impassioned truth 

‘ But your father, Sybil, stands alone,’ at length Morley 
replied , ‘ surrounded by votaries who have nothing but 
enthusiasm to recommend them , and by erSulous and 
mtrigumg rivals, who watoh every word and action, m 
order that they may discredit his conduct, and ultimately 
secure his do-v^all ’ 

‘ My father’s downfall ’ ’ said Sybil. ‘ Is he not one of 
themselves And is it possible, that among the dele- 
gates of the People there can be other than one and the 
same object ^ ’ 

‘ A thousand,’ said Morley , ‘ we have already as many 
parties as m St Stephen’s itself ’ 

‘ You terrify me,’ said Sybil ‘ I knew we had fearful 
odds to combat agamst My visit to this city alone has 
taught me how strong are our enemies But I beheved 
that we had on our side God and Truth ’ 

‘ They know neither of them m the National Conven- 
tion,’ said Morley ‘ Our career will be a vulgar cari- 
cature of the bad passions and the low intiigues, the 
factions and the failures, of our oppressors,’ 
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At tMs moment Gerard and Hatton, wlio were sittmg m 
the remote part of the room, rose together and came for- 
ward , and this movement mterrupted the conversation 
of Sybil and Morley Before, however, her father and 
his new friend could reach them, Hatton, as if some pomt 
on which he had not been sufficiently explicit had oc- 
curred to him, stopped, and placing his hand on Gerard’s 
arm, withdrew hmi agam, saymg in a voice which could 
be heard only by the individual whom he addressed, ‘ You 
understand — I have not the slightest doubt myself of 
your moral right . I beheve tl^^at on every prmciple of 
justice, Mowbray Castle is as much yours as the house 
that IS built by the tenant on the lord’s land but can 
we prove it ’ We nether had the legal evidence You 
are in error m supposmg that these papers were of any 
vital consequence — ^mere mehioranda , very useful, no 
doubt , I hope I shall find them , but of no vahdity If 
money were the only difficulty, trust me, it should not 
be wanting , I owe much to the memory of your father, 
my good Gerard ; I would fam serve you — and your 
daughter I’ll not tell you what I would do for you, my 
good Gerard You would think me foolish , but I am 
alone m the world, and seemg you agam and talkmg of 
old times — I really am scarcely fit for busmess Go, how- 
ever, I mfist , I have an appomtment at the House of 
Lords Good-bye, I must r^ay farewell to the Lady 
Sybil.’ 


CHAPTER X 

‘ You can’t have that table, sir, it is engaged,’ said a 
waiter at the Athenaeum to a member of the club who 
seemed unmmdful of the type of appropriation which, m 
the shape of an mverted plate, ought to have warned him 
ofi the coveted premises 

‘ It IS always engaged,’ grumbled the member. ‘ Who 
has taken it ? ’ ^ 

‘ Mr Hatton, sir ’ 

And indeed at this very moment, it bemg about eight 
o’clock of the same day on which the meeting detailed 
in the last chapter had occurred, a veiy handsome dark 
biougham with a beautiful horse was stopping in Waterloo 
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Place before the portico of the Athenaeum Club-house, 
from winch equipage immediately emerged the prosperous 
person of Baptist Hatton 

This club was Hatton’s only relaxation. He had never 
entered Society, and now his habits were so formed, 
that the effort would have been a painful one , though, 
with a first-rate reputation in his calling, and supposed 
to be rich, the opemngs were numerous to a ’familiar 
intercourse with those middle-aged nameless gentlemen 
of easy circumstances who haunt clubs, and dme a great 
deal at each other’s houses and chambers , men who 
travel regularly a little, and gossip regularly a great deal , 
who lead a sort of facile, slipshod ejyatence, domg nothmg, 
yet mightily mterested m what others do , great; critics 
of httle things , profuse m,, minor luxuries, and mclined 
to the respectable practice of a decorous profligacy ; 
peering through the wmdow of a club-house as if they 
were discovermg a planet , and usually much excited 
about things with which they have no concern, and 
personages who never heard of them 

All this was not m Hatton’s way, who was free from 
all pretension, and who had acquired, from his severe 
habits of historical research, a respect only for what was 
authentic These nonentities flitted about hiq^, and he 
shrunk from an existence that seemed to him at once dull 
and trifling He had a few hterary acquamtances that 
he had made at the Antiquarian Society, of which he w^as 
a distmguished member , a vice-president of that body 
had mtroduced him to the Athenaeum It was the first 
and only club that Hatton had ever belonged to, and he 
delighted m it He liked splendour and the light and 
bustle of a great establishment They saved him from 
that melancholy which after a day of action is the 
doom of energetic cehbacy. A luxurious dinner, without 
trouble, suited him after his exhaustion, sipping his 
claret, he revolved ins plans Above all, be revelled in 
the magnificent hbrary, and perhaps w3ls never happier, 
than w4en, after a stimulatmg repast, he adjourned up- 
stairs, and buried himself m an easy chair with Dugdale, 
or Selden. or an erudite treatise on forfeiture or abeyance 

To-day, however, Hatton was not m this mood He 
came in exhausted and excited : ate rapidly and rather 
291 j 
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ravenously , dispatched a pint of champagne , and then 
called for a bottle of Lafitte His table cleared, a devilled 
biscuit placed before him, a cool bottle and a fresh glass, 
he indulged m that reverie which the tumult of his feehngs 
and the physical requirements of existence had hitherto 
combmed to prevent 

‘A strange day,’ he thought, as, with an abstracted 
air, he filled his'^glass, and sipping the wme, leant back 
in his chair ‘ The son of Walter Gerard ^ A Chartist 
delegate > The best blood m England ’ What would I 
not be, were it mme > 4 

‘ Those infernal papers ’ They made my fortune — 
and yet, I know not hoyr it is, the deed has cost me many 
a pang Yet it seemed innoxious , the old man dead — 
insolvent , myself starving , , his son ignorant of ah, to 
whom too they could be of no use, for it required thousands 
to work them, and even with thousands they could only 
be worked by myself Had I not done it, I should ere 
this probably have been swept from the surface of the 
earth, worn out with penury, disease, and heartache 
And now I am Baptist Hatton, with a fortune almost 
large enough to buy Mowbray itself, and with knowledge 
that can make the proudest tremble 

‘ And :^r what object all this wealth and power ^ 
What memory shall I leave ? What family shall I found 
Not a relative m the world, 'bxcept a solitary barbarian, 
from whom, when years ago I visited him as a stranger, 
I recoiled with unutterable loathing 

‘ Ah ’ had I a child — a child bke the beautiful daughter 
of Gerard ’ ’ 

And here mechamcally Hatton filled his glass, and 
quafied at once a bumper 

‘ And I have deprived her of a principality ? That 
seraphic bemg, whose lustre even now haunts my vision ; 
the ring of whoso silver tone even now lingers m my ear 
He must be a fiend who could injure hei I am that 
fiend Let me — ^let me see ’ ’ 

And now he seemed wiapt m the very paradise of some 
creative vision ; still he filled the glass, but this time he 
only sipped it, as if he were afraid to disturb the clustcrmg 
images around him. 

‘ Let me see — ^let me see. I could make her a baroness. 



A GREAT HOUSE REBUILT 259 

Gerard is as muoii Baron Valence as Shrewsbury is a 
Talbot Her name Sybil Curious how, even when 
peasants, the good blood keeps the good old family names ' 
The Valences were ever Sybils 

‘ I could make her a baroness Yes ’ and I could give 
her wherewith to endow her state I could compensate 
for the broad lands which should be jpiers, and which 
perhaps through me she has forfeited ’ 

‘ Could I do more Could I restore her to the rank 
she would honour, assuage these sharp pangs of conscience, 
and achieve the secret g^bition of my life ? What if 
my son were to be Lord Valence ^ 

‘ Is it too bold A Chartist ^delegate — a peasant’s 
daughter ! With all that shmmg beauty that I witnessed, 
with all the marvellous gifts* that their friend Morley so 
descanted on, would she shrink from me ? — ^I’m not a 
crook-backed Richard 

‘ I could proffer much I feel I could urge it plausibly. 
She must be very wretched With such a form, such 
high imagimngs, such thoughts of power and pomp as I 
could bieathe m her — ^I ttunk she’d melt And to one 
of her own faith, too ’ To build up a gieat Catholic 
house agam , of the old blood, and the old names, and 
the old fairh — by holy Mary, it is a glorious v on > ’ 


CHAPTER XI 

Oiff the evemng of the day that Egremont had met 
Sybil m the Abbey of Westmmster, and subsequently 
parted from her under circumstances so distressmg, the 
Countess of hlarney held a great assembly at the family 
mansion m St James’s Square, which Lord Marney 
intended to have let to a new club, and himself and his 
family to have taken refuge for a short season at an hotel , 
but he drove so hard a bargam that, ^before the lease 
was signed, the new club, which mainly consisted of an 
mgemous mdividual who had created himself secretary, 
had vanished. Then it was agreed that the family 
mansion should be inhabited for the season by the family , 
and to-mght Arabella was receivmg ail that great world 
of which she herself was a distmguished ornament 
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LADY JOAJSr 


‘We come to you as early as possible, my dear 
Arabella,’ said Lady Deloraine to her daughter-m-law 

‘•You are always so good ’ HaVe you seen Charles t 
I was in hopes he would have come,’ Lady Marney added, 
m a somewhat mournful tone 

‘ He IS at the House , otherwise I am sure he would 
have been here,’ said Lady Delorame, glad that she had 
so good yt reason’^for an absence, which under any circum- 
stances she well knew would have occurred 

‘ I fear you will be sadly m want of beaux this evenmg, 
my love We dined at the Puke of Ditz-Aquitaine’s, 
and all our cavaliers vamshed They talk of an early 
division ’ 

‘ I really wish all these divisions were over,’ said Lady 
Marney ‘ They are very ^anti-social Ah ’ here is 
Lady de Mowbray ’ 

Alfred Mountchesney hovered round Lady Joan Fitz- 
Warene, who was gratified by the devotion of the Cupid 
of May Fair He uttered mconceivable nothmgs, and 
she replied to him in mcomprehensible somethmgs Her 
learned profundity and his vapid lightness effectively 
contrasted Occasionally he caught her eye and con- 
veyed to her the anguish of his soul m a glance of self- 
complac^t softness. 

Lady St Julians, leaning on the arm of the Duke of 
Fitz-Aquitame, stopped to ^peak to Lady Joan Lady 
St Julians was determined that the heiress of Mowbray 
should marry one of her sons She watched, therefore, 
with a restless eye aU those who attempted to mono- 
polize Lady Joan’s attention, and contrived perpetually 
to interfere with them manoeuvres In the midst of a 
delightful conversation that seemed to approach a crisis, 
Lady St Julians was sure to advance, and mterfere with 
some affectionate appeal to Lady Joan, whom she called 
her ‘ dear child ’ and ‘ sweetest love,’ while she did not 
deign even to notice the unhappy cavalier whom she had 
thus as it were uffihorsed 

‘ My sweet child ’ ’ said Lady St, Julians to Lady Joan, 
‘ you have no idea how unhappy Frederick is this evenmg, 
but he cannot leave the House, and I fear it will be a late 
affam ’ 

Lady Joan looked as if the absence or presence of 



THE PEAR IS RIPE 


261 


Frederick was to her a matter of great indifference, and 
then she added, ‘ I do not think the division so important 
as is generally imagined. A defeat upon a question of 
colonial government does not appear to me of suf&cient 
weight to dissolve a cabmet ’ 

‘ Any defeat will do that now,’ said Lady St Juhans, 
‘ but to tell you the truth I am not very sangume Lady 
Delorame says they will be beat she ^ys the Radicals 
wiH desert them ; but I am not so sure Wny should 
the Radicals desert them ’ And what have we done for 
the Radicals Had we mdeed foreseen this Jamaica 
busmess, and asked some of them to dinner, or given a 
ball or two to their wives and daughters • I am sure if 
I had had the least idea that we had so good a chance of 
commg m, I should not have cared myself to have done 
somethmg ; even to have invited their women ’ 

‘ Rut you are such a capital partisan, Lady St Julians,’ 
said the Duke of Pitz-Aquitame, who, with the vice- 
royalty of Ireland dexterously dangled before his eyes 
for the last two years, had become a thorough Con- 
servative, and had almost as much confidence m Sir 
Robert as m Lord Stanley 

‘ I have made great sacrifices,’ said Lady St Julians. 
‘ I went once and stayed a week at Lady Jenny Spinner’s 
to gam her looby of a son and his eighty iAousand a 
year, and Lord St Julian^ proposed hi m at White’s , 
and then, after all, the Whigs made him a peer ! They 
certainly make more of their social infiuences than we do. 
That affair of that Mr Trenchard was a blow. Losmg a 
vote at such a critical time, when, if I had had only a 
remote idea of what was passmg through his mind, I would 
have even asked him to Barrowley for a couple of days ’ 
A foreign diplomatist of distmction had pinned Lord 
Marney, and was dexterously pumpmg him as to the 
probable future 

‘ But IS the pear ripe ? ’ said the diplomatist. 

‘ The pear is ripe, if we have courage to pluck it,’ said 
Lord Marney , ‘ but our fellows have no pluck ’ 

‘ But do you think that the Duke of Wellmgton ’ 

and here the diplomatist stopped and looked up m Lord 
Marney’s face, as if he would convey something that he 
would not venture to express. 
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‘ Here lie is,’ said Lord Marney, ‘ he will ansTs^'er the 
question Inniself ’ 

Lord Belorame and IVIr OrmsjDy passed by ; the 
diplomatist addressed them ; ‘ You have not been to the 
Chamber ’ 

‘ No,’ said Lord Belorame , ‘ but I hear there is hot 
work It will be late ’ 

‘ Do you thiql^ said the diplomatist, and he 

looked up m the face of Lord Belorame 

‘ I thmk that m the long run eveiy thing will have an 
end,’ said Lord Belorame 

‘ Ah ’ ’ said the diplomatist ^ 

‘ Bah ’ ’ said Lord Belorame as he walked away with 
Mr Ormsby ‘ I remember that fellow — a sort of equi- 
vocal attache at Paris, when we were with Monmouth 
at the peace and now he rs a quasi-ambassador, and 
ribboned and starred to the chin ’ 

‘ The only stars I have got,’ said Mr Ormsby, demurely, 
‘ are four stars m India stock ’ 

Lady Firebrace and Lady Maud Fitz-Warene were 
announced they had 3 ust come from the Commons , 
a dame and damsel full of political enthusiasm Lady 
Firebrace gave critical reports and disseminated many 
contradictory estimates of the result , Lady Maud talked 
only of aripeech made by Lord Milford, which from the 
elaborate noise she made about it, you would have sup- 
posed to have been the oration of the evening , on the 
contrary, it had lasted only a few minutes, and in a thin 
house had been nearly inaudible ; but then, as Lady 
Maud added, ‘ it was in such good taste ’ ’ 

Alfred Mountchesney and Lady Joan Fitz-Warene 
passed Lady Marney, who was speaking to Lord Belorame 
‘ Bo you think,’ said Lady Marney, ‘ that Mr Mount- 
ohesney will bear away the prize ? ’ 

Lord Belorame shook his head ‘ These great heiresses 
can never make up their minds. The bitter drop rises 
m all their reveries ’ 

‘ And yet,’ said Lady Marney, ‘ I would just as soon be 
married for my money as my face ’ 

Soon after this, there was a stir in the saloons , a 
murmur, the ingress of many gentlemen , among others 
Lord Valentine, Lord Milford, Mr. Egerton, Mr. Berners, 
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Lord Fitz -Heron, Mr Jermyn The House was up, the 
great Jamaica division was announced, the Radicals had 
thrown over the Goyernmeni, who, left m a majority 
of only five, had already intimated their sense of the 
unequivocal feelmg of the House with respect to them 
It was known that on the morrow the Government would 
resign. 

Lady Delorame, prepared for the great result, was 
calm Lady St Julians, who had not anticipated it, was 
in a wild flutter of distracted triumph A vague yet 
dreadful sensation came over her, m the midst of her joy, 
that Lady Delorame had been beforehand with her , 
had made her combinations with the new mmister , 
perhaps even sounded the Court At the same time 
that, m this agitating vision, the great offices of the palace 
which she had apportioned to herself and her husband 
seemed to elude her grasp, the claims and hopes and 
interests of her various children haunted her perplexed 
consciousness What if Chailes Egremont were to get 
the place which she had projected for Erederick or 
Augustus ’ What if Lord Marney became master of the 
horse ’ Or Lord Delorame went again to Ireland ^ In 
her nervous excitement she credited all these catastrophes 
seized upon ‘ the duke ’ in order that Lady Delorame 
might not gam his ear, and resolved to get home as soon 
as possible, m order that, she might write without a 
moment’s loss of time to Sir Robert 

‘ They will hardly go out without making some peers,’ 
said Sir Vavasour Firebrace to Mr Jermyn. 

‘ Why, they have made enough ’ 

‘ Hem * I know Tubbe Swete has a promise, and so 
has Cockawhoop I don’t think Cockawhoop could show 
again at Boodle’s without a coronet ’ 

‘ I don’t see why these fellows should go out,’ said Mr 
Ormsby ‘ What does it signify whether mmistcrs have 
a majority of five, or ten or twenty ’ In my time, a 
proper majority was a third of the I^ouse That was 
Lord Liverpool’s majority Lord Monmouth used to 
say, that there were ten famihes m this country, who, if 
they could only agree, could always share the government. 
Ah ! those were the good old times ’ We never had 
adjourned debates then ; but sat it out like gentlemen 
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who had been used all their lives to be up all night, and 
then supped at Watier’s afterwards ’ 

‘,Ah ' my dear Ormsby,’ said rMr Berners, ‘ do not 
mention Watier’s , you make my mouth water ’ 

‘ Shall you stand for Birmmgham, Ormsby, if there be 
a dissolution ^ ’ said ILord Fitz-Heron 

‘ I have been asked,’ said IVIr Ormsby ‘ but the House 
of Comi]^ons is not the House of Commons of my time, 
and I have no wish to re-enter it If I had a taste for 
business, I might be a member of the Marylebone vestry ’ 
‘ All I repeat,’ said Lord Marney to his mother, as he 
rose from the sofa where he had been some time m con- 
versation with her, ‘ is that if there be any idea that I wish 
Lady Marney should be a lady-m-waitmg, it is an error. 
Lady Delorame I wish that to be understood I am a 
domestic man, and I wish Lady Marney to be always with 
me , and what I want, I want for myself I hope in 
arrangmg the household the domestic character of every 
member of it will be considered After all that has 
occurred the country expects that ’ 

‘ But, my dear George, I think it is really prematuie ’ 

‘ I dare say it is , but I recommend yon, my dear 
mother, to be alive I heard Lady St Julians just now 
m the supper room askmg the duke to promise her that 
her AuguiJtus should be a Lord of the Admiralty She 
said the Treasury would no^ do, as there was no house, 
and that with such a fortune as his wife brought him he 
could not hire a house under a thousand a year ’ 

‘ He will not have the Admiralty,’ said Lady Delorame, 
‘ She looks herself to the Robes ’ 

* Poor woman ’ ’ said Lady Delorame. 

‘ Is it quite true ’ ’ said a great Whig dame, to Mr. 
Egerton, one of her own party 
‘ Quite,’ he said 

‘ I can endure anythmg except Lady St Julians’ s glance 
of triumph,’ said the Whig dame 'I really think if it 
were only to ea^e Her Majesty from such an infliction, 
they ought to have held on ’ 

‘ And must the household be changed ? ’ said Mr. 
Egerton 

‘ Do not look so serious,’ said the Whig dame, smihng 
th fascination . ‘ we are surrounded by the enemy ’ 
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‘ Wili you be at borne to-morrow early ? ’ said Mr 
Egerton 

‘ As early as you pfease ’ 

‘ Very well, we will talk then. Lady Charlotte has 
heard something nous verrons ’ 

‘ Courage , we have the Court with us, and the country 
cares for nothing ’ 


CHAPTER XII 

* It is all right,’ said"^ Mr Tadpole. ‘ They are out. 
Lord Melbourne has been with the Queen, and recom- 
mended Her Majesty to send for the duke, and the 
duke has recommended Her Majesty to send for Sir 
Robert ’ 

' Are you sure ? ’ said Mr Taper 

‘ I tell you Sir Robert is on his road to the palace at 
bhis moment , I saw him pass, full dressed ’ 

‘ It IS too much,’ said Mr. Taper. 

‘ Now what are we to do ’ ’ said Mr Tadpole 

‘ We must not dissolve,’ said Mr Taper. ‘ We have 
no cry ’ 

‘ As much cry as the other fellows,’ said Mr Tadpole , 
‘ but no one of course would think of dissoliAion before 
the next registration No, no , this is a very manageable 
Parliament, depend upon it. The malcontent Radicals 
who have turned them out are not gomg to brmg them 
in That makes us equal Then we have an important 
section to work upon — ^the Sneaks, the men who are 
afraid of a dissolution I will be bound we make a good 
working Conservative majority of five-and- twenty out of 
the Sneaks ’ 

‘ With the Treasury patronage,’ said Mr Taper , ‘ fear 
and favour combmed An impendmg dissolution, and 
all the places we refuse our own men, we may count on 
the Sneaks.’ 

‘ Then there are several religious men who have wanted 
an excuse for a long tune to rat,’ said Mr Tadpole ‘ We 
must get Sir Robert to make some kmd of a rehgious ove, 
and that wiU secure Sir Litany Lax, and young Mr. 
alem ’ 
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* It will never do to throw over the Church Commission/ 
said Mr Taper ‘ Commissions and committees ought 
aiv ays to be supported ’ « 

^Besides, it ’will frighten the saints/ said Mr Tadpole 
‘If we could get hun to speak at Exeter Hall — ^were it 
only a slavery meetmg — ^that would do ’ 

‘ It is difficult/ said Taper , ‘ he must be pledged to 
nothing — ^not ev;en to the right of search Yet if we 
could get up somethmg with a good deal of sentiment, 
and no principle involved , referrmg only to the past, 
but with his practised powers touchmg the present 
What do you think of a monument to Wdberforce, or a 
commemoration of Clarkson ’ ’ 

‘ There is a good deal m that,’ said Mr. Tadpole ‘ At 
present go about and keep our fellows m good humour 
Whisper nothings that sound like something But be 
discreet , do not let there be more than half a hundred 
fellows who believe they are gomg to be under-secretaries 
of State And be cautious about titles If they push 
you, give a wink, and press your finger to your lip. 
I must call here,’ contmued Mr Tadpole, as he stopped 
before the house of the Duke of Fitz-Aquitaine ‘ This 
gentleman is my particular charge I have been cooking 
him these three years. I had two notes from him. yes- 
terday, arrd can delay a visit no longer The worst of 
it is, he expects that I sh^ll bear him the non-official 
announcement of his bemg sent to Ireland, of which he 
has about as much chance as I have of being Governor- 
General of India It must be confessed, ours is critical 
work sometimes, friend Taper , but never mind — ^what 
we have to do to mdividuals. Peel has to do with a nation, 
and therefore we ought not to complam ’ 

The Duke of Eitz-Aquitame wanted Ireland, and Lord 
de Mowbray wanted the Garter Lord Marney, vho 
wanted the Buck-hounds, was convmced that neither of 
his friends had the slightest chance of obtaining their 
respective object^ but believed that he had a very good 
one of securmg his own if he used them for his purpose, 
and persuaded them to combme together for the common 
good So at his suggestion they had all met together at 
the duke’s, and were m full conference on the present 
state of affairs, while Tadpole and Taper were engaged m 
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that uoteresting and instructive conversation of which we 
have snatched a passage 

‘ You may depend upon it,’ said Lord Marney, ‘ that 
nothing IS to be done delicacy It is not delicacy that 
rules the House of Lords What has kept us silent for 
years ^ Threats , and threats used m the most down- 
right maimer We were told that if we did not conform 
absolutely, and without appeal, to the will and pleasure 
of one mdividual, the cards would be thrown "^up We 
gave in , the game has been played, and won I am not 
at all clear that it has been won by those tactics — but 
gained it is , and now what shall we do ’ In my opmion 
it IS high time to get rid of the dictatorship The new 
ruse now for the palace is to persuade Her Majesty that 
Peel is the only man who can manage the House of Lords. 
Well, then it is exactly the^time to make certain persons 
understand that the House of Lords are not going to be 
tools any longer merely for other people Rely upon it 
a bold umted front at this moment would be a spoke m 
the wheel We three form the nucleus , there are plenty 
to gather round I have written to Marisforde, he is 
quite ripe. Lord Hounslow will be here to-morrow. The 
thing is to be done , and if we are not firm the grand Con- 
servative triumph will only end m securmg the best posts 
both at home and abroad for one too powerfuliamily.’ 

‘Who had never been heard of in the time of my 
father,’ said the duke 

‘ Nor in the time of mine,’ said Lord de Mowbray. 

‘ Royal and Norman blood like ours,’ said Lord Marney, 

‘ IS not to be thrown over m that way ’ 

It was just at this moment that a servant entered with 
a card, which the duke lookmg at, said ‘ It is Tadpole , 
shall we have him m I dare say he will tell us somethmg ’ 
And, notwithstanding the important character of their 
conference, political curiosity, and perhaps some private 
feeling which not one of them cared to acknowledge, 
made them unanimously agree that IVIr. Tadpole should 
be admitted 

‘ Lord Marney and Lord de Mowbray with the Duke 
of Fitz-Aquitame,’ thought ]\Ir Tadpole, as he was ushered 
mto the library ; and his eye, practised m machmations 
and prophetic m manoeuvres, surveyed the three nobles. 
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‘ This looks like business and perhaps means mischief. 
Very lucky I called ’ ’ With an honest smile he saluted 
them all 

‘ What news from the palace, TaHpole ? ’ inquired the 
duke 

‘ Sir Robert is there,’ rephed Tadpole. 

* That’s good news,’ exclaimed his grace, echoed by 
Lord de Mowbray, and backed up with a faint bravo from 
Lord Mamey 

Then arose a conversation in which all affected much 
interest respecting the Jamaica debate ; whether the 
Whigs had origmally mtended to resign , whether it were 
Lord Melbourne or Lord John who had insisted on the 
step , whether, if postponed, they could have tided over 
the session , and so on Tadpole, who was somewhat 
earnest in his talk, seemed tp have pinned the Duke of 
Fitz- Aquitaine , Lord Marney, who wanted to say a word 
alone to Lord de Mowbray, had dexterously drawn that 
personage aside on the pretence of lookmg at a picture. 
Tadpole, who, with a most frank and unsophisticated 
mien, had an eye for every corner of a room, seized the 
opportunity for which he had been long crmsmg ‘I 
don’t pretend to be behind the scenes, duke , but it was 
said to me to-day, “ Tadpole, if you do chance to see the 
Duke of Jitz-Aquitaine, you may say that positively 
Lord Killer oppy wiU not go to Ireland ” ’ 

A smile of satisfaction placed over the handsome face 
of the duke — ^mstantly suppressed lest it might excite 
suspicion , and then, with a friendly and very significant 
nod, that mtimated to Tadpole not to dwell on the sub3ect 
at the present moment, the duke with a rather un- 
mterested air recurred to the Jamaica debate, and soon 
after appealed on some domestic pomt to his son-m-law. 
This broke up the conversation between Lord de Mowbray 
and Lord Marney. Lord de Mowbray advancing was 
met accidentally on purpose by Mr Tadpole, who seemed 
anxious to push forward to Lord Marney 

‘ You have heaSId of Lord Ribbonville ? ’ said Tadpole 
m a suppressed tone, 

‘ No ; what ’ 

‘ Can’t hve the day out- How fortunate Sir Robert is I 
Two Garters to begm with * ’ 



CONFIDENCES 


269 


Tadpole had now succeeded m tackling Lord Marney 
alone , the other peei^ were far out of earshot ‘ I don’t 
pretend to he behind the scenes, my lord,’ said the hohest 
gentleman in a pecuharly confidential tone, and with a 
glance that spoke volumes of State secrecy , ‘ but it was 
said to me to-day, “ Tadpole, if you do chance to meet 
Lord Marney, you may say that positively Lord Rambrooke 
wiU not have the Buck-hounds ” ’ 

‘ All I want,’ said Lord Marney, ‘ is to see men of 
character about Her Majesty This is a domestic country, 
and the country expects that no nobleman should take 
household office, whose private character is not inex- 
pugnable Now that fellow Rambrooke keeps a French 
woman It is not much known, but it is a fact ’ 

‘ Dreadful ’ ’ exclaimed Mr Tadpole ‘ I have no 
doubt of it But he has no chance of the Buck-hounds, 
you may rely on that Private character is to be the 
basis of the new Government Smce the Reform Act, 
that IS a qualification much more esteemed by the 
constituency than pubhc services We must go with the 
times, my lord. A virtuous middle class shrmks with 
horror from French actresses , and the Wesley ans — ^the 
Wesleyans must be considered. Lord Marney ’ 

* I always subscribe to them,’ said his lordslw.p 
‘ Ah f ’ said Mr. Tadpole^ mysteriously, ‘ I am glad to 
hear that Nothmg I have heard to-day has given me so 
uch pleasure as those few words One may hardly jest 
on such a subject,’ he added with a sanctimomous air , 
‘ but I think I may say ’ — and here he broke mto a horse 
smile — ‘ I think I may say that those subscriptions v ill 
not be without them fruit ’ And with a bow honest 
Tadpole disappeared, saying to himself as he left the 
house, ‘If you were ready to be conspmators when I 
entered the room, my lords, you were at least prepared 
to be traitors when I quitted it ’ 

In the meantime Lord Marney, in the best possible 
humour, said to Lord de Mowbray, ‘'‘You are going to 
White’s, are you ’ If so, take me ’ 

‘ I am sorry, my dear lord, but I have an appomtment 
in the City I have to go to the Temple, and I am already 
behmd my time.’ 
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AnJ:> wlay was Lord de Mowbray going to the Temple ? 
He bad received the day before, when he came home 
to dress, a very disagreeable letter from some lawyers, 
apprising ^him thj?t they were instructed by their client, 
!Mr Walter Gerard, to commence proceedings agamst his 
lordship on a writ of right, with respect to his manors 
of Mowbray, Valence, Mowedale^ Mowbray Valence, and 
several others carefully enumerated m their precise 
epistle, and the catalogue of which read like an extract 
from Domesday Book ^ 

More than twenty years had elapsed smce the (question 
had been mooted, and though the discussion had left 
upon Lord de Mowbray an impression from which at 
times he had never entirely recovered, still circumstancea 
had occurred smce the last proceedings which gave him a 
moral, if not a legal, conviction that he should be dis- 
turbed no more And these were the circumstances • 
Lord de Mowbray, after the death of the father of Walter 
Gerard, had found himself in communication with the 
agent who had developed and pursued the claim for the 
yeoman, a?id had purchased for a good round sum the 
documents on which that claim was founded, and by 
which alone apparently that claim could be sustained 

The vendor of these muniments was Baptist Hatton, 
and the sum which he obtamed for them, hy allowing him 
to settle in the metropolis, pursue his studies, purchase 
his hbrary and collections, and otherwise give himself 
that fair field which brains without capital can seldom 
command, was in fact the foundation of his fortune. 
Many years afterwards. Lord de Mowbray had recognized 
Hatton m the prosperous parhamentary agent who often 
appeared at the bar of the House of Lords, and before 
committees of pn^jileges, and who gradually obtamed an 
unrivalled reputation and employment in peerage cases 
Lord de Mowbray renewed his acquaintance with a man 
w^ho was successful, bowed to Hatton whenever they 
met ; and finally consulted him lespeotmg the baiony of 
Valence, which had been m the old Fitz-Warene and 
Mowbray famikes, and to w’hich it was thought the present 
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earl might prefer some hocus-pocus claim through his 
deceased mother , so that, however recent was his date 
as an Enghsh earl, he^might figure on the roll as a Pkin- 
tagenet baron, which in the course of another century 
would complete the grand mystification of high nobility. 
The death of his son, dexterously christened Valence, had 
a little damped his ardour in this respect , but still there 
was a sufficiently intimate connexion S:ept up between 
him and Hatton , so that, before he placed the letter he 
had received in the hands of his lawyers, he thought it 
desirable to consult his ancient ally 

This was the reason that Lord de Mowbray was at the 
present moment seated in the sapie chair, in the same 
library, as was a few days back that worthy baronet. Sir 
Vavasour Firebrace 1V& Hatton was at the same table 
similarly employed , his Persian cat on his right hand, 
and his choice spamels reposing on then cushions at his 
feet 

Mr Hatton held forward his hand to receive the letter 
of which Lord de Mowbray had been speakmg to him, 
and which he read with great attention, weighmg as it 
were each word Singular ' as the letter had been written 
by himself, and the firm who signed it were only his 
instruments, obeymg the spring of the master hand, 

‘ Very remarkable * ’ said jMt Hatton 
‘ Is it not ’ ’ said Lord de'*Mowbray 
‘ x4nd your lordship received this yesterday ’ 
‘Yesterday I lost no time m communicating with 
you ’ 

‘Jubh & Jinks,’ continued IVIr Hatton, musmgly, 
surveying the signature of the letter ‘ A very re- 
spectable firm ’ 

‘ That makes it more strange,’ said his lordship 
‘ It does,’ said Mr Platton 

‘ A respectable firm would hardly embark in such a 
proceedmg without some show of pretext,’ said Lord de 
Mowbray. 

‘ Hardly,’ said Mr Hatton 
‘ Rut what can they have ’ ’ urged his lordship. 

What, indeed ! ’ said Mr Hatton ‘ Mr Walter 
Gerard, without his pedigree, is a mere flash m the pan , 
and I defy him to prove anvthing without the deed of ’77 ’ 
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‘ Well, he has not got that,’ said Lord de Mowbray. 

‘ Safe, of course ’ said Mr Hatton 
‘ Certain I almost wish I had hornt it as well as the 
whole boxful ’ 

‘ Destroy that deed and the other muniments, and the 
Earl de Mowbray will never be Baron Valence,’ said Mr 
Hatton 

‘ But w^at use c-re these deeds now ’ ’ said his lordship 
‘ If we produce them, we may give a colour to this fellow’s 
claim ’ 

‘ Time will settle his claim,’ sgid Mr Hatton ; ‘ it will 
ature yours You can wait ’ 

‘ Alas ’ since the death of my poor boy ’ 

‘ It has become doubly important Substantiate the 
barony, it will descend to your eldest daughter, who, even 
if married, wnU retain your name Your family wiU hve, 
and ennobled The Fitz-Warenes Lords Valence will 
yield to none m antiquity , and, as to rank, as long as 
Mowbray Castle belongs to them, the revival of the earl- 
dom IS safe at the first coronation, or the first mimstry 
that exists with a balanced state of parties ’ 

‘ That IS the right view of the case,’ said Lord de 
Mowbray , ‘ and what do you advise ’ 

‘ Be calm, and you have nothmg to fear This is the 
mere revi^l of an old claim, too vast to be allowed 
to lapse from desuetude. Your documents, you say, are 
all secure ? ’ 

‘ Be sure of that They are at this moment in the 
muniment room of the great tower of Mowbray Castle , 
m the same iron box and m the same cabinet they were 
deposited ’ 

‘When, by placmg them m your hands,’ said Mr 
Hatton, fimshing a sentence which might have been 
awkward, ‘ I had the extreme satisfaction of confirming 
the rights and calmmg the anxieties of one of our ancient 
houses I would recommend your lordship to instruct 
your lawyers to appear to this wnt as a matter of course 
But enter into no details, no unnecessary confidence with 
them They are needless Treat the matter hghtly, 
especially to them. You will hear no more of it ’ 

‘ You feel confidence ? ’ 

‘Perfect. Walter Gerard has no documents of any 
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kind. Whatever his claim might be, good or bad, the 
only evidence that can prove his pedigree is in your 
possession, and the orfiy use to which it ever will be put, 
will be m due time to seat your grandson m the House of 
Lords ’ 

‘ I am glad I called upon you,’ said Lord de Mowbray 
‘ To be sure Your lordship can speak to me without 
reserve, and I am used to these start-ups It i| part of 
the trade , but an old soldier is not to be deceived by 
such feints ’ 

‘ Clearly a feint, you thfok ? ’ 

‘ A feint > a femt ’ 

‘ Good morning I am glad I have called How goes 
on my friend Sir Vavasour ^ ^ 

‘ Oh ’ I shall land him at last ’ 

‘ Well, he is an excellent neighbourly man. I have 
a great respect for Sir Vavasour Would you dme with 
me, Mr. Hatton, on Thursday ’ It would give me and 
Lady de Mowbray great pleasure ’ 

‘Your lordship is extremely kmd,’ said Mr Hatton 
bowing With a shght sarcastic smile, ‘ but I am a hermit.’ 

‘ But your friends should see you sometimes,’ said Lord 
de Mowbray 

‘ Your lordship is too good, but I am a mere man of 
busmess, and know my position I feel I am not at home 
m ladies’ society ’ > 

‘ Well then, come to-morrow I am alone, and I will 
ask some persons to meet you whom you know and like, — 
Sir Vavasour and Lord Shaftesbury and a most learned 
Frenchman who is over here — a Vicomte de Narbonne, 
who is very anxious to make your acquamtance. Your 
name is current, I can tell you, at Pans ’ 

‘ Your lordship is too good , another day : I have a 
great pressure of affairs at present ’ 

‘ Well, well , so he it. Good morning, Mr Hatton ’ 
Hatton bowed lowly The moment the door was shut, 
rubbing his hands, he said, ‘ In the sa^e box and m the 
same cabinet • the mnmment room in the great tower of 
Mowbray Castle > They exist and I know their where- 
abouts. Fil have ’em ’ 
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CHAPTER XIV 

Two and even three days had rolled over since Mr 
Tadpole had reported Sir Robert on his way to the palace, 
and marvellously little had transpired It was of course 
known that a cabinet was in formation, and the daily 
papers reported ,to the public the diurnal visits of certain 
noble lords and right honourable gentlemen to the new 
first minister But the world of high politics had suddenly 
become so cautious that no|}hing leaked out Even 
gossip was at fault Lord Marney had not received the 
Buck-hounds, though he never quitted his house for ride 
or lounge without I'eavmg precise instructions with 
Captain Grouse as to the identical time he should return 
home, so that his acceptance should not be delayed 
Ireland was not yet governed by the Duke of Pitz- 
Aquitaine, and the Earl de Mowbray was stdl ungartered 
These three distmguished noblemen were all of them 
anxious — a httle fidgety , but at the same time it was 
not even whispered that Lord Rambrooke or any other 
lord had received the post which Lord Marney had 
appropriated to himself , nor had Lord Killcroppy had a 
suspicious interview with the prime minister, which kept 
the Duketsjf Eitz-Aquitame quiet though not easy, while 
not a shadow of coming events had glanced over the 
vacant stall of Lord RibbonviUe in St George’s Chapel, 
and this made Lord de Mowbray tranquil, though scarcely 
content In the meantime, daily and hourly they all 
pumped Mr Tadpole, who did not find it difficult to keep 
up his reputation for discretion , for, knowmg nothing, 
and beginmng himself to be perplexed at the protracted 
silence, he took refuge m oracular mystery, and dehvered 
himself of certam Delphic sentences, which adroitly 
satisfied those who consulted him while they never com- 
mitted himself. 

At length one ijgiormng there was an odd whisper in the 
circle of first initiation. The blood mantled on the cheek 
of Lady St. Juhans ; Lady Delorame turned pale Lady 
Firebrace wrote confidential notes with the same pen to 
Mr. Tadpole and Lord Masque Lord Marney called 
early m the moriimg on the Duke of Eitz- Aquitaine, and 
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already found Lord de Mowbray there The clubs were 
crowded even at noon^ Everywhere a mysterious bustle 
and an awful stir 

What could be the matter What has happened ’ 

‘ It IS true,' said Mr Egerton to Mi Berners at Brooks’s 
' Is it true ’ ’ asked Mr Jermyn of Lord Valentme at 
the Oarlton , 

‘ I heard it last night at Crockford’s,’ said Mr 6rmsby , 
‘one always hears things there four-and-twenty hours 
before other places ’ 

The world was employed the whole of the mormng in 
asking and answering this important question, ‘ Is it 
true ’ Towaids dinner-time, it T??-as settled umversally 
m the affirmative, and then the vorld went out to dine 
and to ascertain why it wasi;rue and how it was true 
And now what really happened ’ What had happened 
was what is commonly called a ‘ hitch ’ There was 
undoubtedly a hitch somewhere and somehow , a hitch 
m the construction of the new Cabinet Who could 
have thought it ? The Whig ministers it seems had re- 
signed, but somehow or other had not entirely and com- 
pletely gone out What a constitutional dilemma * The 
Houses must evidently meet, address the throne, and 
impeach its obstinate counsellors Clearly the right course, 
and party feeling ran so high, it was not impossible 
that something might he done At any rate, it was 
a capital opportumty for the House of Lords to pluck up 
a little couiage and take what is called, m high political 
jargon, the imtiative Lord Marney, at the suggestion of 
Mr Tadpole, was quite ready to do this , and so was the 
Duke of Eitz-Aqmtaine, and almost the Earl de Mowbray. 

But then, when all seemed ripe and ready, and there 
appeared a probability of the ‘ Independence of the House 
of Lords ’ bemg agam the favourite toast of Conservative 
dinners, the oddest rumour in the world got about, 
which threw such ridicule on these gr^^at constitutional 
movements in petto, that, even with the Buck-hounds in 
the distance and Tadpole at his elbow, Lord Marney 
hesitated It seemed, though of course no one could for 
a moment credit it, that these vTong-headed, rebelhous 
mimsters who would not go out, wore — petticoats ’ 

And the great Jamaica debate that had been cooked so 
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long, and the anxiously expected yet almost despaired of 
defection of the independent Radical section, and the 
full-dressed visit to the palace that had gladdened the 
heart of Tadpole — ^were they all to end in this Was 
Conservatism, that mighty mystery of the nineteenth 
century — ^was it after all to be brained by a fan ' 

Smce the farce of the ' Invincibles ’ nothing had ever 
been so ladicrously successful 
Lady Delorame consoled herseK for the ‘ Bedchamber 
Plot,’ by declaring that Lady St. Juhans was mdirectly 
the cause of it, and that, had it'^not been for the anticipa- 
tion of her official entrance into the royal apartments, 
the conspiracy would mot have been more real than the 
Meal-tub Plot, or any other of the many imaginary 
machmations that still haunt the page of history, and 
occasionally flit about the prejudiced memory of nations 
Lady St. J ulians, on the contrary, wrung her hands over 
the unhappy fate of her enthralled sovereign, deprived 
of her faithful presence, and obhged to put up with the 
society of personages of whom she knew nothmg and who 
called themselves the friends of her youth. The mmisters 
who had missed, especially those who had received, their 
appomtments looked as aU men do when they are jilted— 
embarrassed, and affectmg an awkward ease ; as if they 
knew somethmg which, if th^ told, would free them from 
the supreme ridicule of their situation, but which, as men 
of dehcacy and honour, they reframed from reveahng. 
All those who had been m fluttermg hopes, however 
famt, of receivmg preferment, took courage now that the 
occasion had passed, and loudly complained of then 
cruel and undemahle deprivation The Constitution was 
wounded m their persons Some fifty gentlemen, who 
had not been appointed under-secretaries of State, moaned 
over the martyrdom of young ambition 

‘ Peel ought to have taken office,’ said Lord Marney. 
‘ What are the women to us ? ’ 

‘ Peel ought t6 have taken office,’ said the Duke of 
Fitz-Aquitame ‘ He should have remembered how 
much he owed to Ireland ’ ^ 

‘ Peel ought to have taken office,’ said Lord de Mowbray. 
‘ The Garter will become now a mere party badge ’ 
Perhaps it may be allowed to the impartial pen that 
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traces tiiese memoirs of our times to agree, thougli for 
a different reason, with these distinguished followers of 
Sir Robert Peel Onq, may be permitted to think that, 
under all circumstances, he should have taken office m 
1839 His withdrawal seems to have been a mistake 
In the great heat of parhamentary faction which had 
prevailed since 1831, the royal prerogative, which, un- 
fortunately for the rights and hberties and social welfare 
of the people, had smce 1688 been more or less oppressed, 
had waned famter and famter A youthful prmcess on 
the throne, whose appearance touched the imagmation, 
and to whom her people ^eve generally mclmed to ascribe 
somethmg of that decision of character which becomes 
those born to command, offered a favourable opportumty 
to restore the exercise of that regal authority, the usurpa- 
tion of whose functions has entailed on the people of Eng- 
land so much suffermg, and so much degradation It was 
unfortunate that one who, if any, should have occupied 
the proud and national position of the leader of the Tory 
party, the chief of the people and the champion of the 
throne, should have commenced his career as minister 
under Victoria by an unseemly contrariety to the personal 
wishes of the Queen. The reaction of pubhc opmion, 
disgusted with years of parhamentary tumult and the 
incoherence of party legislation, the balanced state m the 
kmgdom of pohtical parties themselves, the personal 
character of the sovereign — ^these were all causes which 
intimated that a movement in favour of prerogative was 
at hand The leader of the Tory party should have 
vindicated his natural position, and availed himself of the 
gracious occasion • he missed it , and, as the occasion was 
inevitable, the Whigs enjoyed its occurrence And thus 
England witnessed for the first tune the portentous 
anomaly of the oligarchical or Venetian party, which had 
in the old days destroyed the free monarchy of England, 
retammg power merely by the favour of the Court 

But we forget, Sic Robert Peel is not the leader of the 
Tory party , the party that resisted thelumous mystifica- 
tion that metamorphosed direct taxation by the Crown 
into mdurect taxation by the Commons ; that denounced 
the system which mortgaged mdustry to protect property ; 
the party that ruled Ireland by a scheme which reconciled 
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both Churches, and by a senes of Parliaments whioli 
counted among them Lords and Commons of both re- 
hgions , that has mamtamed at ^11 times the terntonal 
constitution of England as the only basis and security for 
local government, and which nevertheless once laid on 
the table of the House of Commons a commercial tariff 
negotiated at Utrecht, which is the most rational that was 
ever devised by statesmen , a party that has prevented 
the Chufch from’lieing the salaried agent of the State, and 
has supported through many struggles the parochial polity 
of the country which secures to every labourer a home 
In a parliamentary sense, tKht great party has ceased 
to exist , but I will believe that it stiU hves in the thought 
and sentiment and consecrated memory of the English 
nation It has its origin in great principles and m noble 
mstmcts , it sympathizes with the lowly, it looks up to 
the Most High , it can count its heroes and its martyrs ; 
they have met in its behalf plunder, proscription, and 
death Nor, when it finally yielded to the iron progress 
of oligarchical supremacy, was its catastrophe inglorious. 
Its gemus was vindicated m golden sentences and with 
fervent arguments of impassioned logic by St John, 
and breathed in the intrepid eloquence and patriot sonl 
of William Wyndham Even now it is not dead, but 
sleepeth ,«^and, m an age of political materialism, of con- 
fused purposes and perplexed intelligence, that aspires 
only to wealth because it has taith lu no other accomph&h- 
ment, as men rifle cargoes on the verge of shipwreck, 
Toryism will yet rise from the tomb over which Boling- 
broke shed his last tear, to hrmg back strength to the 
Crown, liberty to the subject, and to announce that 
power has only one duty — ^to secure the social welfare of 
the People 


CHAPTER XV 

During the week of pohtical agitation which termmated 
with the mglorio tis catastrophe of the Bedchamber Plot, 
Sybil remamed tranquil, and would have been scarcely 
conscious of what was disturbing so many right honour- 
able hearts, had it not been for the incidental notice of 
their transactions by her father and his friends. To the 
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Chartists, indeed, the factions embroilment at first was of 
no great moment, except as the breaking up and forma- 
tion of cabinets might delay the presentation of the 
National Petition They had long ceased to distinguish 
between the two parties who then and now contend for 
power And they were right Between the noble lord 
who goes out, and the right honourable gentleman who 
comes in, where is the distmctive prmciple ’ A shadowy 
difference may be simulated m opposition, to serve a cry 
and stimulate the hustmgs , but the mask is not worn, 
even m Dowmng Street , and the conscientious Conserva- 
tive seeks, in the pigeonholes of a Whig bureau, for the 
measures agamst which for ten years he has been sanction- 
ing, by the speaking silence of an appro vmg nod, a general 
wail of frenzied alarm 

Once it was otherwise , mnce the people recogmzed a 
party m the State whose pxmciples identified them with, 
the rights and privileges of the multitude but when they 
found the parochial constitution of the country sacrificed 
without a struggle, and a rude assault made on all 
local influences m order to estabhsh a severely organized 
centrahzation, a blow was given to the influence of the 
priest and of the gentleman, the ancient champions of the 
people agamst arbitrary Courts and rapacious Parhaments, 
from which they will find that it requires n^® ordinary 
courage and wisdom to recoyer 

The unexpected termmation of the events of May, 
1839, m the re-estabhshment m pow’^er of a party con- 
fessedly too weak to carry on the parliamentary govern- 
ment of the country, was viewed however by the Chartists 
m a very different spirit from that with which they 
had witnessed the outbreak of these transactions It had 
unquestionably a tendency to animate their efforts, and 
imparted a bolder tone to their future plans and move- 
ments They were encouraged to try a fall with a feeble 
administration Gerard from this moment became en- 
grossed m affairs , his correspondence greatly increased , 
and he was so much occupied that Sybil saw daily less and 
less of her father. 

It was on the morning after the day that Hatton had 
made his first and unlooked-for visit m Smith Square, 
that some of the delegates, who had caught the rumour 
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of the resignation of the Whigs, had called ecirly on 
Gerard, and he had soon after left the house m their 
company , and Sybil was alone ^The strange incidents 
of *the preceding day were revolving m her mmd, as her 
eye wandered vaguely over her book The presence of 
that Hatton who had so often, and in such different 
scenes, occupied their conversation, the reappearance 
of that stranger^ whose unexpected entrance into their 
little wofld had eighteen months ago so often lent mterest 
and pleasure to their life — ^these were materials for 
pensive sentiment Mr Frankhn had left some gracious 
memories with Sybil ; the natufal legacy of one so refined, 
inteUigent, and gentle, whose temper seemed never ruffled, 
and who evidently so smcerely relished their society 
Mowedale rose before her m all the golden beauty of its 
autumnal hour , their wild rambles and hearty greetmgs, 
and earnest converse when her father returned from his 
daily duties, and his eye kindled with pleasure as the 
accustomed knock announced the arrival of his almost 
daily compamon. In spite of the excitement of the pass- 
ing moment, its high hopes and glorious aspirations, and 
visions perchance of greatness and of power, the eye of 
Sybd was dimmed with emotion as she recalled that 
innocent and tranquil dream 

Her fattier had heard from Eranklin after his departure 
more than once , but his letters, though abounding m 
frank expressions of deep mterest in the welfare of Gerard 
and his daughter, were m some degree constrained; a 
kmd of reserve seemed to envelop him ; they never learnt 
anythmg of his hfe and duties , he seemed sometimes as 
it were meditatmg a departure from his country There 
was undoubtedly about him something mysterious and 
unsatisfactory Morley was of opmion that he was a spy , 
Gerard, less suspicious, ultimately concluded that he was 
harassed by his creditors, and when at Mowedale was 
probably hiding from them 

And now the mystery was at length dissolved And 
what an explanation ’ A Norman, a noble, an oppressor 
of the people, a plunderer of the Church — all the characters 
and capacities that Sybil had been bred up to look upon 
with fear and aversion, and to recogmze as the authors of 
the degradation of her race. 
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Sybil sigbed; the door opened, and Egremont stood 
before her The blood rose to her cheek, her heart 
trembled , for the f^rst time in his presence she felt 
embarrassed and constramed His countenance on 'the 
contrary was collected, serious, and pale. 

‘ I am an mtruder,’ he said advancmg, ‘ but I wish 
much to speak to you,’ and he seated himself near her. 
There was a momentary pause ‘ You seemed to treat 
with scorn yesterday,’ resumed Egremont, in at?cents less 
sustamed, ‘ the behef that sympathy was mdependent 
of the mere accidents of position Pardon me, Sybil, but 
eYen you may be prejudiced ’ He paused 

‘ I should be sorry to treat anyiihmg you said with 
scorn,’ replied Sybil, in a subdued tone ‘ Many thmgs 
happened yesterday,’ she added, ‘ which might be offered 
as some excuse for an unguarded word,’ 

‘ Would that it had been unguarded ! ’ said Egremont, 
in a voice of melancholy ‘ I could have endured it with 
less repmmg No, Sybil, I have known you, I have had 
the happiness and the sorrow of knowmg you too well to 
doubt the convictions of your mmd, or to beheve that 
they can be hghtly removed, and yet I would strive to 
remove them You look upon me as an enemy, as a 
natural foe, because I am born among the privileged I 
am a man, Sybil, as well as a noble ’ Agam^ie paused , 
she looked down, but did not speak 

‘ And can I not feel for men, my fellows, whatever be 
their lot ’ I know you will deny it , but you are m error, 
Sybil , you have formed your opimons upon tradition, 
not upon experience The world that exists is not the 
world of which you have read' , the class that calls itself 
your superior is not the same class as ruled in the time of 
your fathers There is a change m them as m all other 
things, and I participate m that change I shared it 
before I knew you, Sybil , and if it touched me then, at 
least beheve it does not influence me less now ’ 

‘ If there be a change,’ said Sybil, ‘ it is because m some 
degree the people have learnt their strength ’ 

‘ Ah ’ dismiss from your mind those fallacious fancies,’ 
said Egremont. ‘ The people are not strong ; the people 
never can be strong Their attempts at self -vindication 
will end only in their suffermg and confusion It la 
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civilization that has effected, that is effecting, this change* 
It 13 that increased knowledge of themselves that teaches 
the educated their social duties There is a daysprmg in 
the history of this nation, which perhaps those only who 
are on the mountain-tops can as yet recognize Yon 
deem you are m darkness, and X see a dawn The new 
generation of the aristocracy of England are not tyrants, 
not oppressors, Sjbd, as you persist m believing Their 
intelligeifoe, better than that, their hearts, are open to 
the responsibility of their position But the work that is 
before them is no holiday-work It is not the fever of 
superficial impulse that can remove the deep-fixed barriers 
of centuries of ignorance and crime Enough that their 
sympathies are awakened , time and thought will bring 
the rest They are the natural leaders of the people, 
Sybil , believe me they are the only ones ’ 

‘ The leaders of the people are those whom the people 
trust,’ said Sybil, rather haughtily 

‘ And who may betray them,’ said Egrernont. 

‘ Betray them ’ ’ exclaimed Sybil ‘ And can you 

believe that my father ’ 

‘ No, no , you can feel, Sybil, though I cannot express, 
how much I honour your father But he stands alone in the 
singleness and purity of his heart Who surround him ’ ’ 

‘ Those ^vhom the people have also chosen , and from 
a like confidence m their virtues and abilities They are 
a senate supported by the sympathy of millions, with only 
one ob j ect m view — ^the emancipation of their race It is a 
sublime spectacle, these delegates of labour advocating the 
sacred cause in a manner which might shame your haughty 
factions What can resist a demonstration so truly national ' 
What can withstand the supremacy of its moral power ’ ’ 
Her eye met the glance of Egrernont That brow, full 
of thought and majesty, was fixed on his He encoun- 
tered that face radiant as a seraph’s , those dark eyes 
flashing with the inspiration of the martyr 

Egrernont rose, moved slowly to the window, gazed m 
abstraction for a Tew moments on the little garden, with 
its dank turf that no foot ever trod, its mutilated statue, 
and its mouldering frescoes What a silence , how 
profound ’ What a prospect , how drear ^ Suddenly 
he turned, and, advancing with a more rapid pace, he 
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approaOLed Sybil Her bead was averted, and leaning 
on her left arm, sbe seemed lost m reverie Egremont 
fell upon bis knee, and gently takmg ber band, be pressed 
it to bis bps Sbe started, sbe looked round, agitated, 
alarmed, wbde be breathed forth m tremulous accents, 
‘ Let me express to you my adoration ’ 

‘ Ah ' not now for the first time, but for ever , from 
the moment I first beheld you m the starbt arch of Marne}^ 
has your spirit ruled my bemg, and softeYed eve^»y sprnig 
of my affections. I followed you to your home, and 
lived for a time content in the sdent worship of your 
nature When I came the last mormng to the cottage, 
it was to tell, and to ask, all. Since then for a moment 
your image has never been absent f^som my consciousness ; 
your picture consecrates my hearth, and your approval 
has been the spur of my career Bo not reject my love ; 
it is deep as your nature, and fervent as my own Bamsb 
those prejudices that have embittered your existence, 
and, if persisted m, may wither mme Deign to retain 
this band ? If I be a noble, I have none of the accidents 
of nobility I cannot offer you wealth, splendour, or 
power , but I can offer you the devotion of an entranced 
bemg — aspirations that you shall guide — an ambirion 
that you shall govern ' ’ 

‘ These words are mystical and wild,’ said Sybil with 
an amazed air, ‘they come upon me with convulsive 
suddenness ’ And she paused for an instant, collecting 
as it V ere her mind with an expression almost of pain upon 
her countenance ‘ These changes of hfe are so strange 
and rapid that it seems to me I can scarcely meet them 
You are Lord Mainey’s brother , it was but yesterday 
— only yesterday — I learnt it I thought then I had lost 
your friendship, and now you speak of — ^love * — love of 
me ' — ^retain your hand a.nd share your life and fortunes ^ 
You forget what I am But though I learnt only yester- 
day what you are, I will not be so remiss Once you 
wrote upon a page you were my faithful friend , and I 
have pondered over that line with kindiless often I will 
be your faithful friend , I wull recall you to yourself I 
will at least not bring you shame and degradation ’ 

‘ Oh ' Sybil, beloved, beautiful Sybil — ^not such bitter 
words , no, no 1 ’ 
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‘ No bitterness to you ^ that would indeed be harsh,’ 
and she covered with her hand her streaming eyes. 

/ Why, what is this ’ ’ after a pause and with an efiort 
she exclaimed. ‘ A umon between the child and brother 
of nobles and a daughter of the people ’ Estrangement 
from your family, and with cause, their hopes destroyed, 
their pride outraged , ahenation from your order, and 
3 ustly , all their prej udices insulted Y on will forfeit every 
source of worldly content and cast off every spring of 
social success Society for you will become a great 
confederation to deprive you of self-complacency And 
rightly Will you not be a traitor to the cause No, no, 
kind friend, for such 111 call you Your opinion of me, 
too good and great a^I feel it, touches me deeply I am 
not used to such passages m life , I have read of such. 
Pardon me, feel for me, if I receive them with some dis 
order They sound to me for the first time — and for the 
last Perhaps they ought never to have reached my ear. 
No matter now — I have a life of pemtence before me, and 
I trust I shall be pardoned ’ And she wept 

‘ You have mdeed pumshed me for the fatal accident of 
birth, if it deprives me of you ’ 

‘ Not so,’ she added, weeping , ‘ I shall never be the 
bride of earth ; and but for one, whose claims though 
earthly gere to me irresistible, I should have ere tms 
forgotten my hereditary sorrows m the cloister ’ 

All this tune Egremont had retamed her hand, which 
she had not attempted to withdraw. He had bent his 
head over it as she spoke — ^it was touched with his tears. 
For some moments there was silence ; then, looking up 
and in a smothered voice, Egremont made one more effort 
to induce Sybil to consider his suit He combated her 
views as to the importance to him of the sympathies of 
his family and of Society , he detailed to her his hopes 
and plans for their future welfare , he dwelt with passion- 
ate eloquence on his aboundmg love But, with a solemn 
sweetness, and a^ it were a tender inflexibihty, the tears 
trickhng down her soft cheek, and pressmg his hand m both 
of hers, she subdued and put aside all his efforts 
‘ Believe me,’ she said, ‘ the gulf is impassable.’ 
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CHAPTER I 

‘ Tekriblb news from Birmingham,’ said Mr Egerton 
at Brooks’s. ‘ They have massacred the pohce, beat o 
the military, and sacked the town ^ Hews just arrived.’ 

‘ I have known it these two hours,’ said a grey-headed 
gentleman, speakmg without taking his eyes off the news- 
paper ‘ There is a Cabmet sittmg now.’ 

‘ Well, I always said so,’ said Mr Egerton , ‘ our fellows 
ought to have put down that Convention ’ 

‘ It IS deuced lucky,’ said Mr Berners, ‘ that the Bed- 
chamber busmess is over, and we are all right This 
affair, in the midst of the Jamaica hitch, woxdd have been 
fatal to us ’ 

‘These Chartists evidently act upon a system,’ said 
Mr Egerton ‘ You see they were perfectly quiet till the 
National Petition was presented and debated , and now, 
almost simultaneously with our refusmg to consider their 
petition, we have news of this outbreak ’ 

‘ I hope they will not spread,’ said the grey-headed 
gentleman ‘ There are not troops enough m the country 
S there be anything like a general movement I hear 
they have sent the Guards dowm by a special tram, and 
a hundred more of the pohce London is not over- 
garrisoned ’ 

‘They are always ready for a not at Birmingham,’ 
said a Warwickshire peer ‘ Trade is very bad there and 
they suffer a good deal But I should tjunk it would not 
go farther ’ 

‘ I am told,’ said the grey-headed gentleman, ‘ that 
busmess is getting slack m ail the districts ’ 

‘ It might be better,’ said Mr Egerton, ‘ but they have 
got work.’ 
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Here several gentlemen entered, inquiring whetlier the 
€venmg papers were in, and what was the news from 
Birmmgham 

‘ I am told,’ said one of them, ‘ that the pohce were 
regularly smashed ’ 

‘ Is it true that the mihtary were reaUy heat ofi ’ ’ 

‘ Quite untrue the fact is, there were no proper pre- 
parationTJ , the town was taken by surprise, the magis- 
trates lost their heads , the people were masters of the 
place , and when the pohce dad act, they were met by a 
triumphant populace, who two^ hours before would have 
fled before them. They say they have burnt down forty 
houses.’ 

‘ It is a bad thing — ^this beating the police,’ said the 
grey-headed gentleman 

‘ But what IS the present state of affairs ’ ’ inquired 
Mr Berners ‘ Are the rioters put down ’ ’ 

^ Not in the least,’ said Mr Egerton, ‘ as I hear They 
are encamped in the Bull Ring amid smoking rums, and 
breathe nothing but havoc ’ 

‘ Well, I voted for taking the National Petition into 
consideration,’ said Mr, Berners ‘ It could do us no 
harm, and would have kept thmgs quiet ’ 

* So di4^ every fellow on our side,’ said Mr Egerton, 
‘who was not m office or about to be. Well, Heaven 
knows what may come next * The Charter may some day 
be as popular m this club as the Reform Act ’ 

‘The oddest thing m that debate,’ said Mr. Berners, 
‘ was Egremont’s move ’ 

‘ I saw Marney last mght at Lady St Juhans’s,’ said 
Mr Egerton, ‘ and congratulated him on his brother’s 
speech He looked daggers, and grinned hke a ghoul ’ 

‘ It was a very remarkable speech-~that of Egremont,’ 
said the grey-headed gentleman ‘ I wonder what he 
wants ’ 

‘ I think he must be gomg to turn Radical,’ said the 
Warwickshire 'peer 

‘ Why, the whole speech was against Radicalism,’ said 
JVIr Egerton. 

‘ Ah, then he is gomg to turn Whig, I suppose.’ 

‘ He IS ultra anti- Whig,’ said Egerton. 

‘ Then what the deuce is he ’ ’ said Mr. Berners. 
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‘ Not a Conservative certainly, for Lady St Julians does 
notliing but abuse Inm ’ 

‘ I suppose be is crbtcbety,’ suggested the Warwiek- 
sbire noble 

‘ That speech of Egremont was the most really demo 
cratic speech that I ever read,’ said the grey-headed 
gentleman ‘ How ivas it hstened to ’ ’ 

‘ Oh > capitally,’ said I^Ir Egerton ^ ‘ He feias very 
seldom spoken beiore and always shghtly though well 
He was listened to with mute attention, nevei was a 
better House I should osay made a great impression, 
though no one knew exactly what he was after ’ 

‘What does he mean by obt^ming the results of 
the Charter without the mtervention of its machmery ? ’ 
inquired Lord Lorame, a mild, middle-aged, lounging, 
languid man, who passed his life m crossmg from Brooks’s 
to Boodle’s, and from Boodle’s to Brooks’s, and testmg 
the comparative mtelhgence of these tw'O celebrated 
bodies , himself gifted with no ordmary ahihties cultivated 
with no ordmary care, but the victim of sauntermg, his 
sultana queen, as it was, according to Sheffield, Duke of 
Buckingham, of the second Charles Stuart 

‘He spoke throughout m an exoteric vem,’ said the 
grey-headed gentleman, ‘ and I apprehend was not very 
sure of his audience , but I took him to rnean^ indeed it 
was the gist of the speech, that if you wished for a tune 
to retain your pohtical power, you could only effect your 
purpose by securmg for the people greater social fehcity ’ 

‘ Well, that is sheer Radicalism,’ said the Warwickshire 
peer , ‘ pretending that the people can he better off than 
they are, is Radicahsm and nothing else ’ 

‘ I fear, if that be Radicalism,’ said Lord Lorame, 
‘ we must all take a leaf out of the same hook Sloane 
was saying at Boodle’s just now^ that he looked forward 
to the winter in his country wuth horror ’ 

‘And they have no manufactures there,’ said llvir 
Egerton 

‘ Sloane was always a croaker,’ said the Warwnckshire 
peer ‘ He always said the New Poor Law would not 
act, and there is no part of the country wheie it works so 
well as m his own ’ 

* They s ly at Boodle’s there is to be an mcrease to the 
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Army,’ said Lord Lorame, ‘ten thousand men immedi- 
ately , decided on by the Cabmet this afternoon ’ 

‘.It could hardly have leaked Cat by this time,’ said 
the grey-headed gentleman ‘The Cabinet were sitting 
less than an hour ago ’ 

‘ They have been up a good hour,’ said Lord Lorame, 
‘ quite long enough for their decisions to be known m 
St James’s Street In the good old times, George Earnley 
used always to walk from Downmg Street to this place 
the moment the council was up and tell us everythmg ’ 

‘ Ah ’ tnose were the good ^^Id gentlemanlike times,’ 
said Mr. Berners, ‘ when members of Parliament had no- 
body to please and mimsters of State nothmg to do ’ 

The riots of Birmingham occurred two months after 
the events that closed our last book. That period, as far 
as the obvious movements of the Chartists were con- 
cerned, had been passed in preparations for the presenta- 
tion and discussion of the National Petition, which the 
parhamentary embroilments of the sprmg of that year 
had hitherto procrastmated and prevented. The Petition 
was ultimately carried down to Westminster on a 
triumphal car, acoompamed by all the delegates of the 
Convention m solemn procession It was necessary to 
construct a machine m order to introduce the huge bulk 
of parchment signed by a million and a half of persons, 
into the House of Commons, and thus supported, its 
vast form remamed on the floor of the House durmg the 
discussion The House, after a debate which was not 
deemed by the people commensurate with the importance 
of the occasion, decided on rejectmg the prayer of the 
Petition, and from that moment the party in the Con- 
vention who advocated a recourse to physical force m 
order to obtain their purpose, was in the ascendant 
The National Petition, and the belief that, although its 
objects would not at present be obtained, yet a solemn 
and prolonged debate on its prayer would at least hold 
out to the working classes the hope, that their rights 
might from that date rank among the acknowledged 
subjects of parliamentary discussion, and ultimately, by 
the force of discussion, be recognized, as other rights of 
other portions of the people once equally disputed, had 
been the means by which the party m the Convention 
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w3io upheld on all occasions the supremacy of moral 
power had been able to curb the energetic and reckless 
minority, who derided from the first all other methods but 
terror and violence as efiective of their end. The hopes 
of all, the vanity of many, were frustrated and shocked 
by findmg that the exertions and expenditure of long 
months were not only fruitless, but had not even attracted 
as numerous an assembly or excited as nfuch mt est, as 
an ordinary party struggle on some petty point of fac- 
titious interest, forgotten as soon as fought. The attention 
of the working classes was. especially called by their 
leaders to the contrast between the interest occasioned 
by the endangered constitution of Jamaica, a petty and 
exhausted colony, and the claims for the same constitu- 
tional rights by the workmg milhons of England In the 
first mstance, not a member was absent from his place , 
men were brought mdeed from distant capitals to partici- 
pate m the struggle and to decide it ; the debate lasted 
for days, almost for weeks , not a pubhc man of hght 
and leading m the coimtry withheld the expression of his 
opimon, the fate of governments was involved in it, 
cabmets were overthrown and reconstructed in the throes 
and tumult of strife, and, for the first time for a long 
period, the Sovereign personally mterposed ip. pubhc 
transactions with a significance of character, which made 
the working classes almost beheve that the privileged had 
at last found a master, and the unfranchised regamed 
their natural chief The mean position which the Saxon 
multitude occupied, as distmguished from the Jamaica 
planters, sunk deep mto their hearts From that moment 
all hope of lehef from the demonstration of a high moral 
conduct in the milhons, and the exhibition of that well- 
regulated order of public Me which would mtimate their 
fitness for the possession and fulfilment of pubhc rights, 
vanished The party of violence, a small minority, as is 
usually the case, but cousistmg of men of determined 
character, triumphed , and the outbreak® at Birmingham 
was the first consequence of those reckless counsels that 
were destmed m the course of the ensumg years to inflict 
on the worlong classes of this country so much sufiermg 
and disastei 

It was about this time, a balmy mornmg of July, that 
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Sybil, tempted by the soft sunshine, and a longing for the 
sight of flowers and turf and the spread of winding waters, 
went forth from her gloomy domicile to those beautiful 
gardens that bloom m that once melancholy region of 
marsh, celebrated in old days only for its Dutch canal 
and its Chmese bridge, and now not unworthy of the 
royal park that encloses them. Except here and there a 
pretty ifursery-iliaid with her mteresting charge , — some 
beautiful child with noddmg plume, immense bow, and 
gorgeous sash, — ^the gardens were vacant Indeed it 
was only at this early hour, that Sybil found from experi- 
ence that it was agreeable m London for a woman unac- 
compamed to venting abroad There is no European 
city where our fair sisters are so little independent as in 
our metropolis , to our shame 

Something of the renovatmg mfluence of a beautiful 
nature was needed by the daughter of Gerard She was 
at this moment anxious and dispirited The outbreak 
at Birmmgham, the conviction that such proceedings 
must ultimately prove fatal to the cause to which she 
was devoted, the dark apprehension that her father was 
m some manner imphcated m this movement, which had 
commenced with so much pubhc disaster, and which 
menaced ,jConsequences still more awful, aU these events, 
and fears, and sad forebodmgs, acted with immense 
influence on a temperamen't which, though gifted with 
even a sublime courage, was smgularly sensitive The 
quick and teeming imagination of Sybil conjured up a 
thousand fears which were m some degree unfounded, m 
a great degree exaggerated, but this is the mevitahle lot 
of the creative mmd practismg on the mexpenenced. 

The shock too had been sudden The two months that 
had elapsed smce she had parted, as she supposed for ever, 
from Egremont, while they had not less abounded than 
the preceding time m that pleasmg pubhc excitement 
which her father’s career, in her estimation alike useful, 
honourable, and® distmguished, occasioned her, had been 
fruitful m some sources of satisfaction of a softer and 
more domestic character. The acquaintance of Hatton, of 
whom they saw a great deal, had very much contributed 
to the moreased amemty of her life. He was a most 
agreeable, instructive and obhgmg compamon ; who 
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see ed peculiarly to possess the art of making life pleasant 
by the adroit management of unobtrusive resources. He 
lent Sybil books , and all that he recommended to her 
notice •were of a kind that harmonized -with her senti- 
ment and taste He furmshed her from his hbrary with 
splendid works of art, illustrative of those periods of our 
history, and those choice and costly edifices which were 
associated with her fondest thought and fanc^. He 
placed in her room the best periodical hterature of the 
day, which for her was a new world, he furnished her 
with newspapers whose colhmns of discussion taught her, 
that the opinions she had embraced were not unques- 
tioned as she had never seen a journal m her hfe before, 
except a stray number of the Mowbray Phalanx, or the 
metropolitan pubhcation which was devoted to the cause 
of the National Convention, and reported her father’s 
speeches, the effect of this readmg on her mtelhgence was, 
to say the least, suggestive. 

Many a mornmg too when Gerard was disengaged, 
Hatton would propose that they should show Sybil some- 
thing of the splendour or the rarities of the metropohs , 
its pubhc buildmgs, museums, and galleries of art Sybil, 
though unmstructed m pamtmg, had that native taste 
which requires only observation to arrive at tru^ results. 
She was much interested with all she saw and all that 
occurred, and her gratification was heightened by the 
society of an individual, who not only sympathized with 
all she felt, but who, if she made an mquiry, was ever 
ready with an instructive reply. Hatton poured forth 
the taste and treasures of a -Oi^ell-stored and refined 
intelligence And then too, always easy, bland, and 
considerate , and though with luxuries and convemences 
at his command, to participate in which, under any other 
circumstances, might have been embarrassmg to his com- 
pamons, with so much tact, that either by an allusion 
to early days, happy days when he owed so much to 
Gerard’s father, or some other mode equally fehcitous, he 
contrived completely to maintam among them the spirit 
of social equality In the evening, Hatton generally 
looked m when Gerard was at home, and on Sundays 
they were always together Their common faith was a 
bond of union which led them to the same altar, and on 
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that day Hatton had obtained their promise always to 
dine with him He was careful to ascertain each holy 
day at what chapel the music was most exquisite, that 
the most passionate taste of Sybil might be gratified. 
Indeed, durmg this residence m London, the opportumty 
it afforded of makmg her acquainted with some of the 
great masters of the human voice was perhaps to Sybil 
a source of pleasure not the least important For, though 
it was not deemed consistent with the future disciplme 
which she contemplated to enter a theatre, there were yet 
occasions which permitted her, under every advantage, 
to listen to the performance of the master-pieces of 
sacred melody Alone, with Hatton and her father, she 
often poured forth those tones of celestial sweetness and 
ethereal power that had melted the soul of Egremont 
amid the rums of Marney Abbey 
More intimately acquainted with Sybil Gerard, Hatton 
had shrunk from the project that he had at first so crudely 
formed There was something about her that awed, while 
it fasemated him He did not rehnqmsh his purpose, for 
it was a rule of his life never to do that ; but he postponed 
the plans of its fulfilment. Hatton was not, what is 
commonly understood by the phrase, in love with Sybil ; 
certainly, not passionately in love with her. With all bis 
darmg and talents, and fine taste, there was in Hatton 
such a vem of thorough goefd sense, that it was impossible 
for him to act or even to think anything that was ridicu- 
lous He wished still to marry Sybil for the great object 
that we have stated , he had a mmd quite equal to 
appreciate her admirabfe qualities, but sense enough to 
wish that she were a less dazzhng creature, because then 
he would have a better chance of accomplishing his end. 
He perceived, when he had had a due opportunity to 
study her character, that the cloister was the natural 
catastrophe impendmg over a woman who, with an 
exalted mmd, great abihties, a fine and profound educa- 
tion, and almo^ supernatural charms, found herseff born 
and rooted in the ranks of a degraded population All 
this Hatton understood , it was a conclusion he had 
gradually arrived at by a gradual process of induction, 
and by vigilant observation that in its study of character 
had rarely been deceived , and when, one evemng, with 
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an art that could not be suspected, he sounded Gerard on 
fche future of his daughter, he found that the clear intellect 
and straightforward sa'gacity of the father had arrived at 
the same result ‘ She wishes,’ said Gerard, ‘ to take the 
veil, and I only oppose it for a time, that she may have 
some knowledge of Me and a clear conception of what 
she IS about to do I wish not that she should hereafter 
reproach her father But, to my mmd, Sybil ^is right. 
She cannot look to marriage . no man that she could 
marry would be worthy of her ’ 

During these two months, and especially durmg the 
last, Morley was rarely m London, though ever much with 
Gerard, and often with his daughter, durmg his visits. 
The necessary impulse had been given to the afiairs of the 
Convention, the delegates had visited the members, the 
preparations for the presentation of the National Petition 
had been completed , the overthrow of the Whig Govern- 
ent, the abortive effort of Sir Robert Peel, the return of 
the "^ig Admimstration, and the consequent measures 
had occasioned a delay of two months in the presentation 
of the great document it was well for Gerard to remam, 
who was a leader in debate, and whose absence for a week 
would have endangered his position as the head of a party, 
but these considerations did not influence Morley, who 
had already found great mconvemence m managmg his 
journal at a distance , so, about the middle of May, he 
had returned to Mowbray, commg up occasionally by the 
tram if anything important were stirrmg, or his vote could 
be of service to his friend and colleague The affair 
of Birmingham, however, had-* alarmed Morley, and he 
had written up to Gerard that he should instantly repair 
to town Indeed he was expected the very mornmg that 
Sybil, her father havmg gone to the Convention where 
there were at this very moment very fiery debates, went 
forth to take the morning air of summer m the gardens of 
St James’s Park 

It was a real summer day , large, ronnd, glossy, fleecy 
clouds, as white and shining as glaciers, studded with 
their immense and immovable forms the deep blue sky. 
There was not even a summer breeze, though the air 
was mellow, balmy, and exhilarating There was a 
bloom upon the trees, the waters ghttered, the prismatic 
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wild-fowl dived, breathed again, and again disappeared 
Beautiful oMdien, fresh and sweet as the new-born rose, 
glacnced about with the gestures and sometimes the voices 
of Paradise And m the distance rose the sacred towers 
of the great Western Minster. 

How fair is a garden amid the toils and passions of 
existence ’ A curse upon those who vulgarize and dese- 
crate thc^se holy 'haunts ; breakmg the hearts of nursery 
maids, and smokmg tobacco m the palace of the rose ’ 
The mental clouds dispelled as Sybil felt the freshness 
and fragrance of nature The f?olour came to her cheek , 
the deep brightness returned to her eye her step that at 
first had been languid, and, if not melancholy, at least 
contemplative, became active and ammated She forgot 
the cares of life and was touched by all the sense of all 
its enjoyment To move, to breathe, to feel the sun- 
beam, were sensible and surpassmg pleasures Cheerful by 
nature, notwithstandmg her stately thoughts and solemn 
life, a brilhant smile played on her seraphic face, as she 
arked the wild passage of the darmg birds, or watched 
the thoughtless grace of infancy 

She rested herself on a bench beneath a branching elm, 
and her eye, which for some time had followed the various 
objects tl][at had attracted it, was now fixed m abstraction 
on the suimy waters The visio of past life rose before 
her. It was one of those reveries when the incidents of 
our existence are mapped before us, when each is con- 
sidered with relation to the rest, and assumes in our 
knowledge its distinct and absolute position , when, as it 
were, we take stock of owr experience, and ascertam how 
rich sorrow and pleasure, feehng and thought, intercourse 
with our fellow-creatures and the fortuitous mysteries of 
life — ^have made us m wisdom 
The quick intelligence and the ardent imagmation of 
Sybil had made her comprehend with fervour the two ideas 
that had been impressed on her young mind , the oppres- 
sion of her Church and the degradation of her people 
Educated m sohtude and exchangmg thoughts only with 
individuals of the same sympathies, these impressions 
had resolved themselves into one profound and gloomy 
conviction that the world was divided only between the 
oppressors and the oppressed. With her, to be one of the 
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people was to be miserable and innocent, one of the 
privileged, a luxurious tyrant In the cloister, in her 
garden, amid the scenes of suffering which she often visited 
and always solaced, she had raised up two phantoms 
which with her represented human nature. 

But the experience of the last few months had operated 
a great change m these impressions She had seen enough 
to suspect that the world was a more co2nphcateTl system 
than she had preconceived There was not that strong 
and rude simplicity in its orgamzation which she had 
supposed. The characters were more various, the motives 
more mixed, the classes more blended, the elements of 
each more subtle and diversified, than she had imagined 
The people she found was not that pure embodiment of 
unity of feehng, of mterest, and of purpose, which she had 
pictured m her abstractio . The people had enemies 
among the people . their own passions , which made them 
often sympathize, often combme, with the privileged. Her 
father, with aU his virtues, all his abfiities, smgleness of 
purpose, and simphcity of aim, encountered rivals in 
them own Convention, and was beset by open, or, still 
worse, secret foes. 

Sybil, whose mmd had been nurtured with great 
thoughts, and with whom success or failure alil^e partook 
of the heroic, who had hoped for triumph, but who was 
prepared for sacrifice, found to her surprise that great 
thoughts have very httle to do with the busmess of the 
world , that human affairs, even m an age of revolution, 
are the subject of compromise , and that the essence of 
compromise is littleness. She thought that the People, 
calm and collected, conscious at last of them strength and 
confident m then holy cause, had but to express them 
pure and noble convictions by the delegates of their 
choice, and that an antique and decrepit authority must 
bow before the irresistible mfluence of their moral power. 
These delegates of then choice turned out to be a plebeian 
senate of wild ambitions and simster ‘"Jind selfish ends, 
while the decrepit authority that she had been taught 
existed only by the sufferance of the millions, was compact 
and orgamzed, with every element of physical power at 
its command, and supported by the interests, the sym- 
pathies, the honest convictions, and the strong prejudices 
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of classes influential not merely from their wealth but 
even by their numbers 

Nor could she resist the belief that the feeling of the 
rich towards the poor was not that sentiment of unmmgled 
hate and scorn which she associated with Norman con- 
querors and feudal laws She would ascribe rather the 
want of sympathy that unquestionably exists between 
Wealth '^and Wbrk m England, to mutual ignorance 
between the classes which possess these two great elements 
of national prosperity , and though the source of that 
ignorance was to be sought m'^antecedent circumstances 
of violence and oppression, the consequences perhaps had 
outlived the causes, a^ customs survive opmio . 

Sybil looked towards Westminster, to those proud and 
passionate halls where assembles the Parliament of Eng- 
land , that rapacious, violent, and haughty body, which 
had brought kings and prelates to the block ; spoiled 
churches and then seized the sacred manors for then 
personal prey; invested them own possessions with m- 
finite pri’^eges, and then mortgaged for their state and 
empire the labour of countless generations Could the 
voice of solace sound from such a quarter ? 

Sybil unfolded a journal which she had brought , not 
now to b(p read for the first time ; but now for the first 
time to be read alone, undisturbed, m a scene of softness 
and seremty It contamed^a report of the debate m the 
House of Commons on the presentation of the National 
Petition ; that important document which had been the 
means of drawing forth Sybil from her solitude, and of 
teachmg her somethmg 6i that world of which she had 
often pondered, and yet which she had so maccuxately 
preconceived 

Yes ’ there was one voice that had sounded m that 
proud Parliament, that, free from the slang of faction, 
had dared to express immortal truths the voice of a 
noble, who without bemg a demagogue, had upheld the 
popular cause , ^ad pronounced his conviction that the 
rights of labour were as sacred as those of property ; that 
if a difierence were to be established, the mterests of the 
living wealth ought to be preferred , who had declared 
that the social happmess of the milhons should be the 
first object of a statesman, and that, if this were not 
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aclueved, thrones and dommio , the pomp and power of 
courts and empires, were ahke worthless 

With a heart not mthout emotion, with a kindling 
cheek, and eyes suffused with tears, Sybil read the speech 
of Egremont She ceased , stdl holdmg the paper with 
one hand, she laid on it the other with tenderness, and 
looked up to breathe as it were for rehef Before her stood 
the orator himseh 


CHAPTER II 

EGEBMOisrT had recogmzed Sybil as she entered the 
garden He was himself crossing the park to attend a 
committee of the House of Commons which had sat for 
the first time that morning The meeting had been formal 
and brief, the committee soon adjourned, and Egremont 
repaired to the spot where he was m the hope of still 
finding Sybil 

He approached her not without some restramt, with 
reserve, and yet with tenderness ‘ This is a great, 
an unexpected pie ure mdeed,’ he said m a faltermg 
tone. She had looked up , the expression of an agitation, 
not distressful, on her beautiful countenance ^could not 
be concealed She smiled through a gushing vision; 
and, with a flushed cheek, impelled perhaps by her native 
frankness, perhaps by some softer and irresistible feelmg 
of gratitude, respect, regard, she said m a low voice, ‘ I 
w readmg your beautiful speech ’ 

‘ Indeed,’ said Egremont much moved, ‘ that is an 
honour, — a pleasure, — a reward, I never could have even 
hoped to attam ’ 

‘ By aU,’ contmued Sybil with more self-possession, 
‘ it must be read with pleasure, with advantage, but by 
me — oh > with what deep mterest ’ 

‘ If anything that I said finds an echo m your breast,’ 

and here he hesitated, ‘ ^it will give 2ne confidence for 

the future,’ he hurriedly added 

‘ Ah ’ why do not others feel like you ’ ’ said Sybil, 
* all would not then be hopeless ’ 

‘ But you are not hopeless ’ ’ said Egremont, and he 
seated himself on the bench, but at some (hstance from her. 
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Sybil shook her head. 

* But when we spoke last,’ said Egremont, ‘ you were 
full of confidence — ^in your cause, and in your means ’ 

‘ It IS not very long ago,’ said Sybil, ‘ since we thus 
spoke, and yet time m the interval has taught me some 
bitter truths ’ 

‘ Truth is very precious,’ said Egremont, ‘ to us all , 
and yetP I fear T could not sufficiently appreciate the 
cause that deprived you of your sanguine faith ’ 

‘ Alas ' ’ said Sybil mournfully, ‘ I was but a dreamer 
of dreams I wake from my haducination, as others have 
done, I suppose, before me Like them too I feel the 
glory of life has gone ^ but my content at least,’ and she 
bent her head meekly, ‘ has never rested, I hope, too 
much on this world ’ 

‘ You are depressed, dear Sybil ’ 

‘I am unhappy. I am anxious about my father I 
fear that he is surrounded by men unworthy of his con- 
fidence. These scenes of violence alarm me. Under 
any circumstances I should shrmk from them, but I am 
impressed with the conviction that they can brmg us 
nothmg but disaster and disgrace ’ 

‘ I honour your father,’ said Egremont, ‘ I know no 
an who^e character I esteem so truly noble ; such a 
]ust compound of mtelligence and courage, and gentle 
and generous impulse. I should deeply grieve were he 
to compromise himself But you have influence over 
him, the greatest, as you have over all Counsel him to 
return to Mowbray ’ 

‘ Can I give counsel ? ^ said Sybil, ^ I who have been 
wrong in aU my judgements ’ I came up to this city with 
him, to be his guide, his guardian What arrogance f 
What short-sighted pride ’ I thought the People all felt 
as I feel ; that I had nothmg to do but to sustain and 
ammate him, to encourage him when he flagged, to 
uphold him when he wavered I thought that moral 
power must govern the world, and that moral power 
was embodied m an assembly whose annals will be a 
series of petty mtrigues, or, what is worse, of violent 
machmations ’ 

‘ Exert every energy,’ said Egremont, ‘ that your 
father should leave London, immediately ; to-morrow, 
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to-niglit if possible After tins business at Birmingham, 
the Government must act I hear that they will immedi- 
ately mcrease the army and the pohce ; and that there is 
a circular from the Secretary of State to the Lord-Lieu- 
tenants of counties* But the Government will strike at 
the Convention The members who remam will be the 
victims If your father return to Mowbray, and be 
quiet, he has a chance of not bemg disti2rbed ’ ^ 

‘ An Ignoble end of many lofty hopes,’ said Sybil 
‘ Let us retam our hopes,’ said Egremont, ‘ and cherish 
them ’ ’ 

‘ I have none,’ she rephed 
‘ And I am sangume,’ said Egremont 
‘ Ah ’ because you have made a beautiful speech But 
they will hsten to you, they will cheer you, but they will 
never follow you The dove and the eagle will not mate ; 
the lion and the lamb will not he down together ; and 
the conquerors will never rescue the conquered ’ 

Egremont shook his head ‘ You still will cherish these 
phantoms, dear Sybil ’ and why ’ They are not visions 
of delight Beheve me, they are as vam as they are 
distressing. The mmd of England is the mmd ever of 
the rismg race Trust me, it is with the People And 
not the less so, because this feelmg is one of wjiich even 
in a gieat degree it is unconscious Those opmions which 
you have been educated tb dread and mistrust, are 
opmions that are dymg away Predominant opmions 
are generally the opmions of the generation that is 
vamshmg Let an accident, which speculation could not 
foresee, the balanced state at thismoment of Parliamentary 
parties, cease, and m a few years, more or less, cease it 
must, and you will witness a development of the new 
mmd of England, which wiU make up by its rapid pro- 
gress for its retarded action I hve among these men ; 
I know their inmost souls , I watch their mstmcts and 
their impulses , I know the principles which they have 
imbibed, and I know, however hindered by circumstances 
for the moment, those principles must bear their fruit 
It will be a produce hostile to the oligarchical system 
The future principle of Enghsh pohtics will not be a 
levelling principle , not a principle adverse to privileges, 
but favourable to their extension. It will seek to ensure 
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equality, not by levelling the Few, but by elevating the 
Many ’ 

Indulging for some bttle time in^tbe mutual reflections, 
which the tone of the conversation suggested, Sybil at 
length rose, and, saying that she hoped by this time her 
father might have returned, bade farewell to Egremont, 
but he, also rising, would for a time accompany her At 
the gat^* of the *^ardens, however, she paused, and said 
with a soft sad smile, ‘ Here we must part,’ and extended 
to him her hand 

‘ Heaven will guard over you/ ’ said Egremont, ‘for yon 
are a celestial charge,’ 


CHAPTER III 

As Sybil approached her home, she recogmzed her 
father in the court before their house, accompamed by 
several men, with whom he seemed on the pomt of going 
forth She was so anxious to speak to Gerard, that she 
did not hesitate at once to advance There was a stir 
as she entered the gate , the men ceased talking, some 
stood aloof, all welcomed her with silent respect. With 
one or t;vo Sybil was not entirely unacquamted; at 
least by name or person. To them, as she passed, she bent 
her head , and then, gomg*’ up to her father, who was 
about to welcome her, she said, in a tone of calmness, and 
with a semblance of composure, ‘ If you are going out, 
dear father, I should like to see you for one moment 
first ’ ^ 

‘ A moment, friends,’ said Gerard, ‘ with your leave , ’ 
and he accompamed his daughter into the house He 
would have stopped m the hall, but she walked on to their 
room, and Gerard, though pressed for time, was compelled 
to follow her When they had entered their chamber, 
Sybil closed the door with care, and then, Gerard sittmg, 
or rather leanujg carelessly, on the edge of the table, 
she said, ‘ We are once more together, dear father ; we 
will never again be separated ’ 

Gerard sprang quickly on his legs, his eye kindled, his 
cheek flushed. ‘ Something has happened to you, 
Sybil I ’ 
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‘ No,’ she said, shaking her head monmfuliy, ‘ not that ; 
but something may happen to yon ’ 

‘ How so, my cMd ’ ’ said her father, relapsmg mto his 
customary good-tempered placidity, and speaking m an 
easy, measured, almost drawlmg tone that was habitual 
to him 

‘ You are in danger,’ said Sybil, ‘ great and immediate. 
No matter at this moment how I am f)ersuaded of this : 
I wish no mysteries, but there is no time for details The 
Government wiU strike at the Convention , they are 
resolved This outbreak at Birmingham has brought 
affairs to a crisis They have already arrrested the leaders 
there ; they will seize those who remam here m avoved 
correspondence with them ’ 

‘ If they arrest aU who are m correspondence with the 
Convention,’ said Gerard, ‘ they will have enough to do ’ 

‘ Yes , but you take a leading part,’ said Sybil , ‘ you 
are the individual they would select ’ 

‘ Would you have me hide myseK ’ ’ said Gerard, ‘ just 
because something is gomg on besides talk ’ 

‘ Besides talk ’ ’ exclaimed Sybil ‘ Oh ’ my father,, 
what thoughts are these ’ It may be that words are vain 
to save us , but feeble deeds are vamer far than words ’ 

‘ I do not see that the deeds, though I haves nothmg to 
do with them, are so feeble,’ said Gerard , ‘ their boasted 
pohee are beaten, and by ’the isolated movement of an 
unorgamzed mass. What if the outbreak had not been a 
solitary one ’ What if the people had been disciphned ’ ’ 

‘ What if everything were changed, if everjrthing were 
contrary to what it is ’ ’ said Sybil ‘ The people are 
not disciphned ; their action will not be, cannot be, 
coherent and uniform , these are nots m which you are 
involved, not revolutions , and you vili be a victim, and 
not a sacrifice ’ 

Gerard looked thoughtful, but not anxious after a 
momentary pause, he said, ‘ We must not be scared at a 
few arrests, Sybil. These are haphcJzard pranks of a 
Government that wants to terrify, but is itself frightened. 
I have not counselled, none of us have counselled, this 
stir at Bir min gham It IS a casualty We were none 
of us prepared for it But great things sprmg from 
casualties. I say the pohee were beaten, and the troops- 
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alarmed , and I say this was done without orgamzation, 
and in a single spot. I am as mucl^ against feeble deeds 
as you can be, Sybil ; and to prove this to you, our con- 
versation at the moment you arrived, was to take care 
for the future that there shall be none Neither vam 
words, nor feeble deeds, for the future,’ added Gerard, 
and he moved to depart 

Sybil aJ>proached him with gentleness ; she took ins 
hand as if to bid Inm farewell, she retained it for a 
moment, and looked him steadfastly in the face, with a 
glance at the same time serious 'and soft Then, throw- 
ing her arms round his neck and leaning her cheek upon 
his breast, she murmuied, ‘ Oh ! my father, your child 
is most unhappy ’ 

‘ Sybil,’ exclaimed Gerard, m a tone of tender re- 
proach, ‘ this IS womamsh weakness , I love but must not 
share it ’ 

‘ It may be womanish,’ said Sybil, ‘ but it is wise • foi 
what should make us unhappy if not the sense of impend* 
mg, yet unknown, danger ’ ’ 

‘ And why danger ’ ’ said Gerard 

‘ Why mystery ? ’ said Sybil. ‘ Why are you ever 
preoccupied and mvolved m dark thoughts, my father ? 
It is not the pressure of busmess, as you will perhaps tell 
me, that occasio this change m a disposition so frank 
and even careless The pressure of aSairs is not nearly 
as great, cannot be nearly as great, as m the early period 
of your assembhng, when the eyes of the whole country 
were on you, and you were m communication with all 
parts of it. How often haVe you told me that there was 
no degree of busmess which you found irksome ’ Now 
you are all dispersed and scattered no discussions, no 
committees, little correspondence — and you yourself are 
ever brooding, and ever m conclave too, with persons who, 
I know, for Stephen has told me so, are the preachers of 
violence , violence perhaps that some of them may preach, 
yet will not practice • both bad ; traitors it may be, or, 
at the best, harebramed men.’ 

‘ Stephen is prejudiced,’ said Gerard * He is a vision- 
ary, mdulgmg m impossible dreams, and if possible, 
little desirable. He knows nothing of the feelmg of the 
country or the character of hia countrymen. Englishmen 
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want none of ins jomt-stock felicity , they want their 
rights — ^rights consistent with the rights of other classes, 
but without which the’' rights of other classes cannot and 
ought not to be secure ’ 

‘ Stephen is at least your friend, my father , and once 
you honoured him.’ 

‘ And do so now, and love him very dearly I honour 
him for his great abilities and knowledge Stephen is a 
scholar , I have no pretensions that way ; but I can feel 
the pulse of a people, and can comprehend the signs of 
the times, Sybil Stephen was all very well talking m 
our cottage and garden at Mowbray, when we had nothing 
to do , but now we must act, or others wtII act for us. 
Stephen is not a practical man , he is crotchety, Sybil, 
and that’s just it ’ 

‘ But violence and action,’ said Sybil, ‘ are they identi- 
cal, my father ’ 

‘ I did not speak of violence,’ 

‘ No ; but you looked it. I know the language of your 
countenance, even to the quiver of your hp Action, as 
you and Stephen once taught me, and I thmk wisely, 
was to prove to our rulers by an agitation, orderly and 
intellectual, that w^e were sensible of our degradation , 
and that it was neither Chnstianlilie nor prudent, neither 
good nor wise, to let us remain so That you id, and 
you did it well , the respect of the world, even of those 
who differed from you in mterest or opmion, was not 
withheld from you, and can be withheld from none who 
exercise the moral power that springs from great talents 
and a good cause You have Rt this great moral power, 
this pearl of price,’ said Sybil, with emotion, — ‘ we cannot 
conceal it from ourselves, my father — ^you have let it 

cape from your hands ’ 

Gerard looked at her as she spoke, with an earnestness 
unusual with him As she ceased, he cast his eyes down, 
and seemed for a moment deep m thought , then, looking 
up, he said, ‘ The season for words is past> I must be gone, 
dear Sybil ’ And he moved towards the door 

‘ You shall not leave me,’ said Sybil, sprmgmg forward, 
and seizing his arm 

‘ What would you, what would you ? ’ said Gerard, 
distressed 
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‘ That we should quit this city to-night.’ 

^ What, quit my post ? ’ 

* Why yours ’ Have not your ''colleagues dispersed ^ 
Is not your assembly formally adjourned to another town ’ 
Is it not known that the great majority of the delegates 
have returned to their homes ? And why not you to 
yours ’ 

‘ I hav,^ no home,’ said Gerard, almost m a voice of 
harshness. ‘ I came here to do the business that was 
wantmg, and, by the blessmg of God, I will do it I am 
no changehng, nor can I refine and split straws, like your 
philosophers and Morleys , but if the people wdl struggle, 
I will struggle with them , and die, if need be, in the 
front Nor will I be deterred from my purpose by the 
tears of a girl,’ and he released himself from the hand of 
his daughter with abruptness 

Sybil looked up to heaven with streaming eyes, and 
clasped her hands in unutterable woe. Gerard moved 
again towards the door, but before he reached it his step 
faltered, and he turned agam and looked at his daughter 
with tenderness and anxiety She remained in the same 
position, save that her arms that had fallen were crossed 
before her, and her downward glance seemed fixed m 
deep abstraction Her father approached her unnoticed , 
he took hex’ hand , she started, and, looking round with 
a cold and distressed expression, said, m a smothered 
tone, ‘ I thought you had gone ’ 

‘Not m anger, my sweet child,’ and Gerard pressed 
her to his heart 

‘ But you go,’ murmured Sybil 

‘ These men await me,’ said Gerard. ‘ Our council is of 
importance We must take some immediate steps for 
the aid of our brethren m distress at Birmingham, and to 
discountenance similar scenes of outbreak to this affair . 
but, the moment this is over, I will come back to you ; 
and, for the rest, it shall be as you desire , to-morrow we 
will return to Mowbray.’ 

Sybil returned her father’s embrace with a warmth 
which expressed her sense of his kmdness and her own 
soothed feelings, but she said nothmg , and, bidding her 
now to be of good cheer, Gerard quitted the apartment. 
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The clock of St John’s Church struck three, and the 
clock of St John’s Church struck four, and the fifth 
hour sounded from St John’s Church , and the clock of 
St John’s was sounding six. And Gerard had not yet 
returned ^ 

The time for awhile after his departure had been com- 
paratively hght-hearted and agreeable Easier in her 
mind and for a time busied vath the preparations for them 
journey, Sybil sat by the open window more serene and 
cheerful than for a long period had been her wont. Some- 
times she turned for a moment from her volume and fell 
into a reverie of the morrow and of Mowbray Viewed 
through the magic haze of time and distance, the scene of 
her youth assumed a character of tenderness and even of 
peaceful bhss. She sighed for the days of their cottage 
and their garden, when the discontent of her father was 
only theoretical, and their political conclaves were limited 
to a discussion between him and Morley on the rights of 
the people or the prmciples of society The bright waters 
of the Mowe and its wooded hills ; her matm walks to the 
convent to visit Ursula Trafford— a pilgrimage of piety 
and chanty and love , the faithful Harold, so devoted 
and so intelhgent , even the crowded haunts of labour- 
and sufiermg among which she ghded like an angeh 
blessmg and blessed , they rose before her — ^those touch- 
ing images of the past — and her eyes were suffused with 
tears, of tenderness, not of gloopi 

And blended with them the thought of one who had 
been for a season the kind and gentle compamon of hei 
girlhood — ^that Mr Frankhn whom she had never quite 
forgotten, and who, alas * was not Mr Frankhn after all 
Ah ’ that was a wonderful history ; a somewhat thnllmg 
chapter m the memory of one so innocent and so young ' 
His voice even now Imgered m her j^ar She recalled 
without an effort those tones of the mormng, tones of 
tenderness, and yet of wisdom and considerate thought, 
that had sounded only for her welfare Never had 
Egremont appeared to her m a hght so suhdumg He 
was what man should be to woman ever — ^gentle, and yet 
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a guide. A thousand images dazzling and wild rose m 
her mind , a thousand thoughts, beautiful and quivering 
as the twilight, clustered round herr heart , for a moment 
she indulged m impossible dreams, and seemed to have 
entered a newly discovered world The horizon of her 
experience expanded like the ghttermg heaven of a fairy 
tale Her eye was fixed in lustrous contemplation, the 
flush on |Ler cheejs was a messenger from her heart, the 
movement of her mouth would have in an instant become 
a smile, when the clock of St John’s struck four, and 
Sybil started from her reverie. 

The clock of St John’s struck four, and Sybil became 
anxious , the clock of St. John’s struck five, and Sybil 
became disquieted ; festless and perturbed, she was 
walking up and down the chamber, her books long since 
thrown aside, when the clock of St John’s struck six 
fehe clasped her hands and looked up to heaven. There 
was a knock at the street door , she herself sprang out to 
open it It was not Gerard It was Morley 

‘ Ah ' Stephen,’ said Sybil, with a countenance of 
undisguised disappomtment, ‘ I thought it was my father ’ 
‘ I should have been glad to have found him here,’ said 
Morley ‘ However with your permission I will enter ’ 

‘ And he will soon arrive,’ said Sybil , ‘ I am sure he 
will soon 'Jirnve. I have been expectmg him every 
minute ’ 

‘For hours,’ added Morley, fimshmg her sentence, as 
they entered the room ‘ The business that he is on,’ he 
continued, throwung himself mto a chair with a recklessness 
very unlike his usual com;^osure and even precision, ‘ the 
business that he is on is engrossing ’ 

‘ Thank Heaven,’ said Sybil, ‘ we leave this place to- 
morrow ’ 

‘ Hah ’ ’ said Morley, startmg, ‘ who told you so ’ ’ 

‘ My father has so settled it , has mdeed promised me 
that we shall depart ’ 

‘ And you were g^nxious to do so ’ 

‘ Most anxious , my mmd is prophetic only of mischief 
to him if we remam ’ 

‘Mme too. Otherwise I should not have come up 
to-day ’ 
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‘ 1 have , I have been hours with him,’ 

‘ I am glad At thi^ conierence which he talked of ^ ’ 
^ Yes ; at this headstrong council , and I have seen 
him since , alone. Whatever hap to him, my conscience 
IS assoiled ’ 

‘ You terrify me, Stephen,’ said Sybil, rismg from her 
seat ‘ What can happen to him ’ \Yhat wmild he do, 
what would you resist ’ teU me — tell mS, dear filend ’ 

‘ Oh ' yes,’ said Morley, pale, and with a slight bitter 
smile. ‘ Oh * yes , dear friend * ’ 

‘ I said dear friend, for'' so I deemed you,’ said Sybil , 
‘ and so we have ever found you Why do you stare at 
me so strangely, Stephen ’ ’ 

* So you deem me, and so you have ever found me,’ 
said Morley, m a slow and measured tone, repeatmg her 
words ‘ Well , what more would you have ’ What 
more should any of us want ’ ’ he asked abruptly. 

‘ I want no more,’ said Sybil, innocently, 

‘I warrant me, you do" not. WeU, well; nothing 
matters And so,’ he added m his ordinary tone, ‘ you 
arc waitmg for your father ’ ’ 

‘ Whom you have not long smce seen,’ said Sybil, ‘ and 
whom you expected to find here ’ ’ 

‘ No 1 ’ said Morley, shaking his head with; 3 the same 
bitter smile , ‘no, no, I didnjt I came to find you ’ 

‘ You have something to tell me,’ said Sybil, earnestly 
‘ Somethmg has happened to my father Do not break 
it to me , tell me at once,’ and she advanced and laid her 
hand upon his arm 

Morley trembled , and then In a hurried and agitated 
voice, said, ‘No, no, no ’ nothing has happened Much 
may happen, hut nothing has happened And we may 
prevent it ’ 

‘ Tell me what may happen ; tell me what to do.’ 

‘ Your father,’ said Morley, slowly rismg from his seat 
and pacing the room, and speaking in a low calm voice, 
‘ your father — and my friend — is m thio position, Sybil ; 
he IS conspirmg agamst the State ’ 

‘ Yes, yes,’ said Sybil, very pale, speakmg almost m a 
whisper and with her gaze fixed mtenth on her compamon 
‘ Tell me all ’ 

‘ I will. He IS conspirmg, I say, against the State 
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To-mgKt they meet m secret, to give the last finish to 
their plans , and to-mght they will he arrested ’ 

‘ 0 God ’ ’ said Sybil, claspmg her hands ‘ He told 
me truth ’ 

‘ Who told you truth ’ ’ said Morley, sprmging to her 
side, m a hoarse voice, and with an eye of fire 

‘ A friend,’ said Sybil, droppmg her arms and bending 
her head m woe"; ‘ a kmd, good friend I met him but 
this morn, and he warned me of all this ’ 

‘ Hah, hah » ’ said Morley, with a sort of stifled laugh , 
‘ Hah, hah ’ he told you, did he ’ the kind good friend 
whom you met this mommg Did I not warn you, 
Sybil, of the traitor ‘h Did I not tell you to beware of 
taking this false aristocrat to your hearth , to worm out 
all the secrets of that home that he once polluted by ins 
espionage, and now would desolate by his treason ? ’ 

‘ Of whom and what do you speak ’ ’ said Sybil, throw- 
ing herself mto a chair. 

‘ I speak of that base spy, Egremont ’ 

^You slander an honourable man,’ said Sybil, with 
digmty. ‘ Mr Egremont has never entered this house 
smce you met him here for the first time , save once ’ 

' He needed no entrance to this house to worm out its 
secrets,’ s^;id Morley, mahciously ‘ That could be more 
adroitly done by one who had assignations at command 
with the most charmmg of ifs mmates ’ 

‘ Unmannerly churl ’ ’ exclaimed Sybil, starting in her 
chair, her eye flashing hghtnmg, her distended nostril 
quivermg with scorn 

‘ Oh f yes, I am a churl;’ said Morley ; ‘ I know I am a 
churl Were I a noble, the daughter of the people would 
perhaps condescend to treat me with less contempt ’ 

‘ The daughter of the people loves truth and manly 
bearmg, Stephen Morley , and will treat with contempt 
ail those who slander women, whether they be nobles or 
serfs ’ 

‘ And where is the slanderer ? ’ 

* Ask him who told you I held assignations with Mr. 
Egremont, or with any one ’ 

‘ Mme eyes — ^mine own eyes — ^were my informant,’ 
said Morley ‘This morn, the very morn, I arrived m 
London, I learnt how your mat were now spent Yes ’ ’ 



BORN FOR LOVE 309 

h© added, m a tone of mournful anguish, ‘I passed the 
gate of the gardens , I witnessed your adieus ’ 

‘ We met by hazard,’ said Sybil, m a calm tone, and 
with an expression that denoted she was thinkmg of 
other things, ‘ and in all probability we shall never meet 
again Talk not of these trifles, Stephen, my father, 
how can we save him ’ ’ 

‘ Are they trifles ’ ’ said Morley, slowly and earnestly, 
walkmg to her side, and lookmg her mCently m^the face. 

‘ Are they mdeed trifles, Sybil ’ Oh * make me credit 

that, and then ’ he paused 

Sybil returned his gaze . the deep lustre of her dark 
orb rested on his peermg vision his eye fled from the 
unequal contest ; his heart throbbed, his hmbs trembled , 
he feu upon his knee 

‘ Pardon me, pardon me,’ he said, and took her hand. 

‘ Pardon the most miserable and the most devoted of 
en ’ ’ 

‘ What need of pardon, dear Stephen ^ ’ said Sybil m a 
soothmg tone ‘ In the agitated hour wild words escape. 
If I have used them, I regret , if you, I have forgotten.’ 
The clock of St, John’s told that the sixth hour was 
ore than half-past 

‘Ah’’ said Sybil, withdrawmg her hand, ‘ you told me 
how precious was time What can we do ’ ’ > 

Morley rose from his kneehng position, and agam paced 
the chamber, lost for some moments m deep meditation. 
Suddenly he seized her arm, and said, ‘ I can endure no 
longer the anguish of my life I love you, and if you will 
not be mme, I care for no one’s fate ’ 

‘ I am not born for love,’ said Sybil, frightened, yet 
endeavourmg to conceal her alarm 

‘ 'W e are all born for love,’ said Morley. ‘ It is the 
prmciple of existence, and its only end And love of you, 
Sybil,’ he continued, in a tone of impassioned pathos, 

‘ has been to me for years the hoarded treasure of my life. 
For this I have haunted your heart and hovered round 
your home ; for this I have served "your father hke a 
slave, and embarked m a cause with which I have httle 
sympathy, and which can meet with no success It is 
your image that has stimulated my ambition, developed 
y powers, sustamed me m the hour of humiliation, and 
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secured me that material prosperity which I can now 
command Oh ’ deign to share it , share it with the 
impassioned heart and the devoted life that now bow 
before you ; and do not shrink from them because they 
are the feehngs and the fortunes of the People ’ 

‘ You astound, you overwhelm me,’ said Sybil, agitated. 
^ You came for another purpose, we were speaking of 
other f eejmgs , itr is the hour of exigency you choose for 
these strange, these startling words ’ 

‘ I also have my hour of exigency,’ said Morley, ‘ and 
its minutes are now numbermg. Upon it all depends ’ 

‘ Another time,’ said Sybil, m a low and deprecatory 
voice , ‘ speak of these^thlngs another time ’ ’ 

‘ The caverns of my mmd are open,’ said Morley, ‘ and 
they will not close ’ 

‘ Stephen,’ said Sybil, ‘ dear Stephen, I am grateful 
for your kmd feelings ; but indeed this is not the time for 
such passages . cease, my friend ’ ’ 

‘ I came to know my fate,’ said Morley, doggedly 
‘It is a sacrilege of sentiment,’ said Sybil, unable any 
longer to restrain her emotion, ‘ to obtrude its expression 
on a daughter at such a moment ’ 

‘ You would not deem it so if you loved, or if you could 
love me, Sybil,’ said Morley, mournfully ‘ Why, it is a 
moment of deep feelmg, and suited for the expression 
of deep feelmg. You would'’ not have answered thus, 
if he who had been kneehng here had been named 
Egremont ’ 

‘ He would not have adopted a course,’ said Sybil, 
unable any longer to restram her displeasure, ‘ so selfish, 
so indecent ’ 

‘ Ah ’ she loves him ’ ’ exclaimed Morley, springing on 
his legs, and with a demoniac laugh 
There was a pause Under ordinary circumstances 
Sybil would have left the room and terminated a distress- 
ing interview, but m the present instance that was im- 
possible , for on the contmuance of that mterview any 
hope of assisting her father depended. Morley had 
thrown himself into a chair opposite to her, leaning back 
in silence with his face covered ; Sybil was disinclined 
to revive the conversation about her father, because she 
had already perceived that Morley was only too much 
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aware of the command which the subject gave him over 
her feelmgs and even conduct Yet time, tmie now 
full of terror, time was stealmg on It was evident 
that Morley would not break the silence At length, 
unable any longer to repress her tortured heart, Sybil 
said, ‘ Stephen, be generous , speak to me of your 
friend ’ 

‘ I have no friend,’ said Morley, without taking his 
hands from his face 

‘ The samts in heaven have mercy on me,’ said Sybil, 

‘ for I am very wretched.’ 

‘ No, no, no ’ ’ said Morley, rising rapidly from his 
seat, and again kneeling at her side, ‘ not wretched , not 
that tone of anguish ’ What can I do ’ what say ^ 
Sybil, dearest Sybil I love you so much, so fervently, 
so devotedly ; none can love you as I do ; say not you 
are wretched > ’ 

‘ Alas » alas ’ ’ said Sybil 

‘ What shall I do ’ what say ’ ’ said Morley. 

‘ You know what I would have you say,’ said Sybil. 

* Speak of one who is my father, if no longer your friend . 
you know what I would have you do — save him save 
him from death and me from despair ’ 

‘ I am ready,’ said Morley , " I came for that Listen. 
There is a meeting to-mght at half -past eiglit o’clock , 
they meet to arrange a general rismg m the country 
their mtention is known to the Government; they will 
be arrested Now it is m my power, which it was not 
when I saw your father this mornmg, to convmce him of 
the truth of this, and were I to -see him before eight o’clock, 
which I could easily do, I could prevent his attendance, 
certainly prevent his attendance, and he would be saved , 
for the Government depend much upon the papers, some 
proclamations, and thmgs of that kind, which will be 
signed this evening, for then proofs Well, I am ready 
to save Gerard, my friend, for so I’ll call him, as you wish 
it ; one I have served before and I'^ng , one whom I 
came up from Mowbray this day to serve and save , I 
am ready to do that which you req[uire ; you yourself 
admit it is no light deed , and commg from one you have 
known so long, and, as you confess, so much regarded, 
should be doubly cherished , I am ready to do this great 
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service ; to save the father from death and the daughter 
from despair, — if she would but only say to me, “ I have 
but one reward, and it is yours ” ’ 

‘ I have read of something of this sort,’ said Sybil, 
speaking in a murmurmg tone, and lookmg round her 
with a wild expression, ‘ this bargainmg of blood, and 
shall I call it love ^ But that was ever between the 
oppressor and the oppressed This is the first tune that 
a child ot the people has been so assailed by one of her 
own class, and who exercises his power from the con- 
fidence which the sympathy ..of their sorrows alone 
caused It is bitter , bitter for me and mme — but for 
you, pollution ’ ^ 

‘ Am I answered ’ ’ said Morley 
‘ Yes,’ said Sybil, *in the name of the holy Virgm ’ 

‘ Good night, then,’ said Morley, and he approached 
the door His hand was on it The voice of Sybil made 
him turn his head 

‘ Where do they meet to-mght ’ ’ she inquired, a 
smothered tone 

‘ I am bound to secrecy,’ said Morley 
‘ There is no softness in your spirit,’ said Sybil. 

‘ I am met with none ’ 

‘ We have ever been your friends ’ 

‘ A blossC^m that has brought no fruit.’ 

‘ This hour will be remembered at the judgement-seat,* 
said Sybil 

‘ The holy Virgin will perhaps mterpose for me,’ said 
Morley with a sneer 

‘ We have merited this,’ ^aid Sybil, ‘ who have taken an 
mfidel to our hearts ’ 

‘ If he had only been a heretic, like Egremont ’ ’ said 
Morley 

Sybil burst into tears Morley sprang to her. ‘ Swear 
by the holy Virgin, swear by all the samts, swear by your 
hope of heaven and by your own sweet name , without 
equivocation, witliout reserve, with fullness and with 
truth, that you never give your heart or hand to 
Egremont ; — and I will save your father.’ 

As m a low voice, but with a terrible earnestness, 
Morley dictated this oath, Sybil, already pale, became 
white as the marble samt of some sacred niche Her 
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large dark eyes seemed fixed ; a fleet expression of agony 
flitted over her beautiful brow like a cloud ; and she said, 

‘ I swear that I will ifever give my hand to ’ 

‘And your heart, your heart,’ said Morley eagerly. 
‘ Omit not that Swear by the holy oaths again you do 
not love him She falters » Ah ’ she blushes f ’ For 
a burning brightness now suffused the cheek of Sybil. 
‘ She loves him,’ exclaimed Morley, wikily, and die rushed 
frantically from the room. 


CHAPTER V 

■j 

Agitated and overcome by these unexpected and 
passionate appeals, and these outrageous ebulhtio 
actmg on her at a time when she herself was labourmg 
under no ordinary excitement, and was distracted with 
disturbmg thoughts, the mind of Sybil seemed for a 
moment to desert her , neither by sound nor gesture did 
she signify her sense of Morley’s last words and departure , 
and it was not until the loud closmg of the street door, 
echomg through the long passage, recalled her to herself, 
that she was aware how much was at stake in that 
mcident She darted out of the room to recall him , to 
make one more eflort for her father , but in vam By 
the side of their house was an intricate passage leading 
mto a labjTmth of small streets Through this Morley 
had disappeared ; and his name, more than once sounded 
m a voice of anguish m that silent and most obsolete 
Smith Square, received no ec^o 
Darkness and terror came over the spirit of Sybil , a 
sense of confounding and confusing woe, with which it 
was in vam to cope The conviction of her helplessness 
prostrated her She sat her down upon the steps before 
the door of that dreary house, withm the railmgs of that 
gloomy court, and buried her face m her hands a wild 
vision of the past and the future, without thought or feel- 
mg, coherence or consequence , sunset gleams of vanished 
bliss, and stormy gusts of impending doom. 

The clock of St John’s struck seven 
It was the only thmg that spoke in that still and dreary 
square ; it was the only voice that ever seemed to sound 
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there ; but it was a voice from heaven — it was the voice 
of St. John 

Sybil looked up ; she looked up'^at the holy building 
Sybil listened , she hstened to the holy sounds St John 
told her that the danger of her father was so much more 
advanced Oh ' why are there saints m heaven if they 
cannot aid the saintly » The oath that Morley would have 
enforced ^ame wjnspermg in the ear of Sybil — ‘Swear 
by the holy Virgin, and by all the saints.’ 

And shall she not pray to the holy Virgm, and all the 
saints ? Sybil prayed , she prayed to the holy Virgm, 
and all the saints , and especially to the beloved St John 
— ^most favoured among Hebrew men, who reposed on the 
breast of the divme Friend 

Brightness and courage returned to the spirit of Sybil , 
a sense of animating and exalting faith that could move 

ountams, and combat without fear a thousand penis. 
The conviction of celestial aid mspired her. She rose 
from her sad restmg-place, and re-entered the house ; only, 
however, to provide herself with her walking attire, and 
then, alone and without a guide, the shades of evemng 
already descendmg, this cluld of innocence and divme 
thoughts, born m a cottage, and bred m a cloister, went 
forth, on a great enterprise of duty and devotion, into the 
busiest and '"the wildest haunts of the greatest of modern 
cities 

Sybil knew well her way to Palace Yard. This pomt 
was soon reached , she desired the cabman to drive her 
to a street m the Strand, m which was a coffee-house, 
where durmg the last weeks of their stay m London, the 
scanty remnants of the National Convention had held then 
sittmgs. It was by a mere accident that Sybil had learnt 
this circumstance, for, when she had attended the meetmgs 
of the Convention m order to hear her father’s speeches, 
it was m the prime of their gathermg, and when then 
numbers were great, and when they met m audacious 
rivalry opposite to,that St Stephen’s, which they wished 
to supersede This accidental recollection, however, was 
her only clue in the urgent adventure on which she had 
embarked 

She cast an anxious glance at the clock of St Martin’s, 
as she passed that church ; the hand was approaching 
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the half-hour of seven She urged on the driver , they 
were in the Strand ; there was an agitating stoppage ; 
she was about to descend when the obstacle was removed , 
and m a few minutes they turned down the street which 
she sought. 

‘ What number, Ma’am ’ ’ asked the cabman. 

‘ ’Tis a coffee-house ; I know not the number, nor the 
name of him who keeps it ’Tis a coffee^-house. ^Can you 
see one ? Look, look, I pray you ’ I am much pressed ’ 

* Here’s a coffee-ho e, Ma’am,’ said the man m a 
hoarse voice. ^ 

‘ How good you are f Yes ; I will get out. You will 
wait for me, I am sure ’ ’ ^ 

‘All right,’ said the cabman, as Sybil entered the 
illumined door ‘Poor young thing » she’s wery anxious 
about summut.’ 

Sybil at once stepped mto a rather capacious room, 
fitted up m the old-fashioned style of coffee-rooms, with 
mahogany boxes, m several of which were men drmkmg 
coffee, and reading newspapers by a painful glare of gas. 
There was a waiter m the middle of the room, who was 
bl^rowmg some fresh sand upon the floor, but who stared 
immensely when, lookmg up, he beheld Sybil 

‘ Now, Ma’am, if you please,’ said the waiter mquiringly. 

‘ Is Mr. Gerard here ? ’ said Sybil 
‘ No, Ma’am, Mr Gerard^has not been here to-day, nor 
yesterday neither ’ — and he went on throwing the sand. 

‘ I should like to see the master of the house,’ said 
Sybil very humbly. 

" ‘ Should you, Ma’am ? ’ said Jihe waiter, but he gave no 
indication of assistmg her m the fulfilment of her wish, 
Sybil repeated that wish, and this time the waiter said 
nothmg 

This vulgar and insolent neglect, to which she was so 
little accustomed, depressed her spirit. She could have 
encountered tyranny and oppression, and she would have 
tried to struggle with them , but thi§ insolence of the 
insignificant, made her feel her msigmficance , and the 
absorption all this time of the guests m their newspapers, 
aggravated her nervous sense of her utter helplessness 
All her femimne reserve and modesty came over her; 
alone in this room among men, she felt overpowered, and 
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she was about to make a precipitate retreat when the 
clock of the coffee-room sounded the half-hour In a 
paroxysm of nervous excitement, she exclaimed, ‘Is 
there not one among you who will assist me ? ’ 

All the newspaper readers put down their journals, and 
stared 

‘ Hoity-toity * ’ said the waiter, and he left off throwmg 
the sand^ f» 

‘ WeU, what’s the matter now ’ ’ said one of the 
guests 

‘I wish to see the master <?£ the house on business 
of urgency,’ said Sybil, ‘to himself, and to one of his 
friends, and his servapt here will not even reply to my 
mq nines ’ 

‘ I say, Saul, why don’t you answer the young lady ? ’ 
said another guest 

‘ So I did,’ said Saul ‘ Did you call for coffee, Ma’am ’ ’ 
‘ Here’s Mr Tanner, if you want him, my dear,’ said 
the first guest, as a lean black-lookmg individual, with 
grizzled hair, and a red nose, entered the coffee-room from 
the mterior ‘ Tanner, here’s a lady wants you ’ 

‘ And a very pretty girl too,’ whispered one to another. 

‘ What’s your pleasure ^ ’ said Mr Tanner abruptly 
‘ I wish to speak to you alone,’ said Sybil , and advanc- 
ing towarc^ him, she said m a low voice, ‘ ’Tis about 
Walter Gerard I would speakdio you ’ 

‘ Well, you can step m here if you like,’ said Tanner, 
very discourteously , ‘ there’s only my wife ; ’ and he 
led the way to the inner room, a small close parlour, 
adorned with portraits of, Tom Fame, Cobbett, Thistle- 
wood, and General Jackson , with a fire, though it was a 
hot July, and a very fat woman affording still more heat, 
and who was drmking shrub and water, and reading the 
pohce reports She stared rudely at Sybil as she entered, 
following Tanner, who himself, when the door was closed, 
said, ‘ Well, now what have you got to say ? ’ 

‘ I wish to see Walter Gerard ’ 

‘ Do you indeed ? ’ 

‘And,’ contmued Sybil, notwithstanding his sneering 
remark, ‘ I come here that you ay teU e where I may 
find him ’ 

‘I believe he hves somewhere in Westminster,’ said 



THE SECRET ADDRESS 317 

Tanner, ‘ that’s all I know about him , and if this be all 
yon had to say, it might have been said m the coffee- 
room ’ • 

‘ It is not aU that I have to say,’ said Sybil , ‘ and I 
beseech you, sir, hsten to me I know where Gerard hves , 
I am his daughter, and the same roof covers our heads. 
But I wish to know where they meet to-mght — ^you 
understand me, ’ and she looked at Ijis wife,^who had 
resumed her pohce reports , ‘ ’tis urgent ’ 

‘ I don’t know nothmg about Gerard,’ said Tanner, 

‘ except that he comes h§re, and goes away again ’ 

‘ The matter on which I would see him,’ said Sybil, ' is 
as urgent as the imagmation can^ conceive, and it con- 
cerns you as well as himself , but, if you know not where 
I can find him ’ — ^and she moved, as if about to retire — 
‘ ’tis of no use ’ 

‘ Stop,’ said Tanner, ‘ you can tell it to me ’ 

‘ Why so ? You know not where he is , you cannot tell 
it to him ’ 

‘ I don’t know that,’ said Tanner ‘ Come, let’s have 
it out ; and if it will do him any good, I’ll see if we can’t 
manage to find him ’ 

‘ I can impart my news to him, and no one else,’ said 
Sybil ‘ I am solemnly bound ’ 

‘ You can’t have a better counsellor thsSi Tanner,’ 
urged his wife, gettmg curious , ‘ you had better tell us ’ 

‘ I want no counsel , I want that which you can give 
me if you choose — ^information My father mstructed 
me that, if certam circumstances occurred, it was a 
matter of the last urgency that I should see him this 
evening, and, before lune o’clock, I was to call here, and 
obtam from you the direction where to find him , the 
direction,’ she added m a lowered tone, and looking 
Tanner full in the face, ‘where they hold their secret 
council to-night ’ 

‘ Hem ’ ’ said Tanner ; ‘ I see you’re on the free-list 
And pray how am I to know you are Gerard’s daughter ’ ’ 
‘You do not doubt I am his daughter 1 ’ said Sybil, 
proudly. 

‘ Hem ’ ’ said Tanner , ‘ I do not know that I do very 
much,’ and he whispered to his wife. Sybil removed 
from them as far as she was able 



318 


A FRESH START 


‘ And this news is very urgent,’ resumed Tanner ; 
^ and concerns me, you say ’ ’ 

‘ Concerns you aU,’ said Sybil ; and every minute is 
of the last importance ’ 

‘ I should hke to have gone with you myself, and then 
there could have been no mistake,’ said Tanner , ‘ hut 
that can’t be , we have a meeting here at half-past 
eight m /)UT great room I don’t much like breaking 
rules, especially m such a busmess , and yet, concemmg 
all of us, as you say, and so very urgent, I don’t see how 
it could do harm , and I might-r-I wish I was quite sure 
you were the party ’ 

‘ How can I satisfy you ? ’ said Sybil, distressed. 

‘ Perhaps the young person have got her mark on hei 
linen,’ suggested the wife ‘ Have you got a handker- 
chief, Ma’am?’ and she took Sybil’s handkerchief, and 
looked at it, and exammed it at every corner. It had 
no mark And this unforeseen circumstance of great 
suspicion might have destroyed everything, had not the 
production of the handkerchief by Sybil also brought forth 
a letter addressed to her from Hatton 
‘ It seems to be the party,’ said the wife 
‘ Well,’ said Tanner, ‘ you know St Martin’s Lane, I 
suppose ’ Well, you go up St Martm’s Lane to a certam 
pomt, and Fhen you i^l get mto Seven Dials , and then 
you’ll go on However, it is^ impossible to direct you, 
you must find your way Hunt Street, going out of 
Silver Street, No 22 ’Tis what you call a blind street, 
with no thoroughfare, and then you go down an alley 
Can you recollect that ’ ’ 

‘ Fear not ’ 

‘ No 22, Hunt Street, going out of Silver Street 
Reinember the alley. It’s an ugly neighbourhood , but 
you go of your own accord ’ 

‘ Yes, yes Good night.’ 


CHAPTER VI 

Urged by Sybil’s entreaties the cab-driver hurried on 
With all the skilled experience of a thorough Cockney 
charioteer, he tried to conquer time and space by his rare 
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‘I can take you no farther,’ said the cabman: ‘my 
fare is three shillings ’ 

‘ What am T to do ’ ’ said Sybil, taking out her purse 
‘ The best thing the young lady can do,’ said the dust- 
man, m a hoarse voice, ‘ is to stand somethmg to us all ’ 

‘ That’s your time o’ day,’ squeaked a young thief 
‘ I’ll druik to your health with very great pleasure, my 
dear,’ hiccupped the woman 

‘ How *much have you got there ? ’ said the young 
thief makmg a dash at the purse, but he was not quite 
tall enough, and faded ^ 

‘ No wiolence,’ said one of the ruffians taking his pipe 
out of his mouth and sending a volume of smoke mto 
Sybd’s face, ‘ we’ll takeThe young lady to Mother Poppy’s, 
and then we’ll make a night of it ’ 

But at this moment appeared a pohceman, one of the 
permanent garrison of the quarter, who seeing one of her 
Majesty’s carnages in trouble thought he must interfere. 

‘ Hdloa,’ he said, ‘ what’s aU this ’ And the cabman, 
who was a good fellow though in too much trouble to aid 
Sybil, esplamed m the terse and picturesque language of 
Cockaigne, domg full justice to his late fare, the whole 
circumstances 

‘ Oh ’ that’s it,’ said the pohceman, ‘ the lady’s respect- 
able, IS she ^ Then I’d advise you and Hell Pue Dick to 
stir your chalks, Sphnterlegs ^ Keep movmg’s the time 
of day, Madam , you get on Come , ’ and takmg the 
woman by her shoulder he gave her a spm that sent her 
many a good yard ‘ And what do you want ’ ’ he asked 
gruffly of the lads 

‘ We wants a ticket for t£e Mendicity Society,’ said the 
captam of the infant band putting his thumb to his nose 
and runmng away, followed by his troop 

‘ And so you want to go to Silver Street ’ ’ said her 
official preserver to Sybil, for she had not thought it wise 
to confess her ultimate purpose, and indicate under the 
apprehended circumstances the place of rendezvous to a 
member of the police 

‘ Well , that’s not very difficult now Go a-head , take 
the second turmng to your right, and the third to your 
left, and you’re landed ’ 

Aided by these instructions, Sybil hastened on, avoid- 
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g notice as mncli as was m her power, and assisted in 
some degree by the advancmg gloom of mght She 
reached Silver Street a long, narrow, hilly street ; and 
now she was at fault There were not many persons 
about, and there were few shops here , yet one was at last 
jit hand, and she entered to inquire her way. The person 
at the counter was engaged, and many customers awaited 
him time was very precious: Sybi\ had made the 
inquiry and received only a supercilious stare ?rom the 
shopman, who was weighing with precision some article 
that he was serving young man, shabby, but of a 
very superior appearance to the people of thus quarter, 
good-looking, though with a dissolute air, and who 
seemed waitmg for a customer m attendance, addressed 
Sybil ‘I am gomg to Hunt Street,’ he said, ‘shall I 
show you the way ’ ’ 

She accepted this offer most thankfully ‘ It is close 
at hand, I beheve ^ ’ 

‘ Here it is,’ he said , and he turned down a street 
‘ What is your house ’ ’ 

‘Ho 22 • a prmtmg-of&ce,’ said Sybil , for the street 
she had entered was so dark she despaired of findmg her 
way, and ventured to trust so far a guide who was not a 
policeman. 

‘ The very house I am gomg to,’ said the' stranger . 

‘ I am a prmter ’ And they walked on some way, until 
they at length stopped before a glass illummated door, 
covered with a red curtain. Before it was a group of 
several men and women brawhng, but who did not notice 
Sybil and her compamon 

‘ Here we are,’ said the man ^ and he pushed the door 
open, mvitmg Sybil to enter She hesitated , it did not 
agree with the description that had been given her by 
the coffee-house keeper, but she had seen so mnch smce, 
and felt so much, and gone through so much, that she 
had not at the moment that clear command of her 
memory for which she was othermse remarkable , 
but while she faltered, an inner door was violently 
thrown open, and Sybil moving aside, two girls, still 
beautiful m spite of gm and pamt, stepped mto the 
street 

‘This cannot be the house,’ exclaimed Sybil starting 
291 L 
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back, overwhelmed with shame and terror. ‘ Holy Virgin, 
aid me ^ ’ 

' And that’s a blessed word to ■ bear m this heathen 
land,’ exclaimed an Irishman, who was one of the group on 
the outside 

^ It you be of our holy Church,’ said Sybil appeahng to 
the man who had thus spoken and whom she gently chew 
aside, ‘ V beseech- you, by everythmg we hold sacred, to 
aid me ’ " 

‘ And will I not ’ ’ said the man , ‘ and I should like to 
see the arm that would hurt yop , ’ and he looked round, 
but the young man had disappeared. ‘ You are not a 
countrywoman, I am thinking,’ he added. 

‘ No, but a sister m Christ,’ said Sybil ; ‘ listen to me, 
good friend I hasten to my father, — he is m great 
danger, — Hunt Street, — fcaow not my way, — every 
moment is precious, — ^guide me, I beseech you, — honestly 
and truly guide me ’ ’ 

‘ Will I not ? Don’t yon be afraid, my dear And her 
poor father is ill ! I wish I had such a daughter ’ We 
have not far to go You should have taken the next 
turnmg. We ust walk up this agam for ’tis a small 
street with no thoroughfare. Come on without fear ’ 

Nor did Sybil fear, for the description of the street 
which the honest man had incidentally given, talked with 
her mstructions . Encouraging her with many kind words, 
and full of rough courtesies, the good Irishman led her to 
the spot she had so long sought There was the court 
she was told to enter. It was well ht, and, descendmg 
the steps, she stopped at the first door on her left, and 
knocked 


CHAPTER VII 

On the sa e night that Sybil was encountering so many 
dangers, the saloons of Delorame House blazed with a 
thousand hghts ,to welcome the world of power and 
fashion to a festival of almost unprecedented magnificence. 
Frontmg a royal park, its long lines of lUummed wmdows 
and the bursts of gay and fantastic music that floated from 
its walls attracted the admiration and curiosity of another 
party that was assembled m the same fashionable quarter. 
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l3eneath a canopy not less bright and rec linin g on a 
couch scarcely less luxurious, for they were ht by the 
stars and reposed upoh the grass 

‘ I say, Jim,’ said a young genius of fourteen stretching 
himseK upon the turf, ‘ I pity them ’ere jarvies a sitting 
,on their boxes aU the mght and waiting for the nobs what 
is dancmg They ’as no repose ’ 

‘ But they ’as porter,’ replied his friend, a, sedater 
spirit, with the advantage of an additional year or two 
of experience ‘ They takes their pot of half-and-half by 
turns, and if their nam« is called, the hnk what they 
subscribe for to pay, sings out here ” , and that’s the 
way them guvners is done ’ ^ 

‘ I thmk I should like to be a link, Jim,’ said the young 
one 

‘ I wish you may get it,’ was the response . ‘it’s the 
next best thing to a crossmg it’s what every one looks to 
when he enters pubhc life, but he soon finds ’tam’t to be 
done without a deal of mterest They keeps it to them- 
selves, and never lets anyone in unless he makes himself 
very troublesome and gets up a party agm ’em ’ 

‘ I wonder what the nobs has for supper,’ said the 
young one pensively ‘ Lots of kidneys, I dare say ’ 

‘ Oh f no , sweets is the time of day in these here 
blowouts syllabubs like blazes, and snapdragcin as makes 
the flunkies quite pale ’ 

‘ I would thank you, sir, not to tread upon this child,’ 
said a widow She had three others with her, slumbermg 
around, and this was the youngest wrapt m her only 
shawl 

‘ Madam,’ replied the person whom she addressed, m 
tolerable English, but with a marked accent, ‘ I have 
bivouacked m many lands, but never with so young a 
comrade • I beg you a thousand pardons ’ 

‘Sir, you are very pohte These warm nights are a 
great blessmg, but I am sure I know not what we shall 
do in the fall of the leaf ’ 

‘ Take no thought of the morrow,’ said the foreigner, 
who was a Pole, had served as a boy beneath the suns of 
the Peninsula under Soult, and fought against Diebitsch 
on the banks of the icy Vistula ‘It brmgs many 
changes.’ And, arranging the cloak which he had taken 
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that day out of pawn around him, he delivered himself up 
to sleep wath that facility which is not uncommon among 
soldiers 

Here broke out a brawl two girls began fighting and 
blaspheming, a man immediately came up, chastised, 
and separated them ‘ I am the Lord Mayor of the 
mght,’ he said, ‘ and I will have no row here ’Tis the 
like of you thafi makes the beaks threaten to expel 
us from our lodgings ’ His authority seemed generally 
recogmzed, the girls were quiet , but they had disturbed 
a sleeping man, who roused himself, looked around him, 
and said with a scared look, ‘ Where am I ? What’s all 
this ’ ’ 

* Oh » it’s nothin’,’ said the elder of the two lads we 
first noticed, ‘only a couple of unfortmate gals who’ve 
prigged a watch from a cove what was lushy, and fell 
asleep under the trees, between this and Kmsmgton ’ 

‘ I wish they had not waked me,’ said the man, ‘ I 
walked as far as from Stokenchurch, and that’s a matter 
of forty mile this mornmg, to see if I could get some work, 
and went to bed here without any supper. I’ blessed if 
I worn’t dreammg of a roast leg of pork ’ 

‘ It has not been a lucky day for me,’ rejoined the lad, 
‘ I could not find a smgle gentleman’s horse to hold, so 
help me, eScept one what was at the House of Commons, 
and he kept me there two mortal hours, and said, when he 
came out, that he would remember me next rime I 
am’t tasted no wittals to-day, except some cat’s-meat, and 
a cold potato, what was given me by a cabman , but I 
have got a quid here, and ^^f you are very low, I’U give you 
half’ 

In the meantime Lord Valentme, and the Prmcess 
Stephanie of Eurasberg, with some companions worthy 
of such a pair, were dancmg a new Mazurka before the 
admirmg assembly at Delorame House The ball was m 
the statue gallery, lUummed on this mght m the Russian 
fashion, which, while it diffused a brilhant light through- 
out the beautiful chamber, was peculiarly adapted to 
develop the contour of the marble forms of grace and 
lovehness that were ranged around. 

‘ Where is Arabella ’ mquired Lord Marney of his 
other, ‘ I want to present young Huntmgford to her. 
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He can be of great use to me, but be bores me so, I cannot 
talk to bim I want to present him to Arabella ’ 

‘ Arabella is m the blue drawmg-room I saw her just 
now with Mr, Jermyn and Charles Count Soudriafisky 
IS teaching them some Russian tricks ’ 

‘ What are Russian tricks to me ? she must talk to 
young Huntmgford , everythmg depends on his workmg 
with me against the Cut-and-Come-again brapch-lme , 
they have refused me my compensation, and I am not 
gomg to have my estate out up mto ribbo without 
compensation ’ 

‘ My dear Lady Delorame,’ said Lady de Mowbray, 
‘how beautiful your gallery looks to-mght* Certainly 
there is nothmg m London that lights up so well ’ 

‘ Its greatest ornaments are its guests. I am charmed 
to see Lady Joan lookmg so well ’ 

‘ You think so ’ ’ 

‘ Indeed ’ 

‘ I wish ^ and here Lady de Mowbray gave a smilmg 

sigh ‘ What do you think of Mr Mountchesney ’ ’ 

‘ He IS umversally admired ’ 

‘ So every one says, and yet ’ 

‘Well, what do you think of the DashviUe, Fitz?’ 
said Mr Berners to Lord Fitz-Heron, ‘ I saw you dancmg 
with her ’ ** 

‘ I can’t bear her she sets up to be natural, and is only 
rude , mistakes msolence for innocence ; says everythmg 
which comes Jfirst to her lips, and thmks she is gay when 
she is only giddy ’ 

‘ ’Tis brilliant,’ said Lady Jqan to Mr Mountchesney. 

‘ When you are here,’ he murmured 
‘ And yet a ball m a gallery of art is not, m my opimon, 
good taste. The associations which are suggested by 
sculpture are not festive Repose is the characteristic of 
sculpture Do not you think so ’ ’ 

‘ Decidedly,’ said Mr Mountchesney. ‘ We danced m 
the gallery at Matfield this Christmas,<»and I thought all 
the time that a gaUery is not the place for a ball , it is 
too long, and too narrow ’ 

Lady Joan looked at him, and her hp rather curled 
‘ I wonder if Valentme has sold that bay cob of his,’ 
said Lord Milford to Lord Eugene de Vere. 
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‘ I wonder,’ said Lord Eugene. 

‘ I wish you would ask him, Eugene,’ said Lord Milford ; 

® you understand, I don’t want him^ to know I want it.’ 

‘ ’Tls such a bore to ask questions,’ said Lord Eugene. 

‘ Shall we carry Chichester ? ’ asked Lady Firebrace of 
Lady St. Julians 

‘Oh * do not speak to me ever again of the House of 
Common^,’ she i^eplied m a tone of affected despair 
‘ What use is winning our way by umts ’ It may take 
years Lord Protocol says, that “ one is enough ” That 
Jamaica affair has really ended ^by greatly strengthening 
them ’ 

‘ I do not despair,’ said Lady Firebrace ‘ The 
unequivocal adhesion of the Duke of Fitz-Aquitame is a 
great thing It gives us the northern division at a 
dissolution.’ 

‘ That is to say in five years, my dear Lady Firebrace. 
The country will be rumed before that ’ 

‘ We shall see. Is it a settled thmg between Lady 
Joan and Mr Mountchesney ? ’ 

‘Not the slightest foundation Lady Joan is a most 
sensible girl, as well as a most charmmg person, and my 
dear friend She is not m a hurry to marry, and quite 
nght If mdeed Frederick were a httle more stea% — 
but nothmg shall ever mduce me to consent to his marry- 
g her, unless I thought he was worthy of her.’ 

‘ You are such a good mother,’ exclaimed Lady Fire- 
brace, ‘ and such a good friend ' I am glad to hear it is 
not true about Mr Mountchesney.’ 

‘ If you could only help me, my dear Lady Firebrace, 
to put an end to that affair between Frederick and Lady 
Wallmgton. It is so silly, and gettmg talked about ; and 
his heart too he really loves Lady Joan , only he is 
scarcely aware of it himself ’ 

‘ We must manage it,’ said Lady Firebrace, with a look 
of encouragmg mystery. 

‘ Do, my dear cjceature ; speak to him ; he is very much 
guided by your opmion. Tell him everybody is laughing 
at him, and any other httle thmg that occurs to you ’ 

‘ I will come directly,’ said Lady Marney to her husband, 
* only let me see this ’ 

‘ We , I will brmg H t gford here. Mind you speak 
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to him a great deal , take Ins arm, and go down to supper 
with him, li yon can He is a very nice sensible young 
fellow, and you will hke him very much, I am sure , a 
little shy at first, but he only wants brmgmg out ’ 

A dexterous description of one of the most unhcked and 
^unlickable cubs that ever entered Society with forty 
’’thousand a year; courted by all, and with just that 
degree of cunning that made him suspicious ^of every 
attention. 

‘ This dreadful Lord Huntmgf ord ! * said Lady Mamey. 

‘ Jermyn and I will interfere,’ said Egremont, ‘ and 
help you.’ 

* No, no,’ said Lady Marney, ^hakmg her head, ‘ I 
ust do it ’ 

At this moment, a groom of the chambers advanced^ 
and drew Egremont aside, saymg m a low tone, ‘ Your 
servant, Mr. Egremont, is here, and wishes to see you 
mstantly.’ 

‘ My servant ’ Instantly * What the deuce can be 
the matter ’ I hope the Albany is not on fire,’ and he 
quitted the room. 

In the outer hall, amid a crowd of footmen, Egremont 
reoogmzed his valet, who immediately came forward 
‘ A porter has brought this letter, sir, and I thought it 
best to come on with it at once ’ 

The letter directed to Eg mont, bore also on its super- 
scription these words, ‘ This letter must be mstantly earned 
by the bearer to Mr Egremont wherever he may be ’ 
Egremont, with some change of countenance, drew 
aside, and opening the letter, r^ad it by a lamp at hand 
It must have been very bnef , but the face of him to whom 
it was addressed, became, as he perused its hues, greatly 
agitated. When he had finished reading it, he seemed for 
a moment lost profound thought ; then lookmg up, he 
dismissed his servant without mstructio , and hastening 
back to the assembly, he inquired of the groom of the 
chambers whether Lord John Russelji, whom he had 
observed m the course of the evenmg, was stiU p ent ; 
and he was a wered in the affirmative 
About a quarter of an hour after this incident. Lady 
Firebrace said to Lady St Juha m a tone of mysteno 
alarm, ‘ Do you see that ? * 
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‘ No ’ what ’ 

‘ Do not look as if yon observed them : Lord John and 
Mr Egremont, m the farthest widdow , they have been 
there these ten mmntes, m the most earnest conversation. 
I am afraid we have lost him ’ 

‘ I have always been expectmg it,’ said Lady St. Juha * 
‘ He breakfasts with that Mr. Trenchard, and does all 
those soist of things Men who breakfast out are generally 
Liberals Have not you observed that ? I wonder 
why ’ ’ 

‘ It shows a restless revolutionary mind,’ said Lady 
Firebrace, ‘ that can settle to nothmg ; but must be run- 
ning after gossip the moment they are awake.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Lady St Juhans. ‘ I think those men who 
breakfast out, or who give breakfasts, are generally dan- 
gerous characters ; at least, I would not trust them. 
The Whigs are very fond of that sort of thmg If Mr, 
Egremont 30ms them, I really do not see what shadow ol 
a claim Lady Delorame can urge to have anything.’ 

‘ She only wants one thmg,’ said Lady Firebrace, ^ and 
we know she cannot have that ’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 

* Because Lady St. Juhans will have it.’ 

‘ You are too kmd,’ with many smiles. 

‘No, I ^assure you Lord Masque told me that hei 
Majesty ’ and here Lady Firebrace whispered. 

‘ Well,’ said Lady St. Juhans, evidently much gratified, 
‘ I do not thmk I am one who am likely to forget my 
friends.’ 

‘ That I am sure you ar^ not ' ’ said Lady Firebrace. 


CHAPTER VIII 

Behikd the printmg-office in the alley at the door of 
which we left Sybil, was a yard that led to some pre es 
that had once b<aen used as a workshop, but were now 
generally unoccupied In a rather spacious chamber, 
over which was a loft, five men, one of whom was Gerard, 
were busily engaged. There was no furmture m the room 
except a few chairs and a deal table, on which were a 
sohtary light and a variety of papers. 
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‘ Depend upon it,’ said Gerard, ‘ we must stick to the 
National Holiday we can do nothing effectively, unless 
the movement is siiffultaneous They have not troops 
to cope with a simultaneous movement, and the Holi- 
day IS the only machmery to secure umty of action No 
work for six weeks, and the rights of Labour will be 
acknowledged ’ ’ 

‘ We shall never be able to make the^people unanimous 
in a cessation of labour,’ said a pale young man, very 
thm, but with a countenance of remarkable energy. ‘ The 
selfish mstmets will come mto play and will balk our 
political object, while a great increase of physical suffermg' 
must be inevitable ’ 

‘ It might be done,’ said a middle-aged thickset man, 
m a thoughtful tone ‘ If the Unions were really to put 
their shoulder to the wheel, it might be done ’ 

‘ And if it IS not done,’ said Gerard, ‘ what do you 
propose ? The people ask you to guide them Shrink 
at such a conjuncture, and our infiuence over them is 
forfeited and justly forfeited ’ 

‘ I am for partial but extensive insurrections,’ said 
the young man ‘ Sufficient m extent and number to 
demand all the troops and yet to distract the military 
movements We can count on Birmingham again, if we 
act at once before their new Police Act il in force, 
Manchester is ripe , and several of the cotton towns , 
but above all I have letters that assure me that at this 
moment we can do anythmg in Wales ’ 

‘ Glamorganshire is right to a man,’ said Wilkms, a 
Baptist teacher ‘ And trade 4s so bad that the Holiday 
at all events must take place there, for the masters them- 
selves are extmguishmg them furnaces ’ 

‘ AU the North is seethmg,’ said Gerard 
‘ We must contrive to agitate the metropolis,’ said 
Maclast, a shrewd carroty-haired paper-stamer ‘We 
must have weekly meetings at Kenmngton and demon- 
strations at White Conduit House ; use cannot do more 
here, I fear, than talk, but«a few thousand men on 
Kenmngton Common every Saturday and some spicy 
resolutions will keep the Guards m London ’ 

‘ Aye, aye,’ said Gerard , ‘ I wish the woollen and cotton 
trades were as bad to do as the iron, and we should need 
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no holiday as you say, Wilkms However it wiU come. 
In the meantime the Poor Law pinches and terrifies, and 
will make even the most spiritless ttim ’ 

'The accounts to-day from the North are very en- 
couragmg though,’ said the young man. ‘ Stevens is 
producmg a great effect, and this plan of our people going 
in procession and takmg possession of the churches very 
much affects the i^paagmation of the multitude ’ 

‘Ah’’ said Gerard, ‘ if we could only have the Church 
on our side, as in the good old days, we would soon put 
an end to the demon tyraimy of Capital ’ 

‘ And now,’ said the pale young man, takmg up a manu- 
script paper, ‘ to our ^mediate husmess Here is the 
draft of the projected proclamation of the Convention on 
the Birmmgham outbreak It enjoms peace and order, 
and counsels the people to arm themselves in order to 
secure both You understand . that they may resist 
if the troops and the police endeavour to produce 
disturbance ’ 

‘ Aye, aye,’ said Gerard ‘ Let it be stout. We will 
settle this at once, and so get it out to-morrow Then 
for action ’ 

‘ But we must circulate this pamphlet of the Polish 
Count on the manner of encountering cavalry with pik 
said Maclasu. 

‘ ’Tis printed,’ said the stout thickset man , ‘ we have 
set it up on a broadside We have sent ten thousand 
to the North and five thousand to John Frost We 
shall have another delivery to-morrow It takes very 
generally ’ ^ 

The pale young man then read the draft of the procla- 
mation, it was canvassed and criticized sentence by 
sentence , altered, approved , finally put to the vote, 
and unanimously carried On the morrow it was to be 
posted in every thoroughfare of the metropolis, and 
circulated m every great city of the provinces and every 
populous district of labour 

‘And now,’ said Gerard, ‘I shall to-morrow to the 
North, where I am wanted But before I go, I propose, 
as suggested yesterday, that we five, together with 
Langley, whom I counted on seemg here to-mght, now 
form ourselves mto a committee fox armmg the people. 



ARMraGTH PEOPLE 


331 


Tiiree bf us are permanent m London , Wilkins and 
myself will aid you m the provinces. Nothmg can be 
decided on this head till we see Langley, who wiU make a 
communication from Birmmgham that cannot be trusted 
to writing The seven-o’clock tram must have long smoe 
arrived He is now a good hour behmd his time ’ 

‘ I hear footsteps,’ said Maclast. 

‘ He comes,’ said Gerard ^ 

The door of the chamber opened and a woman entered 
Pale, agitated, exhausted, she advanced to them m the 
ghmmermg hght. ^ 

‘ What is this ’ ’ said several of the council 
‘ Sybil ’ ’ exclaimed the astonished Gerard, and he rose 
from his seat. 

She caught the arm of her father, and leant on him for 
a moment m silence Then looking up, with an expression 
which seemed to mdicate that she was rallying her 1 t 
energies, she said, m a voice low yet so distmct that it 
reached the ear of all present, ‘ There is not an mstant 
to lose fly ’ ’ 

The men rose hastily from their seats , they approached 
the messenger of danger , Gerard waved them off, for he 
perceived his daughter was smkmg Gently he placed 
her m his chair; she was sensible, for she grasped his 
arm, and she murmured — still she murmured-*-* fly * ’ 

‘ ’Tis very strange,’ said Maclast. 

‘ I feel queer,’ said the thickset man 
‘ Methinks she looks like a heavenly messenger,’ said 
Wilkms 

‘ I had no idea that earth had anything so fair,’ said 
the youthful scribe of proclamalions 

‘ Hush, friends,’ said Gerard , and then he bent over 
Sybil and said m a low soothing voice, ‘TeU me, y 
child, what is it ’ ’ 

She looked up to her father, a glance as it were of 
devotion and despair ; her hps moved, but they refused 
their office and expressed no words. Jhere was a d p 
silence m the room 

‘ She IS gone,’ said her father. 

‘ Water,’ said the young man, and he humed away to 
obtam some, 

‘ I feel queer,’ said his thickset colleague to Maclast 
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‘ I will answer for Langley as for myself,’ said Maclast ; 
‘and there is not another human being aware of onr 
purpose ’ 

‘ Except Morley ’ 

‘ Yes , except Morley. But I should as soon doubt 
Gerard as Stephen Morley ’ 

‘ Certainly ’ 

‘ I cai;piot Goimeive how she traced me,’ said Gerard, 
‘i have never even breathed to her of our meetmg. 
Would we had some water ! Ah ’ here it comes ’ 

‘ I arrest you m the Queen’s^name,’ said a sergeant of 
pohce ‘ Resistance is vam ’ Maclast blew out the light, 
and then ran up into the loft, followed by the thickset 
man, who fell down the stairs, Wilkins got up the 
chimney. The sergeant took a lantern from his pocket, 
and threw a powerful light on the chamber, while his 
followers entered, seized and secured all the papers, and 
commenced their search. 

The light fell upon a group that did not move ; the 
father holdmg the hand of his msensible child, while he 
extended his other arm as if to preserve her from the 
profanation of the touch of the invaders. 

‘ You are Walter Gerard, I presume ? ’ said the sergeant ; 
‘ six foot two without shoes ’ 

‘ WhoeT^r I may be,’ he rephed, ‘ I presume you will 
produce your warrant, friend, before you touch me ’ 

‘ ’Tis here. We want five of you, named herem, and 
all others that ay happen to be found in your company ’ 
‘ I shall obey the warrant,’ said Gerard, after he had 
examined it , ‘ but thiSr maiden, my daughter, knows 
nothing of this meetmg or its purpose She has but just 
arrived, and how she traced me I know not. You will 
let me recover her, and then permit her to depart ’ 

‘ Can’t let no one out of my sight found m this room ’ 

‘ But she is innocent, even if we were guilty , she could 
be nothmg else but innocent, for she knows nothmg of 
this meetmg an^its busmess, both of which I am pre- 
pared at the right time and place to vmdicate. She 
entered this room a moment only before yourself, entered 
and swooned ’ 

‘ Can’t help that ; must take her ; she can tell the 
agistrate anythmg she likes, and he must decide.’ 
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* lAHiy, you are not afraid of a young girl ’ * 

‘I am afraid of notliing, but I must do my duty. 
Come, we have no timd for talk I must take you both ’ 

‘ By G — d, you shall not take her , ’ and letting go her 
hand, Gerard advanced before her and assumed a position 
of defence ‘ You know, I find, my height , my strength 
does not shame my stature ’ Look to yourself Advance 
and touch this maiden, and I will feU you ayad your 
minions like oxen at their pasture ’ 

The inspector took a pistol from his pocket and pomted 
it at Gerard ‘ You see,i he said, ‘ resistance is quite 
vam ’ 

‘For slaves and cravens, but nqt for us I say you 
shall not touch her till I am dead at her feet Now, do 
your worst ’ 

At this moment, two policemen who had been searching 
the loft descended with Maclast, who had vainly attempted 
to effect his escape over a neighbouring roof , the thickset 
man was already secured ; and Wilkms had been pulled 
down the chimney and made his appearance m as grimy 
a state as such a shelter would naturally have occasioned 
The young man too, their first prisoner who had been 
captured before they had entered the room, was also 
brought in , there was now abundance of light , the 
four prisoners were ranged and well guarded %t the end 
of the apartment ; Gerard standmg before Sybil still main- 
tained his position of defence, and the sergeant was, a 
lew yards away, in his front with his pistol m his hand 

‘ Well, you are a queer chap,’ said the sergeant , ‘ but 
I must do my duty I shall give orders to my men to 
seize you, and if you resist them, I shall shoot you 
through the head ’ 

‘ Stop ’ ’ called out one of the prisoners, the young 
man who drew proclamations, — ‘she moves Do with 
us as you think fit, but you carmot be so harsh as to 
seize one that is senseless, and a woman ’ ’ 

‘ I must do my duty,’ said the sergeant, rather per- 
plexed at the situation ‘ Well, if you like, take steps 
to restore her, and when she has come to herself, she 
shall be moved m a hackney-coach alone with her father ’ 

The means at hand to recover Sybil were rude, but 
they assisted a revivmg nature She breathed, she 
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sighed, slowly opened her beautiful dark eyes, and looked 
around Her father held her death-cold hand , she 
returned his pressure; her lips ''moved, and still she 
urmured ‘ fly ’ ’ 

Gerard looked at the sergeant ‘ I am ready,’ he said, 

* and I will carry her ’ The officer nodded assent. 
Guarded by two policemen the tall delegate of Mowbray 
bore his precious burthen out of the chamber through 
the yard*^ the prmtmg-offices, up the alley, till a hackney- 
coach received them m Hunt Street, round which a mob 
had already collected, though kept at a discreet distance 
by the police One officer entered the coach with them , 
another mounted the, box Two other coaches earned 
the rest of the prisoners and their guards, and withm 
half an hour from the arrival of Sybil at the scene of the 
secret meetmg, she was on her way to Bow Street to be 
examined as a prisoner of State 

Sybil rallied quickly during their progress to the police- 
office Satisfied to find herself with her father, she 
would have inquired as to all that had happened, but 
Gerard at first discouraged her , at length he thought 
it wisest gradually to convey to her that they were 
prisoners, but he treated the matter lightly, did not 
doubt that she would immediately be discharged, and 
added thalT though he might be detained for a day or so, 
his offence was at all events^ bailable and he had friends 
on whom he could rely When Sybil clearly compre- 
hended that she was a prisoner, and that her public 
examination was impendmg, she became silent, and, lean- 
ing back in the coach, cohered her face with her hands 
The prisoners arrived at Bow Street , they were 
hurried into a back office, where they remained some time 
unnoticed, several policemen remammg in the room 
At length, about twenty minutes havmg elapsed, a man 
dressed in black and of a severe aspect, entered the room, 
accompanied by an inspector of police He first mquired 
whether these wepe the prisoners, what were their names 
and descriptions, which each had to give and which were 
written down, where they were arrested, why they were 
arrested : then scrutmizmg them sharply, he said the 
magistrate was at the Home Office, and he doubted 
whether they could be examined until the morrow. 
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Upon ^his Gerard commenced stating the circumstances 
under which Sybil had unfortunately been arrested, but 
the gentleman m black, with a severe aspect, immediately 
told him to hold his tongue, and, when Gerard persisted, 
declared that, if he did not immediately cease, he should 
be separated from the other prisoners, and be ordered 
mto solitary confinement 

Another half-hour of painful suspei^^e Th^ prisoners 
were not permitted to hold any conversation. Sybil isat 
half reclimng on a form with her back against the wall, 
and her face covered, si]ent and motionless At the end 
of half an hour, the inspector of police, who had visited 
them with the gentleman in bjack, entered and an- 
nounced that the prisoners could not be brought up for 
examination that evening, and they must make them- 
selves as comfortable as they could for the mght Gerard 
made a last appeal to the inspector that Sybil might be 
allowed a separate chamber, and m this he was un- 
expectedly successful 

The mspector was a kind-hearted man he lived at 
the office and his wife was the housekeeper He had 
already given her an account, an interestmg account, 
of his female prisoner The good woman’s imagmation 
was touched as well as her heart , she had herself sug- 
gested that they ought to soften the rigoui* of the fair 
prisoner’s lot ; and her husband therefore almost anti- 
cipated the request of Gerard He begged Sybil to 
accompany him to his better half, and at once promised 
aU the comforts and convenience which they could 
command As, attended by ]iun, she took her way to 
the apartments of his family, they passed through a 
room in which there were writmg materials, and Sybil, 
speakmg for the first time, and m a famt voice, inquired 
of the inspector whether it were permitted to apprise a 
friend of her situation She was answered m the afiffima- 
tive, on condition that the note was previously perused 
by him • 

‘ I will write it at once,’ she said, and takmg up a pen 
she inscribed these words — 

‘ I followed your counsel , I entreated h to quit 
London this mght. He pledged himself to do bo on the 
orrow. 
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‘ I learnt he was attending a secret meeting , that 
there was urgent peril I tracked him through scenes 
of terror Alas ’ I arrived only fn time to he myself 
seized as a conspirator, and I have been arrested and 
carried a prisoner to Bow Street, where I write this 
‘ I ask you not to interfere for him ; that would be 
vain , hut if I were free, I might at least secure him 
justice But I aip. not free I am to be brought up for 
public examination to-morrow, if I survive this night 
‘ You are powerful , you know all ; you know what I 
say is truth None else will credit it Save me ’ ’ 

‘And now,’ said Sybil to the inspector in a tone of 
ournful desolation and of mild sweetness, ‘ all depends 
on your faith to me,’ and she extended him the letter, 
which he read 

‘ Whoever he may be, and wherever he may be,’ said 
the man with emotion, for the spirit of Sybil had already 
controlled his nature, ‘ provided the person to whom this 
letter is addressed is withm possible distance, fear not 
it shall reach him ’ 

‘ I will seal and address it then,’ said Sybil, and she 
addressed the letter to 

‘ THE HON OHABLES EGBEMONT, M P ,’ 

adding thaf superscription the sight of which had so 
agitated Egremont at Deloraine House. 

CHAPTER IX 

Night waned • and Sytil was at length slumbering 
The cold that precedes the dawn had stolen over her 
senses, and calmed the excitement of her nerves She 
was lymg on the ground, covered with a cloak of which 
her kind hostess had prevailed on her to avail herself, 
and was partly resting on a chair, at which she had been 
praying when exhausted nature gave way and she slept 
Her bonnet had fallen od, and her rich hair, which had 
broken loose, covered her shoulder like a mantle Her 
slumber was brief and disturbed, but it had m a great 
degree soothed the irritated brain She woke, however, 
in terror from a drea which she had been dragged 
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tiirougli a mob and carried before a tribunal The coarse 
jeers, the brutal threats, still echoed in her ear, and 
when she looked around, she could not for some moments 
recall or recognize the scene In one corner of the room, 
which was sufficiently spacious, was a bed occupied by 
the still sleepmg wife of the inspector , there was a great 
deal of heavy furniture of dark mahogany, a bureau, 
several chests of drawers ; over the mantel was a piece 
of faded embroidery framed, that had *been executed by 
the wife of the mspector, when she was at school, and 
opposite to it, on the other side, were portraits of Lick 
Curtis and Dutch Sam, who had been the tutors of her 
husband, and now hved as heroes m his memory. 

Slowly came over Sybil the consciousness of the dread- 
ful eve that was past She remamed for some time on 
her knees m silent prayer then, steppmg lightly, she 
approached the wmdow. It was barred The room 
which she inhabited was a high story of the house , it 
looked down upon one of those haK tawdry, half squahd 
streets that one finds in the vicimty of our theatres , some 
wretched courts, haunts of misery and crime, blended with 
gm palaces and slang taverns, burmshed and brazen, 
not a bemg was stirrmg It was just that smgle hour 
of the twenty-four when crime ceases, debauchery is 
exhausted, and even desolation finds a shelter 

It was dawn, but still gpey For the first time smce 
she had been a prisoner, Sybil was alone. A prisoner, 
and in a few hours to be exammed before a pubhc tribunal ’ 
Her heart sank How far her father had committed him- 
self was entirely a mystery to her , but the language of 
Morley, and all that she had witnessed, impressed her 
with the conviction that he was deeply imphcated He 
had indeed spoken in their progress to the pohce-office 
with confidence as to the future, but then he had every 
motive to encourage her m her despair, and to support 
her under the overwhelmmg circumstances m which she 
was so suddenly mvolved What a catastrophe to all 
his high aspirations ’ It tore her heaft to thmk of him I 
As for herself, she would still hope that ultimately she 
might obtain justice, but she could scarcely flatter herself 
that at the first any distmction would be made between 
her case and that of the other prisoners. She would 
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probably be committed for trial , and though her inno- 
cence on that occasion might be proved, she would have 
been a prisoner in the interval, instead of devoting all her 
energies in freedom to the support and assistance of her 
father She shrank, too, with all the delicacy of a woman, 
from the impending exammation in open court before the 
magistrate Supported by her convictions, vmdicating 
a sacred principle, there was no trial, perhaps, to which 
S;|^bil could not Lave been superior, and no test of her 
energy and faith which she would not have triumphantly 
encountered , but to be hurried like a crimmal to the 
bar of a police-office, suspected of the lowest arts of sedi- 
tion, Ignorant even of what she was accused, without 
a conviction to support her, or the ennobling conscious- 
ness of having failed at least in a great cause ; all these 
w^re circumstances which infinitely disheartened and 
depressed her She felt sometimes that she should be 
unable to meet the occasion , had it not been for Gerard, 
she could almost have wished that death might release 
her from its base perplexities 

Was there any hope ’ In the agony of her soul she had 
confided last night in one ; with scarcely a bewildermg 
hope that he could save her He might not have the 
power, the opportunity, the wish He might shrink from 
mixmg himself up with such characters and such trans- 
actions ; he might not have ^received her hurried appeal 
in time to act upon it, even if the desire of her soul were 
practicable A thousand difficulties, a thousand obstacles 
now occurred to her , and she felt her hopelessness. 

Yet, notwithstanding her extreme anxiety, and the 
absence of all surrounding'" objects to soothe and to con- 
sole her, the expandmg dawn revived and even encouraged 
Sybil In spite of the confined situation, she could stih 
partially behold a sky dappled with rosy hues ; a sense of 
freshness touched her ; she could not resist endeavouring 
to open the window and feel the air, notwithstandmg aU 
the bars The wife of the mspector stirred, and half 
slumbering, muxnfured, ‘ Are you up ’ It cannot be 
more than five o’clock. If you open the window we shall 
catch cold ; but I will rise and help you to dress ’ 

This wo an, like her husband, was naturally kmd, 
and at once influenced by Sybil. They both treated her 
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as a supenor being ; and if, instead of the daughter of a 
lowly prisoner and herself a prisoner, she had been the 
noble child of a captive minister of State, they could 
not have extended to her a more humble and even dehcate 
solicitude. 

It had not yet struck seven, and the wife of the inspector 
suddenly stoppmg and listening, said, ‘ They are stirrmg 
early : ’ and then, after a moment’s pause, si^e opened 
the door, at which she stood for some time endeavouring 
to catch the meaning of the mysterious sounds She 
looked back at Sybil, and saymg, ‘ Hush, I shall be back 
directly,’ she withdrew, shuttmg the door 

In little more than two hours, as Sybil had been 
informed, she would be summoned to her examination 
It was a sickenmg thought Hope vamshed as the 
catastrophe advanced. She almost accused herself for 
havmg without authority sought out her father ; it had 
been, as regarded him, a fruitless mission, and, by its 
results on her, had aggravated his present sorrows and 
perplexities. Her mmd agam recurred to him whose 
counsel had mdirectly prompted her rash step, and to 
whose aid m her mfimte hopelessness she had appealed 
The woman who had all this time been only standmg on 
the landing-place without the door, now re-entered with 
a puzzled and curious air, saymg, * I cannot nfake it out ; 
some one has arrived ’ ' 

‘ Some one has arrived.’ Simple yet agitatmg words. 

‘ Is it unusual,’ inquired Sybil m a trembling tone, ‘ for 
persons to arrive at this hour ? ’ 

‘ Yes,’ said the wife of the^ inspector ‘ They never 
brmg them from the stations untd the office opens I 
cannot make it out Hush ’ ’ and at this moment some 
one tapped at the door 

The woman returned to the door and reopened it, and 
some words were spoken which did not reach Sybil, 
whose heart beat violently as a wild thought rushed over 
her mind The suspense was so mtole^ble, her agitation 
so great, that shq was on the pomt of advancmg and 
askmg if — ^when the door was shut and she was agam left 
alone She threw herself on the bed It seemed to her 
that she had lost aU control over her mteUigenoe AH 
thought and feelmg merged m that deep suspense, when 
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the order of our being seems to stop and quiver as it were 
upon its axis. 

The woman returned , her countenance was glad. 
Perceivmg the agitation of Sybil, she said, ‘ You may dry 
your eyes, my dear There is nothing hke a friend at 
court , there’s a warrant from the Secretary of State for 
your release ’ 

‘ No, nq,’ said Sybil sprmgmg from her chair. ‘ Is he 
hers ’ 

‘ What, the Secretary of State ’ ’ said the woman. 

‘ No, no , I mean is any one here ’ ’ 

‘ There is a coach waiting for you at the door with the 
messenger from the ofiSce, and you are to depart forth- 
wnth. My husband is here , it was he who knocked at the 
door The warrant came before the office was opened ’ 

‘ My father ' I must see him ’ 

The mspector at this moment tapped agam at the door 
and then entered. He caught the last request of Sybil, 
and rephed to it in the negative. ‘ You must not stay,’ 
he said ; ‘ you must be off immediately I will tell all to 
your father. And take a hmt , this affair may be bailable 
or it may not be. I can’t give an opinion, but it depends 
on the evidence. If you have any good man you know 
— I mean a householder long estabhshed and well to do m 
the world — I advise you to lose no time m looking him up 
That wall do your father mueh more good than saymg 
good-bye and all that sort of thing ’ 

Bidding farewell to his kmd wife, and leavmg many 
weeping messages for her father, Sybil descended the stairs 
with the inspector The office was not opened ; a couple 
of pohcemen only were m the passage, and, as she appeared, 
one of them went forth to clear the way for Sybil to the 
coach that was waitmg for her A milkwoman or two, 
a stray chimney-sweep, a pieman with his smokmg 
apparatus, and several of those nameless nothmgs that 
always congregate and make the nucleus of a mob — 
probably our young friends who had been passmg the 
mght m Hyde Park — had already gathered round the office 
door They were dispersed and returned again and took 
up them position at a more respectful distance, abusing 
with many racy execrations that ancient body which from 
a traditionary habit they still called the New Pohce. 
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A man in a loose wlute great-coat, ins countenance con- 
cealed by a sbawl winch was wound round his neck and 
by his slouched hat, assisted Sybil into the coach, and 
pressed her hand at the same time with great tenderness 
Then he mounted the box by the driver and ordered him 
to make the best of his way to Smith Square 

With a beatmg heart, Sybil leant back m the coach 
and clasped her hands Her bram was too wild to think , 
the mcidents of her life durmg the Iasi; four-aM-twenty 
hours had been so strange and rapid that she seemed 
almost to resign any quahty of mteUigent control over 
her fortunes, and to dehver herself up to the shiftmg 
visions of the startlmg dream. His voice had sounded 
in her ear as his hand had touched hers. And on those 
tones her memory Imgered, and that pressure had reached 
her heart What tender devotion I What earnest 
fidehty ’ What brave and romantic faith I Had she 
breathed on some talisman, and called up some obedient 
geme to her aid, the spirit could not have been more 
loyal, nor the completion of her behest more ample and 
precise 

She passed the towers of the church of St John , of the 
samt who had seemed to guard over her in the exigency 
of her existence. She was approachmg her threshold, 
the blood left her cheek, her heart palpitated » The coach 
stopped. Trembbng and 1;imid, she leant upon his arm 
and yet dared not look upon his face. They entered the 
house , they were m the room where two months before 
he had knelt to her m vam, which yesterday had been the 
scene of so many heartrending passions. 

As in some delicious dream, when the enchanted fancy 
has traced for a time with coherent bliss the stream of 
bright adventures and sweet and touchmg phrase, there 
comes at last some wild gap m the flow of fascmation, and 
by means which we cannot trace, and by an agency 
which we cannot pursue, we find ourselves m some en- 
rapturmg situation that is, as it were, the ecstasy of our 
life , so it happened now, that, while In clear and precise 
order there seemed to flit over the soul of Sybil all that 
had passed, all that he had done, all that she felt — by 
some mystical process which memory could nor recall, 
Sybil found Wself pressed to the throbbmg heart of 
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Egremont, nor shrinking from the embrace, whicl 
expressed the tenderness of his devoted love ! 


CHAPTER X 

Mowbea-Y was m a state of great excitement. It was 
Saturday evening , the mills were closed ; the news had 
arrived df the arrest of the Delegate. 

‘ Here’s a go » ’ said Dandy Mick to Devilsdust. ‘ What 
do you think of this ? ’ 

‘ It IS the begmmng of the eni,’ said Devilsdust. 

‘ The deuce ' ’ said the Dandy, who did not clearly « 
comprehend the benf of the observation of his much 
pondermg and philosophic friend, but was touched by 
its oracular terseness 

‘We must see Warner,’ said Devilsdust, ‘and call a 
meeting of the people on the Moor for to-morrow evening. 

I will draw up some resolutions We must speak out ; 
we must terrify the Capitalists ’ 

‘ I am all for a strike,’ said Mick. 

‘ ’Tisn’t ripe,’ said Devilsdust 

‘ But that’s what you always say, Dusty,’ said Mick. 

‘ I watch events,’ said Devdsdust. ‘ If you want to be 
a leader of«fche people you must learn to watch events ’ 

‘ But what do you mean by watching events ? ’ 

‘ Do you see Mother Carey’s stall ^ ’ said Dusty, pomt- 
mg in the direction of the counter of the good-natured 
widow 

‘ I should think I did ; and what’s more, Julia owes her 
a tick for herrmgs.’ 

‘ Right,’ said Devilsdust, ‘ and nothing but herrmgs 
are to be seen on her board. Two years ago it was 
meat ’ 

‘ I twig,’ said Mick 

‘ Wait till it’s wegetables , when the people can’t buy 
even fish. Then we will talk about strikes. That’s 
what I call watchSag events ’ 

Juha, Carolme, and Harriet came up to them. 

‘ Mick,’ said Julia, ‘ we want to go to the Temple.’ 

‘ I wish you may get it,* said Mick shaking his head. 

* When you have learnt to watch events, Julia, you will 
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miderstaiid that under present circumstances the Temple 

no go ’ 

‘ And why so, Dandy ’ * said Julia, 

* Do you see Mother Carey’s stall ? ’ said Mick, pomtmg 
in that direction ‘When there’s a tick at Madam 
Carey’s there is no tm for Chaffing Jack. That’s what I 
call watching events ’ 

‘ Oh ’ as for the tm,’ said Carolme, ‘ m these half-time 
days that’s quite out of fashion But* they d3 say i^’s 
the last mght at the Temple, for Chaffing Jack means to 
shut up, it does not p^y any longer , and we want a 
lark I’ll stand treat ; I’ll put my ear-nngs up the 
spout — ^they must go at last, and I would sooner at any 
time go to my uncle’s for frolic than woe.’ 

‘ I am sure I should like very much to go to the Temple 
if any one would pay for me,’ said Harriet, ‘ but I won’t 
pawn nothmg ’ 

‘ If we only pay and hear them smg,’ said Juha m a 
coaxmg tone 

* Very like,’ said Mick ; ‘ there’s nothmg that makes 
one so thirsty as hstemng to a song, particularly if it 
touches the feehngs Don’t you remember. Dusty, when 
we used to encore that German fellow m “ Scots wha ha’e ” ? 
We always had it five times Hang me if I wasn’t bhnd 
drunk at the end of it ’ 

‘ I teU you what, young ladies,’ said Devilsdust, looking 
very solemn, ‘ you’re dancmg on a volcano ’ 

‘ Oh * y,’ said Carolme, ‘ I am sure I wish we were , 

though what you mean exactly I don’t qmte know ’ 

‘ I mean that we shall all soon be slaves,’ said Devils- 
dust. 

‘ Not if we get the Ten-Hour Bill,’ said Harriet. 

‘And no cleaning of machmery in meal time,’ said 
Juha ; ‘ that is a shame ’ 

‘You don’t know what you are talkmg about,’ said 
Devilsdust ‘ I teh you, if the Capitalists put down 
Gerard we’re done for another ten years, and by that 
time we shall be all used up ’ 

‘ Lor ’ Dusty, you qmte terrify one,’ said Carolme. 

‘It’s a true bid though. Instead of going to the 
Temple we xj^ust meet on the Moor, and m as great 
numbers as possible. Go you and get all your sweethearts. 
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I must see your father, Harriet ; he must preside We 
will have the hymn of Labour sung by a hund&ed thousand 
voices m chorus It will strike terrorr into the hearts of the 
Capitalists. This is what we must all be thinkmg of, — ^if 
we wish Labour to have a chance, — ^not of gomg to Chaffing 
Jack’s, and hstening to silly songs D’ye understand ? ’ 

‘ Don’t we ’ ’ said Caroline , ‘ and for my part, for a 
summer eve, I prefer Mowbray Moor to all the Temples in 
the world, particularly if it’s a sociable party, and we 
have some good smgmg ’ 

This evenmg it was settled among the principal 
champions of the cause of Labour, among whom Devils- 
dust was now mcluded, that on the morrow there should 
be a monster meetmg on the Moor, to take into considera- 
tion the arrest of the delegate of Mowbray Such was 
the complete orgamzation of this district, that by com- 
mumcatmg with the various lodges of the Trades Umons, 
fifty thousand persons, or even double that number, could 
within four-and-twenty hours, on a great occasion and 
on a favourable day, be brought into the field. The 
morrow being a day of rest, was favourable, and the 
seizure of their cherished delegate was a stimulating cause 
The excitement was great, the enthusiasm earnest and 
deep There was enough distress to make people discon- 
tented, wit^iout depressmg them And Devilsdust, after 
attending a council of the TJmon, retired to rest, and 
dreamed of strong speeches and spicy resolutions, bands 
and banners, the cheers of assembled thousands, and the 
eventual triumph of the sacred rights. 

The post of the next mornmg brought great and stirrmg 
news to Mowbray Gerard had undergone his examina- 
tion at Bow Street. It was a long and laborious one , he 
was committed for trial, for a seditious conspiracy, but 
he was held to bail The bad demanded was heavy , but 
it was prepared, and instantly proffered Hib sureties 
were Morley and a Mr Hatton By this post Morley 
wrote to his friends, apprismg them that both Gerard 
and himself mtended to leave London mstantly, and that 
they might be expected to arrive at Mowbray by the 
evenmg tram. 

The monster meetmg of the Moor, it was mstantly 
resolved, should be converted mto a triumphant procession. 
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or ratlier be preceded by one. Messengers on horse- 
back were sent to all the neighbouring towns to announce 
the great event Every artisan felt as a Moslem sum- 
moned by the sacred standard All went forth with their 
wives and their children to hail the return of the patriot 
and the martyr. The Trades of Mowbray mustered early 
m the mormng, and in various processions took posses- 
sion of all the churches Their great pnde was entirely 
to fill the church of Mr St Lys, who, not dauntid by their 
demonstration, and seizing the offered opportunity, 
suppressed the sermon jvith which he had supphed him- 
self, and preached to them an extemporary discourse og^ 
‘Fear God and honour the Kmg’ In the dissentmg 
chapels, thanksgivings were publicly offered that bail had 
been accepted for Walter Gerard After the evening 
service, which the Umons agam attended, they formed 
m the High Street, and hned it with then ranks and 
banners Every half-hour a procession arrived from some 
neighbouring town, with its music and streaming flags. 
Each was received by Warner, or some other member of 
the managmg committee, who assigned to them their 
appomted position, which they took up wuthout confusion, 
nor was the general order for a moment disturbed. Some- 
times a large party arrived without music or banners, but 
singmg psalms, and headed by their minister*, sometimes * 
the cMdren walked togetl;Ler, the women following, then 
the men each with a ribbon of the same colour m his hat , 
all hurried, yet spontaneous and certam, mdications 
how mankind, under the mfluence of high and earnest 
feelmgs, recur instantly to ceremony and form, how, 
when the imagination is excited, it appeals to the imagma- 
tion, and requires for its expression somethmg beyond 
the routine of daily life 

It was arranged that, the moment the train arrived 
and the presence of Gerard was ascertamed, the Trade m 
position nearest to the station should commence the hymn 
of Labour, which was mstantly to be taken up by its 
neighbour, and so on m succession, sh that by an almost 
electrical agency the whole population should almost 
simultaneously be assured of his arrival. 

At half-past sis o’clock the bell announced that the 
train was m sight; a few minutes afterwards Dandy 
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Mick hurried up to the leader of the nearest Trade, spoke 
a few words, and instantly the signal was given and the 
hy n commenced It was taken up as the steeples of a 
great city m the silence of the mght take up the new hour 
that has ]ust arrived , one by one, the mighty voices rose 
till they all blended in one vast wavmg sea of sound 
Warner and some others welcomed Gerard and Morley, 
and ushered them, ;fcotally unprepared for such a reception, 
to an open carriage drawn by four white horses that was 
awaiting them. Orders were given that there was to be 
no cheermg, no irregular clamoui^ The hymn alone was 
Jheard As the carriage passed each Trade, they followed 
and formed m procession behmd it ; thus all had the oppor- 
tumty of beholdmg their chosen chief, and he the proud 
consolation of looking on the multitude who thus enthusi- 
astically reoogmzed the sovereignty of his services. 

The mtermmable population, the mighty melody, the 
mcredible order, the simple yet awful solemnity, this repre- 
sentation of the great cause to which she was devoted 
under an aspect that at once satisfied the reason, capti- 
vated the imagmation, and elevated the heart — ^her 
admiration of her father, thus ratified as it were by the 
sympathy of a nation — ^added to all the recent passages 
of her life teemmg with such strange and trying interest, 
overcame Sjbil The tears fell down her cheek as the 
carriage bore away her father,- while she remamed under 
the care of one unknown to the people of Mowbray, 
but who had aocompamed her from London — this w 
Hatton 

The last light of the sun yvas shed over the Moor when 
Gerard reached it, and the Druids’ altar, and its surround- 
mg crags, were burnished with its beam. 


CHAPTER XI 

It was the mght JPoUowmg the day after the return of 
Gerard to Mowbray. Morley, who had lent to him and 
ybil his cottage m the dale, was at the office of his news- 
paper, the Mowbray Phalanx, where he now resided. He 
was alone m his room writmg, occasionally rismg from his 
seat, and pacmg the chamber, when some one knocked 



HATTON AND MORLEY 34=7 

at ins door Receiving a permission to come m, there 
entered Hatton 

‘ I fear I am disturbing an article ? * said the guest 
‘ By no means , the day of labour is not at hand I am 
very pleased to see you ’ 

‘ My quarters are not very mvitmg,’ contmued Hatton. 

‘ It IS remarkable what bad accommodation you find m 
these great tradmg towns I should h^ve thought that 
the mercantile traveller had been a comfortable animal»— 
not to say luxurious , but I find everythmg mean and 
third-rate. The wme execrable So I thought I would 
come and bestow my tediousness on you. ’Tis hardly 
fair ’ 

‘ You could not have pleased me better. I was, rather 
from distraction than from exigency, throwmg some 
thoughts on paper But the voice of yesterday still 
hngers m my ear.’ 

‘ What a spectacle ’ ’ 

‘ Yes , you see what a multitude presents who have 
recognized the predominance of Moral Power,’ said Morley . 

* The spectacle was august ; but the results to which such 
a pubhc mmd must lead are subhme ’ 

‘ It must have been deeply gratifying to our friend,’ 
said Hatton 

‘ It will support him m his career,’ said MoAey. 

‘ And console him m his prison,’ added Hatton^ 

‘ You think that it will come to that ? ’ said Morley 
inquirmgly 

‘ It has that aspect , but appearances change.’ 

‘ What should change them ’ ’ 

‘ Time and accident, which change everythmg ’ 

‘ Time will brmg the York Assizes,’ said Morley 
musingly, ‘and as for accident, I confess the future 
seems to me dreary What can happen for Gerard ? ’ 

‘ He might wm his writ of right,’ said Hatton demurely, 
stretchmg out his legs, and leanmg back m his chair 
‘ That also may be tried at the York Assizes ’ 

‘ His writ of right ’ I thought that was a femt — a 
mere affair of tactics to keep the chance of the field ’ 

‘ I beheve the field may be won,’ said Hatton very 
composedly. 

‘Won!’ 
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‘ Aye ^ tlxe castle and manor of Mowbray, and half the 
lordships round, to say nothing of this good town The 
people are prepared to be his subjects , he must give up 
equality, and be content with bemg a popular sovereign ’ 

‘ You jest, my friend ’ 

‘ Then I speak truth in jest ; sometimes, you know, the 
case ’ 

‘ What mean you ? ’ said Morley rismg and approaching 
Hatton ‘ for, though I have often observed you like a 
biting phrase, you never speak idly Tell me what you 
mean ’ 

‘ I mean,’ said Hatton, lookmg Morley earnestly in the 
face, and speaking with great gravity, ‘that the docu- 
ments are m existence which prove the title of Walter 
Gerard to the proprietorship of this great district , that I 
know where the documents are to be found , and that it 
requires nothmg but a resolution equal to the occasion to 
secure them ’ 

‘ Should that be wantmg ’ ’ said Morley 
‘ I should think not,’ said Hatton. ‘ It would behe our 
nature to believe so ’ 

‘ And where are these documents ? ’ 

‘ In the mumment room of Mowbray Castle ’ 

‘ Hah ' ’ exclaimed Morley in a prolonged tone 
‘ Kept cfosely by one who knows their value, for they 
are the title-deeds not of his right, but of his confusion.’ 

‘ And how can we obtam them ’ ’ 

‘ By means more honest than those they were acquired 
by ’ 

‘ They are not obvious 

‘ Two hundred thousand human beings yesterday 
acknowledged the supremacy of Gerard,’ said Hatton. 
‘ Suppose they had known that withm the walls of 
Mowbray Castle were contamed the proofs that Walter 
Gerard was the lawful possessor of the lands on which they 
live , I say suppose that had been the case Do you 
think they would liave contented themselves with smgmg 
psalms ? What would have become of moral power 
then ’ They would have taken Mowbray Castle by 
storm , they would have sacked and gutted it , they 
would have appomted a chosen band to nfle the round 
tower, they would have taken care that every document 
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in it, especially an iron chest, painted blue, and blazoned 
with the shield of Valence, should have been delivered 
to you, to me, to any ©ne that Gerard appointed for the 
office And what could be the remedy of the Earl de 
Mowbray ’ He could scarcely bring an action against 
the hundred for the destruction of the castle, which we 
would prove was not his own And the most he could do 
would be to transport some poor wretches who had got 
drunk in his plundered cellars, and thSn set fife to h^s 
golden saloons ’ 

‘ You amaze me,’ said Morley, looking with an aston- 
ished expression on the person who had ]ust delivered 
himseh of these suggestive details with the same coolness 
and and accuracy that he would have entered into the 
details of a pedigree 

‘ ’Tis a practical view of the case,’ remarked hlr 
Hatton 

Morley paced the chamber disturbed , Hatton remained 
silent and watched him with a scrutimzmg eye 

‘ Are you certain of your facts ’ ’ at length said Morley, 
abruptly stoppmg 

‘ Quite so , Lord de Mowbray informed mo of the 
circumstances himself before I left London, and I came 
down here in consequence ’ 

‘ You know him ’ ’ 

‘ No one better ’ 

‘ And these documents — some of them, I suppose,’ 
said Morley with a cymcal look, ‘ were once m your own 
possession then ’ ’ 

‘ Possibly Would they were now ’ But it is a great 
thing to know where they may lie found ’ 

‘ Then they once were the property of Gerard ’ ’ 

‘ Hardly that They were gamed by my own pains, 
and often paid for with my own purse. Claimed by no 
one, I parted with them to a person to whom they were 
valuable It is not merely to serve Gerard that I want 
them now, though I would willingly serve him. I have 
need of some of these papers with resj>ect to an ancient 
title, a claim to which by a person m whom I am mter- 
ested they would substantiate. Now listen, good friend 
Morley , moral force is a fine thmg especially in specula- 
tion, and so is a community of goods especially when a 
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man has no property, but when you have hYe(f as long 
as I have, and have tasted of the world’s delights, you’ll 
comprehend the rapture of acquisition, and learn that it 
IS generally secured by very coarse means Come, I 
have a mind that you should prosper. The public spmt 
IS inflamed here ; you are a leader of the people. Let 
us have another meetmg on the Moor, a preconcerted out- 
break , you can put your fingers in a trice on the men 
■?^o wilFdo our work Mowbray Castle is in their posses- 
sion , we secure our object You shall have ten thousand 
pounds on the nail, and I will take you back to London 
with me besides, and teach you what is fortune.’ 

‘ I understand you,’ said Morley ‘ You have a clear 
brain and a bold spirit , you have no scruples, which 
indeed are generally the creatures of perplexity rather 
than of principle You ought to succeed ’ 

‘ We ought to succeed, you mean,’ said Hatton, ' for 
I have long perceived that you only wanted opportumty 
to mount ’ 

‘ Yesterday was a great burst of feelmg occasioned by 
a very pecuhar cause,’ said Morley musingly ; ‘ but it 
must not mislead us The discontent here is not deep 
The people are still employed, though not fully Wages 
have fallen, but they must drop more. The People are 
not ripe for the movement you intimate There are 
thousands who would rush to the rescue of the castle. 
Besides there is a priest here, one St Lys, who exercises 
a most permcious influence over the people It wiU 
require immense eflforts and great distress to root him out. 
No , it would fail ’ 

‘ Then we must wait awhile,’ said Hatton, ‘ or devise 
some other means ’ 

‘ ’Tis a very impracticable case,’ said Morley. 

‘ There is a combination for every case,’ said Hatton. 
‘ Ponder and it comes This seemed simple ; but you 
thmk, you really thmk it would not answer ? ’ 

‘ At tins moment, not ; that is my conviction.’ 

‘Well, suppose'^ mstead of an insurrection we have 
a burglary Can you assist me to the right hands 
here ’ ’ 

‘ Not I mdeed ! ’ 

‘ What IS the use then of this influence over the people 
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of wMbli you and Gerard are always talking ’ After 
yesterday, I thought you could do an;^lmig here ’ 

‘We have not hi<*herto had the advantage of your 
worldly knowledge ; m future we shall be wiser ’ 

‘Well then,’ said Hatton, ‘we must now think of 
Gerard’s defence He shall have the best counsel I shall 
retain Kelly specially. I shall return to town to-morrow 
mommg You will keep me alive to the state of feeling 
here, and if thmgs get more mature, drop me % hne ^d 
I wiH come down ’ 

‘ This conversation had better not be mentioned to 
Gerard ’ 

‘ That IS obvious , it would only disturb him. I did 
not preface it by a stipulation of confidence, because that 
IS idle Of course you will keep the secret , it is your 
mterest , it is a great possession I know very well you 
will be most jealous of sharmg it I know it is as safe 
with you as with myself ’ 

And with these words Hatton wished him a hearty 
farewell and withdrew 

‘ He IS right,’ thought Morley ; ‘ he knows human 
nature well The secret is safe I will not breathe it to 
Gerard I will treasure it up. It is knowledge , it is 
power great knowledge, great power. And what shall I 
do with it ? Time wiU teach me.’ 
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CHAPTER I 

‘Another week,’ exclaimed a gentleman Down^ 
mg Street on the 5th of August, 1842, ‘ and we shall be 
prorogued You can surely keep the country quiet for 
another week.’ 

‘ I cannot answer for the pubhc peace for another four- 
and-twenty hours,’ replied his companion 

‘ This busmess at Manchester must be stopped at once ; 
you have a good force there ’ 

‘ Manchester is nothmg , these are movements merely 
to distract The serious work is not now to be appre- 
hended m the cotton towns The state of Staffordshire 
and Warwickshire is mfimtely more menacmg Cheshire 
and Yorkshire alarm me The accounts from Scotland 
are as bad a<B can be And though I think the suffermgs 
of ’39 will keep Birmingham and the Welsh colheries in 
check, we cannot venture to move any of our force from 
those districts ’ 

‘ You must summon a council for four o’clock I have 
some deputations to receive, which I will throw over, 
but to Windsor I must go * Nothmg has yet occuned to 
render any notice of the state of the country necessary 
in the speech from the Throne ’ 

‘ Not yet,’ said his compamon ; ‘ but what will to- 
morrow brmg forth ’ 

‘ After all it is only a turn-out I cannot recast her 
Majesty’s speech and brmg m rebelhon and closed mills, 
mstead of loyalty axid a good harvest ’ 

‘ It would be a bore Well, we will see to-morrow , ’ 
and the colleague left the room 

‘ And now for these deputations,’ said the gentleman 
m Downing Street, ‘of all things in the world I dislike 
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a deputation I do net care how much I labour in the 
Closet or the House , that’s real woik , the machine is 
advanced But receivmg a deputation is like sham 
marching an immense dust and no progress To listen 
to their views ’ As if I did not know what their views 
were before they stated them ’ And to put on a coun- 
tenance of respectful candour while they are developmg 
their exploded or their impracticable systems ’ ^"ere it 
not that, at a practised crisis, I permit them to see con^ 
viction slowly steahng over my conscience, I beheve the 
fellows would nevei stop • I cannot really receive these 
deputations. I must leave them to Hoaxem,’ and the 
'gentleman in Dowmng Street rang his bell 

‘ Well, Mr Hoaxem,’ resumed the gentleman m Down- 
mg Street, as that faithful functionary entered, ‘there 
are some deputations I understand, to-day You must 
receive them, as I am gomg to Wmdsor What are 
they ’ ’ 

‘ There are only two, sir, of moment The rest I could 
easily manage ’ 

‘ And these two ’ 

‘ In the first place, there is our friend Colonel Bosky, 
the members for the county of Calfshire, and a deputation 
of tenant farmers ’ 

‘ Pah > ’ 

‘ These must he attended to' The members have made 
a strong representation to me that they leally cannot any 
longer vote with Government unless the Treasury assists 
them m satisfymg their constituents ’ 

‘ And what do they want ’ ’ * 

‘ Statement of grievances , high taxes and low prices j 
mild expostulations and gentle hmts that they have been 
thrown over by their friends , Pohsh com, Holstem cattle,, 
and British mcome-tax ’ 

‘ WeU, you know what to say,’ said the gentleman m 
Dowmng Street ‘Tell them generally, that they are 
quite mistaken , prove to them particularly that my only 
object has been to render protection more protective, by 
makmg it practical, and divestmg it of the surplusage of 
odium , that no foreign corn can come m at fifty-five 
shiUmgs ; that there are not enough cattle m all Holstem 
to supply the parish of Pancras daily with beef -steaks ; 
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and that as for the income-tax, they will be amply com- 
pensated for it, by their diminished cost of living through 
the agency of that very tariff of winch they are so super- 
ficially complaining ’ 

‘ Their diminished cost of living < ’ said Mr Hoaxem, a 
little confused ‘Would not that assurance, I humbly 
suggest, clash a little with my previous demonstration 
that we jiad arranged that no reduction of prices should 
t£/ke place ’ ’ 

‘ Not at all ; your previous demonstration is of course 
true, but at the same time yommust impress upon them 
the necessity of general views to form an opinion of 
particular instances As for example, a gentleman of 
five thousand pounds per annum pays to the income-tax, 
which by the by always call property-tax, one hundred 
and fifty pounds a-year Well, I have materially reduced 
the duties on eight hundred articles The consumption 
of each of those articles by an establishment of five 
thousand pounds per annum cannot be less than one pound 
per article The reduction of price cannot be less than a 
moiety , therefore a savmg of four hundred per annum , 
which, placed against the deduction of the property -tax, 
leaves a clear increase of income of two hundred and fifty 
pounds per annum , by which you see that a property- 
tax, in fact, increases mcome ’ 

‘I see,’ said Mr Hoaxem, vsnth an admiring glance 
‘ And what am I to say to the deputation of the manu- 
facturers of Mowbray, complainmg of the great depression 
of trade, and the total want oi remunerating profits ’ ’ 

‘ You must say exactly-the reverse,’ said the gentleman 
in Downing Street ‘ Show them how much I have done 
to promote the revival of trade Tirst of all, m making 
provisions cheaper ; cuttmg off at one blow half the 
protection on corn, as, for example, at this moment under 
the old law the duty on foreign wheat would have been 
twenty-seven shillings a quarter; under the new law it 
is thirteen To 1;^ sure no wheat could come in at either 
price, but that does not alter the principle Then, as to 
live cattle, show how I have entirely opened the trade 
with the Contment m live cattle Enlarge upon this, the 
subject IS speculative and admits of expensive estimates 
If there be any dissenters on the deputation, who, havmg 
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freed the negroes, have no subject left for their foreign 
sympathies, hint at the tortures of the buU-hght and the 
immense consideration 1:o humanity, that, instead of being 
speared at Seville, the Andalusian Toro will probably m 
future be cut up at Smithfield This cheapness of provi- 
sions will permit them to compete with the foreigner m all 
neutral markets, in time beat them in their ovvn It is a 
complete compensation too for the property-ta:^ which, 
impress upon them, is a gieat experiment and entirel^^ 
for their mterests Rmg the changes on great measures 
and great experiments till jt is time to go down and make a 
House Your official duties, of course, must not be inter- 
fered with They will take the hint I have no doubt 
you wall get through the business very well, ]Mc Hoaxem, 
particularly if you be “ frank and exphcit , ” that is the 
right line to take when you wash to conceal your own mind 
and to confuse the minds of others Good mornmg I ’ 


CHAPTER II 

Two days after this conversation m Dowmng Street, a 
special messenger arrived at Marney Abbey from the Loid- 
Lieutenant of the county, the Duke of Eitz-^quitame 
Immediately after reading the dispatch of which he was 
the bearer, there was a great* bustle m the house , Lady 
Marney was sent for to her husband’s library, and there 
enjomed immediately to write various letters, w^hich were 
to prevent certain expected visitors from arrivmg , 
Captain Grouse was in and out the same hbrary every 
five mmutes, receiving orders and counter-orders, and 
finally, mounting his horse, was flying about the neighbour- 
hood wath essages and commands All this stir sigmfied 
that the Marney regiment of Yeomanry were to be called 
out directly 

Lord Marney, who had succeeded m obtaimng a place 
m the Household, and was consequently devoted to the 
mstitutions of the country, was full of deternunation to 
uphold them , but at the same time, with characteristic 
prudence, was equally resolved that the property prmci- 
pally protected should be his own, and that the order of 
his own district should chiefly engage his sohcitude 
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‘ I do not know what the Duke means by marching mto 
the disturbed districts,’ said Lord Marney to Captam 
Grouse ‘ These are disturbed districts There have been 
three fires m one week, and I want to know what dis- 
turbance can be worse than that ’ In my opmion this is 
a mere anti-corn-law not to frighten the Government , 
and suppose they do stop the miUs — what then ^ I wish 
they weye all st<»pped, and then one might hve like a 
gentleman again ’ 

Egremont, between whom and his brother a sort of 
bad-tempered good understanding had o± late years to a 
nertam degree flourished, m spite of Lord Marney remain- 
mg childless, which made him hate Egremont with double 
distilled virulence, and chiefly by the affectionate man- 
oeuvres of their mother, but whose annual visits to 
Marney had generally been limited to the yeomanry week, 
arrived from London the same day as the letter of the 
Lord-Lieutenant, as he had learnt that his brother’s 
regiment, m which he commanded a troop, as well as the 
other yeomanry corps m the north of England, must 
immediately take the field 

Live years had elapsed since the com encement of our 
history, and they had brought apparently much change 
to the character of the brother of Lord Marney He had 
become, especially durmg the last two or three years, 
silent and reserved , he rarely entered Society , even the 
company of those who were once his intimates had ceased 
to attract him , he was really a melancholy man The 
change in his demeanour was observed by all , his mother 
andtus sister-m-iaw were the only persons who endeavoured 
to penetrate its cause, and sighed over the failure of their 
sagacity. Quit the world and the world forgets you, 
and Egremont would have soon been a name no longer 

entioned in those brilhant saloons which he once 
adorned, had not occasionally a sensation, produced by an 
eflective speech in the House of Commons, recalled his 
name to his old^^ associates, who then remembered the 
pleasant hours passed m his society, and wondered why 
he never went anywhere now, 

‘ I suppose he finds Society a bore,’ said Lord Eugene 
de Vere , ‘I am sure I do but then what is a fellow to 
do ? I am not m Parhament, like Egremont I beheve, 
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after all, that’s the thing , for I have tried everything 
else, and ever 3 rthing else is a bore ’ 

‘ I think one should many, like Alfred Mountchesney,’ 
said Lord Milford 

‘ But what IS the use of marrymg if you do not marry 
a rich woman — and the heiresses of the present age will not 
marry. What can be more unnatural * It alone ought 
to produce a revolution Why, Alfred is the oifly fellqjv 
who has made a coup , and then he has not got it down ’ 

‘ She behaved in a mo^t unprincipled manner to me — 
that Eitzwarene,’ said Lord Milford, ‘ always took my 
bouquets and once made me write some verses ’ 

‘ By Jove ’ ’ said Lord Eugene, ‘ I should like to see 
them What a bore it must have been to write verses ’ ’ 

‘ I only copied them out of Mma Blake’s album but 
I sent them in my own handwriting ’ 

Baffled sympathy was the cause of Egremont’s gloom. 
It IS the secret spring of most melancholy. He loved 
and loved m vam The conviction that his passion, 
though hopeless, was not looked upon with disfavour, only 
made him the more wretched, for the disapporntment is 
more acute in proportion as the chance is better He had 
never seen Sybil smce the mormng he quitted her m Smith 
Square, immediately before her departure for*t;he North 
The trial of Gerard had takgi place at the assizes of that 
year he had been found guilty, and sentenced to eighteen 
months’ imprisonment m York Castle , the mterference 
of Egremont, both in the House of Commons and with the 
Government, saved him from the felon confinement with 
which he was at jSrst threatened, **and from which assuredly 
State prisoners should be exempt Durmg this effort, 
some correspondence had taken place between Egremont 
and Sybil, which he would wdlmgly have encouraged and 
maintained , but it • ceased nevertheless with its sub- 
ject. Sybil, through the influential mterference of Ursula 
Trafford, lived at the convent at York dmmg the imprison- 
ment of her father, and visited him daily 

The anxiety to take the veil which had once character- 
ized Sybil had certainly waned Perhaps her experience 
of life had impressed her with the importance of fulfiUmg 
vital duties Her father, though he had never opposed 
her wish, had never encouraged it , and he had now 
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increased and teresting claims on her devotion He had 
endured great trials, and had fallen on adverse fortunes. 
Sybil would look at him, and though his noble frame was 
still erect and his countenance still displayed that mixture 
of frankness and decision which had distinguished it of 
yore, she could not conceal from herself that there were 
ravages which time could not have produced. A year and 
a^^half of imprisonment had shaken to its centre a frame 
born for action, and shrinking at all times from the 
resources of sedentary life The disappointment of high 
hopes had jarred and tangled even the sweetness of his 
noble disposition He needed solicitude and solace and 
Sybil resolved that if vigilance and sympathy could 
soothe an existence that would otherwise be embittered, 
these guardian angels should at least hover over the life 
of her father 

When the term of his imprisonment had ceased, Gerard 
had returned with his daughter to Mowbray Had he 
deigned to accept the offers of his friends, he need not have 
been anxious as to his future A pubhc subscription for 
his service had been collected Morley, who was well- 
to-do m the world, for the circulation of the Mowbray 
Phalanx daily increased with the increasing suffermgs of 
the people, offered his friend to share his house and 
purse Hatton was munificent ; there was no limit either 
to his offers or his proffered services But all were 
declmed , Gerard would live by labour. The post he had 
occupied at Mr Trafford’s was not vacant even if that 
gentleman had thought fit agam to receive him , but his 
reputation as a first-rate artisan soon obtained him good 
employment, though on this occasion m the town of 
Moivbray, which for the sake of his daughter he regretted. 
He had no pleasant home now for Sybil, but he had the 
prospect of one, and until he obtamed possession of it, 
Sybd sought a refuge, which had been offered to her from 
the first, with her kindest and dearest friend , so that, at 
this period of our history, she was agam an inmate of the 
convent at Mowbray, whither her father and Morley had 
attended her the eve of the day she had fiist visited the 
rums o± Marney Abbey. 
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CHAPTER III 

‘ I HAVE seen a many tlungs in my tune, Mrs Trotman,’ 
said Chaffing Jack as he took the pipe from his mouth 
the silent bar-room of the Cat and Fiddle , ‘ but I 
never see any hke this I think I ought to know Mowbray 
if any one does, for man and boy I havh breathed this air 
for a matter of half a century. I sucked it in when* it 
tasted of primroses, and this tavern was a cottage covered 
with honeysuckle m the %nddle of green fields, where the 
lads came and drank milk from the cow with then lasses^ 
and I have inhaled what they call the noxious atmosphere, 
when a hundred chimneys have been smokmg like 
one , and always found myseK pretty well Nothmg like 
busmess to give one an appetite But when shall I feel 
peckish again, Mrs Trotman ’ ’ 

‘ The longest lane has a turning, they say, Mr Trot- 
an ’ 

‘ Never knew anythmg like this before,’ rephed her 
husband, ‘ and I have seen bad times but I always used 
to say, “ Mark my words, friends, Mowbray will rally ” 
My words earned weight, Mrs Trotman, m this quarter, 
as they naturally should, coming from a an of my 
experience, — especially when I gave tick Every man 
I chalked up was of the sauae opimon as the landlord of 
the Cat and Fiddle, and always thought that Mowbray 
would rally. That’s the kilhng feature of these times, 
Mrs Trotman, there’s no rallymg m the place ’ 

‘ I begin to thmk it’s the machines,’ said Mrs Trotman. 
‘Nonsense,’ said Mr Trotman, ‘it’s the Com Laws. 
The town of Mowbray ought to clothe the world with our 
resources. Why, Shuffle and Screw can turn out forty 
lie of caheo per day , but where’s the returns ’ That’s 
the point. As the American gentleman said, who left his 
bill unpaid, “ Take my breadstufis and I’ll give you a 
cheque at sight on the Pennsylvaman Sank ” ’ 

‘ It’s very true,’ said IVIrs Trotman. ‘ Who’s there ’ ’ 

‘ Nothing m my way ’ ’ said a woman with a basket of 
black cherries, with a pair of tm scales thrown upon their 
top. 

‘ Ah 1 Mrs Carey,’ said Chaffing Jack, ‘ is that you ? ’ 
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‘ My mortal self, Mr Trotman, tho’ I be sure I feel more 
like a ghost than flesh and blood ’ i 

‘ You may well say that, Mrs Carey , you and I have 
known Mowbray as long, I should think, as any m this 
quarter ’ 

‘ And never see such times as these, Mr Trotman, nor 
the like of such But I always thought it would come 
tq this ; ^ everything turned topsy-turvy as it were, the 
children gettmg all the wages, and decent folk turned 
adrift to pick up a hvmg as they could It’s something 
^of a judgement m my mmd, Mr Trotman.’ 

‘ It’s the trade leavmg the country, widow, and no 
mistake ’ 

‘ And how shall we brmg it back again ? ’ said the 
widow , ‘ the police ought to interfere.’ 

‘ We must have cheap bread,’ said Mr Trotman. 

‘ So they teU me,’ said the widow ; ‘ but whether bread 
be cheap or dear don’t much signify, if we have nothmg 
to buy it with You don’t want anything m my way, 
neighbour ? It’s not very tempting, I fear,’ said the good 
widow m a rather mournful tone ; ‘ but a little fresh 
fruit cools the mouth m this sultry time, and at any rate 
it takes me mto the world. It seems like busmess, 
tho’ very kard to turn a penny by , but one’s neighbours 
are very kmd, and a httle chat about the dreadful times 
always puts me in spirits ’ 

‘ Well, we wiU take a pound for the sake of trade, 
widow,’ said Mrs Trotman 

‘And here’s a glass of gm-and- water, widow,’ said 
Mr Trotman, ‘ and when^Mowbray ralhes you shall come 
and pay for it ’ 

‘ Thank you both very kindly,’ said the widow, ‘ a good 
neighbour, as our mmister says, is the pool of Bethesda ; 
and as you say, Mowbray will rally.’ 

‘ I never said so,’ exclaimed ChaiBfing Jack, interruptmg 
her. ‘ Don’t go about for to say that I said Mowbray 
would rally My%ords have some weight in this quarter, 
widow ; Mowbray rally ! Why should it rally ^ Where’s 
the elements ’ ’ 

‘ Where indeed ^ ’ said Devilsdust as he entered the 
Cat and Fiddle with Dandy Mick, ‘ there is not the spirit 
of a louse m Mowbray.’ 
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* That’s a true bill,’ said Miek 

‘Is there another^ white-hvered town m the whole 
realm where the operatives are all working half-time, and 
thankmg the capitahsts for keepmg the mills gomg, and 
only starving them by mches ’ said Devilsdust, m a 
tone of scorn 

‘ That’s youi time of day,’ said Mick 
‘ Very glad to see you, gentlemen,’ jfaid Mr flffrotman, 

‘ pray be seated. There’s a little backy left yet m M(?w- 
bray, and a glass of twist at your service ’ 

‘ Nothing excisable foi*me,’ said Devilsdust 
‘ Weil it ain’t exactly the right ticket, Mrs Trotman, 
I believe,’ said Mick, bowing gallantly to the lady; 

‘ but ’pon my soul I am so thirsty, that I’ll take Chaffing 
Jack at his word,’ and so saymg, Mick and Devils- 
dust ensconced themselves m the bar, while goodhearted 
Mrs Carey sipped her glass of gm-and- water, which she 
frequently protested was a pool of Bethesda 

‘ Well, Jack,’ said Devilsdust, ‘ I suppose you have 
heard the news ? ’ 

‘ If it be anything that has happened at Mowbray, especi- 
ally in this quarter, I should think I had Tunes must be 
very bad indeed that some one does not drop in to tell me 
anythmg that has happened, and to ask my advice.’ 

‘ It’s nothing to do with Mowbray ’ 

‘ Thank you kmdly, Mrs' Trotman,’ said Mick, ‘ and 
here’s your very good health ’ 

‘ Then I am in the dark,’ said Chaffing Jack, replymg 
to the previous observation of Devilsdust, ‘for I never 
see a newspaper now except a week old, and that lent by 
a friend, I who used to take my Sun regular, to say nothmg 
of the Dispatch, and BelVs Life Times is changed, Mr. 
Radley ’ 

‘ You speak like ^ book, Mr. Trotman,’ said Mick, 
‘ and here’ s your very good health But as for newspapers, 
I’m all m the dark myself, for the Literary and Scientific 
is shut up, and no subscribers left, except the honorary 
ones, and not a journal to be had except the Moral Wcnrld, 
and that’s gratis ’ 

‘ As bad as the Temple,’ said Chaffing Jack, ‘ it’s all up 
with the institutions of the country. And what then is 
the news ? ’ 
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‘ Labour is triumphant in Lancashire,’ said Devilsduat, 
with bitter solemmty. » 

‘ The deuce it is,’ said Chaffing Jack. ‘ What, have they 
raised wages ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said Bevilsdust, ‘ but they have stopped the 
mills ’ 

‘ That won’t mend matters much,’ said Jack vith a 

p^e 

‘ Won’t It ’ ’ 

‘ The working classes will have less to spend than ever ’ 
^ ‘ And what will the capitah^os have to spend ’ said 
jDevilsdust 

‘ Worse and worse,’ said Mr Trotman, ‘ you will never 
get institutions like the Temple reopened on this system ’ 

‘ Don’t you be afraid, Jack,’ said Mick, tossing off his 
tumbler , ‘ if we only get our rights, won’t we have a 
blow out f ’ 

‘ We must have a struggle,’ said Devilsdust, ‘ and teach 
the capitalists on whom they depend, so that in future 
they are not to have the lion’s share, and then all will be 
right ’ 

‘ A fair day’s wage for a fair day’s work,’ said Mick , 
‘ that’s your time of day.’ 

‘ It began at Staleybridge,’ said Devilsdust, ‘ and they 
have stopped them all , and now they have marched 
mto Manchester ten thousand strong They pelted the 
pohce ’ 

‘ And cheered the red-coats like fun,’ said Mick. 

‘ The soldiers will fraternize,’ said Devilsdust. 

‘ Do what ’ ’ said Mrs “^Trotman. 

‘Stick their bayonets mto the capitalists, who have 
hired them to cut the throats of the working classes,’ 
said Devilsdust 

‘ The Queen is with us,’ said Mick ‘ It’s well known 
she sets her face agamst gals workmg m mills like 
blazes ’ 

‘ Well, this is^ news,’ said Mrs Carey ‘ I always 
thought some good would come of having a woman on 
the throne , ’ and repeatmg her thanks and pinning on 
her shawl, the widow retired, eager to circulate the 
intelligence 

‘And now that we are alone,’ said Devilsdust, ‘the 
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question is, what are we to do here ; and we came to 
consult you, Jack, as you know Mowbray better than any 
living man This thing will spread It won’t stop short. 

I have had a bud too smgmg something in my ear these 
two days past If they do not stop it in Lancashire, and 
1 defy them, there will be a general rismg ’ 

‘ I have seen a many things m my time,’ said Mr Trot- 
man , ‘ some rismgs and some strikes, Ind as stiff tur - 
outs as may be But to my fancy there is nothing like a 
strike in prosperous times , there’s more money spent under 
those circumstances than you can well suppose, 3 /oung 
gentlemen It’s as good as Mowbray Staty any day ’ 

‘ But now to the pomt,’ said Devdsdust ‘ The people 
are regularly sold , they want a leader ’ 

‘ Why, there’s Gerard,’ said Chaffing Jack , ‘ never been 
a better man m my time. And Warner — ^the greatest 
an the Handlooms ever turned out ’ 

‘ Aye, aye,’ said Devilsdust ; ‘ but they have each of 
them had a year and a hah, and that cools blood ’ 

‘ Besides,’ said IVIick, ‘ they are too old , and Stephen 
Morley has got round them, preaohmg moral force, and all 
that sort of gammon ’ 

‘ I never heard that moral force won the battle of 
Waterloo,’ said Devilsdust ‘I wish the «capitahsts 
would try moral force a litt\e, and see whether it would 
keep the thmg gomg If the capitalists will give up their 
red- coats, I would be a moral force man to-morrow ’ 

‘ the new pohce,’ said Mick. ‘ A pretty go, when 
a fellow m a blue coat fetches you the Devil’s own con 
on your head, and you get moral force for a plaster ’ 

‘ Why, that’s all very well,’ said Chaffing Jack , ‘ but 
I am against violence — at least much. I don’t object to 
a moderate not, provided it is not m my quarter of the 
town ’ ^ 

‘ Well, that’s not the ticket now,’ said Mick ‘ We 
don’t want no violence , aU we want is to stop all the 
mills and hands m the kingdom, anc? have a regular 
national holiday for six weeks at least ’ 

‘ I have seen a many things m my time,’ said Chaffing 
Jack solemnly, ‘ but I have always observed, that if the 
people had worked generally for half tune for a week, 
they would stand an^hmg ’ 
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‘ That’s a true bill,’ said Mick 

' Their spirit is broken,’ said Chaffing Jack, ‘ or else 
they never would have let the Temple have been shut up ’ 

‘ And think of our Institute, without a single sub- 
scriber ’ ’ said Mick ‘ The gals is the only thing what 
has any spirit left Julia told me just now she would go 
to the cannon’s paouth for the Five Points any summer 
(k'.y ’ 

‘ You think the spirit can’t be raised, Chaffing Jack,’ 
said Devilsdust very seriously. ‘ You ought to be a 
^fjudge ’ 

‘ If I don’t know Mowbray, who does ? Trust my 
word, the house won’t draw ’ 

‘ Then it is U-P,’ said Mick 

‘ Hush * ’ said Devilsdust ‘ But suppose it spreads ? ’ 

‘ It won’t spread,’ said Chaffing Jack. ‘ I’ve seen a 
deal of these thmgs I fancy from what you say it’s a 
cotton squaU. It will pass, sir Let me see the mmers 
out, and then I will talk to you ’ 

‘ Stranger thmgs than that have happened,’ said 
Devilsdust 

‘ Then things get serious,’ said Chaffing Jack ‘ Them 
mmers is very stubborn, and when they gets excited am’t 
it a bear gFo play, that’s all ’ ’ 

‘Weil,’ said Devdsdust, twhat you say is well worth 
attention ; but all the same I feel we are on the eve of a 
regular crisis ’ 

‘No, by Jmgo ’ ’ said Mick, and, tossmg his cap mto 
the air, he snapped his fingers with delight at the antici- 
pated amusement. 


CHAPTEE lY 

‘ I don’t think I can stand this much longer,* said 
Mr Mountchesn^, the son-m-law of Lord de Mowbray, 
to his wife, as he stood before the empty fireplace with 
his back to the mantelpiece and his hands thrust mto 
the pockets of his coat ‘ This livmg m the country m 
August bores me to extmction. I think we will go to 
Baden, Joan ’ 

‘ But papa 13 so anxious, dearest Alfred, that we 
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sFoidd remain Fere at present and see the neighbours a 
little ’ 

" I might be induced to remain here to please your 
father, but as for your neighbours, I have seen quite 
enough of them They are not a sort of people that I 
jQvei met before, or that I wish to meet agam I do not 
hnow what to say to them, nor can I annex an idea to 
what they say to me Heigh-ho » certamly th^ country 
in August is a thmg of which no one who has not tried %t 
has the most remote conception ’ 

‘ But you always used k> say you doted on the country, 
Alfred,’ said Lady Joan m a tone of tender reproach 
So I do , I never was happier than when I was at 
Melton, and even enjoyed the country m August when I 
was on the Moors ’ 

‘ But I cannot weU go to Melton,’ said Lady Joan 
‘I don’t see why you can’t Mrs Shelldrake goes with 
her husband to Melton, and so does Lady Di with Barham , 
and a very pleasant life it is ’ 

‘ WeU, at any rate we cannot go to Melton now,’ said 
Lady Joan mortified , ‘ and it is impossible for me to go 
to the Moors ’ 

‘Ko, but I could go,’ said Mr Mountchesney, ‘and 
leave you here I might have gone with Eugejae de Vere 
and Milford and Fitz-Heron They wanted me very much. 
What a capital party it would have been, and what capital 
sport we should have had ’ And I need not have been 
away for more than a month, or perhaps six weeks, and 
I could have written to you every day, and all that sort 
of thing ’ •> 

Lady Joan sighed and affected to recur to the opened 
volume which, durmg this conversation, she had held m 
her hand 

‘ I wonder where Maud is,’ said Mr Mountchesney , ‘ I 
shall want her to ride with me to-day She is a capital 
horsewoman, and always amuses me As you cannot ride 
now, Joan, I wish you would let Maudfhave Sunbeam ’ 

‘ As you please ’ 

‘ Well, I am gomg to the stables and wdi tell them. 
Who IS this ? ’ Mr Mountchesney exclaimed, and then 
walked to the window that, lookmg over the park, showed 
at a distance the advance of a very showy eqmpage. 
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Lady doan looked up 

‘ Come here, Joan, and tell me ^^o this is ; ’ and Lady 
Joan was at his side m a moment 

‘ It IS the livery of the Bardolfs/ said Lady Joan, 

‘ I always call them Firebrace I cannot get out of it,’ 
said ]\Ir Mountchesney ‘ WeU, I am glad it is they , I 
thought it might be an irruption of barbarians Lady 
Bardolf will bring- us some news.’ 

^Lord and Lady Bardolf were not alone , they were 
accompamed by a gentleman who had been staying on a 
visit at Firebrace, and who, being acquainted -with Lord 
Mowbray, had paid his respects to the Castle on his 
way to London This gentleman was the individual 
who had elevated them to the peerage — ^Mr Hatton A 
considerable intimacy had sprung up between him and 
his successful chents. Firebrace was an old place lebuilt 
in the times of the Tudors, but with somethmg of its 
more ancient portions remaming, and with a storehouse 
of muniments that had escaped the civil wars Hatton 
revelled in them, and m pursuing his researches had 
already made discoveries which might perhaps place the 
coronet ot the earldom of Lovel on the brow of the former 
champion of the baronetage, who now however never 
mentioned^the order Lord de Mowbray was well con- 
tent to see hlr. Hatton, a gentleman m whom he did not 
repose the less confidence, because his advice given him 
three years ago, respectmg the -writ of right and the claim 
upon his estate, had proved so disci eet and correct 
Actmg on that advice Lord de Mowbray had instructed 
his lawyers, to appear to the action without entering 
mto any unnecessary explanation of the merits of his 
case He counted on the accuracy of Mr. Hatton’s 
judgement, that the claim would not be pursued, and 
he was right * after some fencipg and prelimmary 
manoeuvrmg, the claim had not been pursued Lord de 
Mowbray therefore, always gracious, was disposed to 
accord a very distmguished reception to his confidential 
counsellor He pressed very much his guests to remam 
with him some days, and, though that was not practic- 
able, Mr Hatton promised that he would not leave 
the neighbourhood without paymg another visit to the 
Castle, 
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‘ And you continue quiet here ? ’ said Mr. Hatton to 
Lord de Mowbray. ^ 

‘ And I am told we shall keep so,’ said Lord de Mowbray. 

‘ The mills are mostly at work, and the men take the 
reduced wages m a good spirit. The fact is, our agitators 
in this neighbourhood suftered pretty smartly in ’39, and 
the Chartists have lost their influence ’ 

‘ I am sorry for poor Lady St. J«ulians,’ -«aid Lady 
Bardolf to Lady de Mowbray. ‘ It must be such a di^ap- 
pomtment, and she has had so many , but I understand 
there is nobody to bla^ae but herself. If she had only 
left the Prmce alone, but she would not be quiet.’ 

‘ And where are the Deloraines ^ ’ 

‘ They are at Munich , with which they are dehghted. 
And Lady Deloraine writes me that Mr. Egremont has 
promised to join them there. If he do, they mean to 
wmter at Rome ’ 

‘ Somebody said he was gomg to be married,’ said Lady 
de Mowbray 

‘ His mother wishes him to marry,’ said Lady Bardolf , 

‘ but I have heard nothing ’ 

Mr Mountchesney came m and greeted the Bardolfs 
with some warmth ‘ How delightful m the country m 
August to meet somebody that you have see^pi m London 
in June ’ ’ he exclaimed. ‘ Now, dear Lady Bardolf, do 
tell me somethmg, for you'can conceive nothmg so tnste 
as we are here We never get a letter Joan only 
corresponds with philosophers and Maud with clergymen , 
and none of my friends ever write to me ’ 

‘ Perhaps you never write to them ’ ’ 

‘ Well, I never have been a letter-writer, because really 
I never wanted to write or be written to I always knew 
what was gomg on, because I was on the spot , I was 
domg the thmgs th^t people were writmg letters about — 
but now, not being in the world any longer, domg nothmg, 
livmg m the country — and the coxmtry m August — I 
should like to receive letters every ^ay, but I do not 
know whom to fix upon as a correspondent Eugene de 
Vere will not write, ffilf ord cannot , and as for Eitz-Heron 
he is so very selfish, he always wants his letters answered ’ 
‘ That is very unreasonable,’ said Lady Bardolf 
‘ Besides, wbat can they tell me at this moment 
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They have gone to the Moors and are enjoying themselves. 
They asked me to go with them, hnt I could not go, 
because you see I could not leave Joan , though why I 
could not leave her, I really cannot understand, because 
Egerton has got some moors this year, and he leaves 
Lady Augusta with her father ’ 

Lady Maud entered the room in her bonnet, returmug 
from an ai»"mg She was aU ammation — charmed to see 
everybody , she had been to Mowbray to hear some smg- 
mg at the Roman Catholic chapel m that town , a service 
had been performed and a coUecticQi made for the suffering 
WTlrkpeople of the place She had been apprised of it for 
some days, was told that she would hear the most beau- 
tiful voice that she had ever listened to, but it had far 
exceeded her expectations A female voice it seemed , 
no tones could be conceived more tender and yet more 
thrilling in short, seraphic 

Mr Mountchesney blamed her for not takmg him 
He liked music, smging, especially female singing ; when 
there was so little to amuse him, he was surprised that 
Lady Maud had not been careful that he should have 
been present His sister-m-law reminded him that she 
had particularly requested him to drive her over to 
Mowbray, an^i he had declined the honour as a bore 
‘ Yes,’ said Mr Mountchesney, ‘ but I thought Joan 
was going with you, and that you would be shoppmg ’ 

‘ It was a good thing our House was adjourned before 
these disturbances in Lancashire,’ said Lord Bardolf to 
Lord de Mowbray 

‘ The best thing we can fill do is to be on our estates, 
I believe,’ said Lord de Mowbray 

‘ My neighbour Marney is in a state of great excitement,’ 
said Lord Bardolf , ‘ all his yeomanry out.’ 

‘ But he IS quiet at Mamey ’ ’ 

‘ In a way , but these fhes puzzle us. Marney will 
not believe that the condition of the labourer has any- 
thing to do with them , and he certainly is a very acute 
man But stiU I don’t know what to say to it The 
Poor Law is very unpopular m my parish Marney will 
have it that the incendiaries are all strangers, hired by 
the Anti-Corn-Law League ’ 

‘ Ah ’ here is Lady Joan,’ exclai ed Lady Bardolf, as 
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the wife of Mr Mountchesney entered the room , ' My 
dearest Lady Joan ' ’ „ 

‘ Why, Joan,’ said Mr Mountchesney, ‘ Maud has been 
to Mowbray, and heard the most dehcious singing. Why 
did we not go ’ 

‘ I did mention it to you, Alfred ’ 

‘ I remember you said something about going to Mow- 
bray, and that you wanted to go to several plapes But 
there is nothing I hate so much as shopping It bc®*es 
me more than anythmg And you are so peculiarly long 
when you are shopping But singing, and beautiful 
smgmg in a Catholic chapel by a woman — ^perhaps 
beautiful woman — ^that is quite a different thing, and I 
should have been amused, which nobody seems ever to 
think of here I do not know how you find it, Lady 
Bardolf , but the country to me in August is a something ’ 
— and not fimshing his sentence, Mr Mountchesney gave 
a look of inexpressible despair 

‘ And you did not see this singer ’ ’ said Mr Hatton, 
sidling up to Lady Maud, and speaking in a subdued tone 

' I did not, but they tell me she is most beautiful , 
somethmg extraordinary , I tried to see her, but it was 
impossible ’ 

‘ Is she a professional singer ? ’ 

‘ I should imagine not , a daughter of one of the 
Mowbray people, I believe^ 

‘ Let us have her over to the Castle, Lady de Mowbray, 
said Mr Mountchesney 

‘ If you like,’ replied Lady de Mowbray with a languid 
smile 

‘ Well, at last I have got something to do,* said Mr 
Mountchesney ‘ I will ride ovei to Mowbray, find out 
the beautiful singer, and brmg her to the Castle.’ 


CHAPTER V 

The beam of the declimng sun, softened by the stained 
panes of a small Gothic wmdow, suffused the chamber 
of the Lady Superior of the Convent of Mowbray The 
vaulted room, of very moderate dimensions, was furnished 
with great simplicity and opened mto a small oratory 
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On a table were several volumes, an ebon cross was fixed 
m a mcke, and, leaning m a ingh-ba^ked chair, sat Ursula 
Trafford Her pale and refined complexion, that m her 
youth had been distinguished for its lustre, became her 
spiritual office , and mdeed her whole countenance, the 
dehcate brow, the serene glance, the small aquilme nose, 
and the well-shaped mouth, firm and yet bemgnant, 
betokenednthe celestial soul that mhabited that gracious 
fraSae 

The Lady Superior was not alone , on a low seat by 
her side, holding her hand, and teoking up into her face 
W^th a glance of reverential sympathy, was a maiden, 
over whose head five summers have revolved since first 
her girlhood broke upon our sight amid the rums of Marney 
Abbey — five summers that have realized the matchless 
promise of her charms, and, while they have added 
something to her stature, have robbed it of nothmg of its 
grace, and have rather steadied the blaze of her beauty 
than diminished its radiance 

‘ Yes, I mourn over them,’ said Sybil, ‘ the deep 
convictions that made me look forward to the cloister as 
my home Is it that the world has assoiled my soul 
Yet I have not tasted of worldly joys , all that I have 
known of i^ has been sufifermg and tears. They will 
return, these visions of my sacred youth, dear friend, tell 
me that they will return ’ ’ 

‘ I too have had visions m my youth, Sybil, and not of 
the cloister, yet am I here ’ 

‘ And what should I infer ’ ’ said Sybil, mquirmgly. 

‘ That my visions v ere oMhe world, and brought me to 
the cloister, and that yours were of the cloister, and have 
brought you to the world ’ 

‘ My heart is sad,’ said Sybil, ‘ and the sad should seek 
the shade ’ 

‘ It IS troubled, my child, rather than sorrowful.’ 

Sybil shook her head 

‘ Yes, y child,’ id Ursula, ‘ the world has taught you 
that there are afiections which the cloister can neither 
satisfy nor supply Ah ’ Sybil, I too have loved ’ 

The blood rose to the cheek of Sybil, and then returned 
as quickly to the heart ; her tremblmg hand pressed that 
of Ursula as she sighed and murmured, ‘ No, no, no ’ 
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® Yes, it IS the spirit that hovers over your hfe, Sybil ; 
and in vain you wpp-ld forget what haunts your heart. 
One not less gifted than he — as good, as gentle, as gracious 
— once too breathed in my ear the accents of ]oy He was, 
like myself, the child of an old house, and Nature had 
invested him with every quality that can dazzle and can 
charm But his heart was as puie, and his soul as lofty, 

as his intellect and frame were bright, ’ ^d Ursula 

paused 

Sybil pressed the hand of Ursula to her hps and 
whispered, ‘ Speak on ’ ^ 

‘ The dreams of bygone days,* contmued Ursula, 
voice of emotion , ‘ the wild sorrows that I can recall, and 
yet feel that I was wisely chastened ’ — ^he was stricken 
m his virtuous pride, the day before he was to have led 
me to that altar where alone I found the consolation that 
never fails And thus closed some years of human love, 
my Sybil,* said Ursula, bending forward and embracmg 
her ‘ The world for a season crossed their fair current, 
and a power greater than the woild forbade their banns ; 
but they aie hallowed , memory is my sympathy ; it is 
soft and Iree, and when he came here to mquire after you, 
his presence and agitated heart recalled the past.’ 

‘ It IS too wild a thought,’ said Sybil, ‘ rui]^ to him, rum, 
to all No, we are severed by a fate as uncontrollable as 
severed you, dear friend , *ours is a living death ’ 

‘ The morrow is unforeseen,* said Uisula ‘ Happy, 
mdeed, would it be for me, my Sybil, that your imiocence 
should be enshrmed within these holy walls, and that 
the pupil of my best years, oiiid the friend of my serene 
life, should be my successor m this house But I feel a 
deep persuasion that the hour has not arrived for you to 
take the step that never can be recalled * 

So saying, Ursula embraced and dismissed Sybil , for 
the conversation, the last passages of which we have 
given, had occurred when Sybil, accordmg to her wont 
on Saturday afternoon, had come to request the permission 
of the Lady Superior to visit her father 

It was m a tolerably spacious and not discomfortable 
chamber, the first floor over the printing-office of the 
Mowbray Phalanx, that Gerard had found a temporary 
home He had not long returned from his factory, and. 



372 FATHER AND DAUGHTER 

pacing tlie chamber with a disturbed step, he awaited 
the expected arrival of his daughter ^ 

She came , the faithful step, the well-known knock , 
the father and the daughter embraced , he pressed to his 
heart the child who had clung to him through so many 
trials, and who had softened so many sorrows, who had 
been the visitmg angel in his cell, and whose devotion 
had led captivity captive 

Tfieir meetings, though regular, were now compara- 
tively rare The sacred day umted them, and sometimes 
for a short period the previous afternoon, but otherwise 
tlss cheerful hearth and welcome home were no longer for 
Gerard And would the future bring them to him 
And what was to be the future of his child ? His mind 
vacillated between the convent of which she now seldom 
spoke, and which with hun was never a cherished idea, 
and those dreams of restored and splendid fortunes, 
which his sangume temperament still whispered him, in 
spite of hope so long deferred and expectations so often 
balked, might yet be realized And sometimes between 
these opposmg visions there rose a third and more 
practical, though less picturesque, result, the idea of her 
marriage And with whom ’ It was impossible that 
one so rarely gifted, and educated with so much dainti- 
ness, could ever make a wife of the people Hatton 
offered wealth, but Sybil had ’‘never seemed to compre- 
hend his hopes, and Gerard felt that their ill-assorted ages 
was a great barrier. There was of all the men of his own 
order but one, who from his years, his great qualities, 
his sympathy, and the nsvture of his toil and means, 
seemed not unfitted to be the husband of his daughter ; 
and often had Gerard mused over the possibihty of these 
intimate ties with Morley. Sybil had been, as it were, 
bred up under his eye ; an affection had always subsisted 
between them, and he knew weU tiiat in former days 
Sybil had appreciated and admired the great talents and 
acqunements of their friend At one period, he almost 
suspected that Morley was attached to her And yet 
from causes which he had never attempted to penetrate, 
probably from a combmation of unintentional circum- 
stances, Sybil and Morley had for the last two or three 
years been thrown little together, and their intimacy had 
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entirely died away To Gerard it seemed that Morley 
had ever proved his faithful friend Morley had originally 
dissuaded him with energy agamst that course which 
had led to his discomfiture and punishment, when 
arrested, his former colleague was his bail, was his com- 
pamon and adviser durmg his trial , had endeavoured 
to alleviate his imprisonment , and on his release had 
offered to share his means wuth Gerafd, and f^hen these 
were refused, he at least supplied Gerard with a Aof 
And yet, with all this, that abandonment of heart and 
brain, that deep sympathy with every domestic thought 
which characterized old days, were somehow or otlf^r 
wanting There was on the part of Morley still devotion, 
but there was reserve 

' You are troubled, my father,’ said Sybil, as Gerard 
continued to pace the chamber 
‘ Only a little restless I am thinking w^hat a mistake 
it was to have moved m — 39 ’ 

Sybil sighed 

‘ Ah ’ you were right, Sybil,’ contmued Gerard , ‘ affairs 
were not ripe We should have waited three years ’ 

‘ Three years ’ ’ exclaimed Sybil, starting ; ‘ are affairs 
riper now ’ 

‘ The whole of Lancashire is m revolt,’ 'tsaid Gerard * 
‘ There is not a sufficieni; force to keep them in check 
If the miners and colliers rise, — and I have cause to 
believe that it is more than probable they will move before 
many days are past, — the game is up ’ 

‘ You terrify me,’ said Sybil 

‘ On the contraiy,’ said Gt^rard, smiling, ‘ the news is 
good enough , I’ll not say too good to be tiue, for I had 
it from one of the old delegates who is ovci here to see 
what can be done in our noith countree ’ 

‘ Yes ’ said Sybil, inquiringly, and leading on her father 
‘ He came to the works , wo had some talk Theie arc 
to he no leaders this time, at least no visible ones The 
people will do it themselves All thTj children of Labour 
are to rise on the same day, and to toil no more, till they 
have their rights No violence, no bloodshed , but toil 
halts, and then our oppressors will learn the great 
economical truth as well as moral lesson, that when Toil 
plays. Wealth ceases.’ 
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‘ When Toil ceases the People suffer,’ said Sybil. 
‘ That IS the only truth that we ha ire learnt, and it is a 
bitter one ’ 

‘ Can we be free without suffering ? ’ said Gerard. 
‘ Is the greatest of human blessings to be obtained as a 
matter of course , to be plucked like fruit, or seized like 
a running stream ^ No, no ; we must suffer, but we are 
wuser thaiS^of yore^ — we will not conspire Conspiracies 
are'Ior aristocrats, not for nations ’ 

‘ Alas, alas ’ I see nothing but woe,’ said Sybil ‘ I 
cannot believe that, after all tha? has passed, the people 
h^re will move , I cannot believe that, after all that has 
passed, all that you, that we, have endured, that you, 
my father, will counsel them to move ’ 

‘ I counsel nothing,’ said Gerard. ‘ It must be a great 
national instinct that does it , but if all England, if 
Wales, if Scotland, won’t work, is Mowbray to have a 
monopoly ? ’ 

‘ Ah ' that’s a bitter jest,’ said Sybil ‘ England, 
Wales, Scotland, will be forced to work as they were forced 
before How can they subsist without labour ^ And 
if they could, there is an orgamzed power that will 
subdue them ’ 

‘ The Benefft Societies, the Sick and Burial Clubs, have 
money in the banks that would mamtam the whole work- 
mg classes, with aid in kind that will come, for six weeks, 
and that wiH do the business And as for force, why 
there are not five soldiers to each town m the kingdom 
It’s a glittering bugbear, this fear of the military , simul- 
taneous strikes would baffle* all the armies in Europe ’ 

‘ I’ll go back and pray that all this is wild talk,’ said 
Sybil earnestly ‘ After all that has passed, were it only 
for your child, you should not speak, much less think, this, 
my father What havoc to our hearts and homes has 
been all this madness ’ It has separated us , it has 
destroyed our happy home , it has done more than 

this ’ and here ^e wept 

‘Nay, nay, my child,’ said Gerard, coming up and 
soothing her ; ‘ one cannot weigh one’s words before those 
we love I can’t hear of the people moving with cold- 
ness — ^that’s out of nature ; but I promise you I’ll not 
stimulate the lads here I am told they are little inclined 
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to stir. You found me in a oment of what I must call, 
I suppose, elation , hut I hear they beat the red-coats and 
pohce at Staleybridge, and that pricked my blood a bit 
I have been ridden down before this when I was a lad, 
Sybil, by Yeomanry hoofs. You must allow a little for 
my feelings ’ 

She extended her lips to the proffered embrace of her 
father He blessed her and pressed her to hi?, heart, and 
soothed her apprehensions with many words of softaess 
There was a ^ock at the door 

‘ Come in,’ said G«^Jrard. And there came in Mr. 
Hatton 

They had not met since Gerard’s release from York 
Castle There Hatton had visited him, had exercised his 
influence to remedy his grievances, and had more than 
once offered him the means of maintenance on receiving 
his freedom. There were moments of despondency when 
Gerard had almost wished that the esteem and regard 
with which Sybil looked upon Hatton might have matured 
into sentiments of a deeper nature , but on this subject 
the father had never breathed a word Nor had Hatton, 
except to Gerard, ever intimated his wishes, for we could 
scarcely call them hopes He was a silent suitor of Sybil, 
watchmg opportumties and ready to av^ himself of- 
circumstances which he worshipped. His sangmne dis- 
position, fed by a very Suggestive and inventive mind, 
and stimulated by success, and a prosperous life, sustained 
him always to the last Hatton always believed that 
everything desirable must happen if a man had energy 
and watched circumstances ^ He had confidence too in 
the influence of his really insinuating manner, ins fine 
taste, his tender tone, his ready sympathy, all winch 
masked his daring courage and absolute recklessness of 
means 

There were general greetings of the greatest warmth 
The eyes of Hatton were suffused with tears as he con- 
gratulated Gerard on his restored ^health, and pressed 
Sybil’s hand with the affection of an old friend between 
both his own 

‘ I was down m this part of the world on business,’ 
said Hatton, ‘ and thought I would come over here for a 
day to find you all out ’ And then, after some general 
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conversation, he said, ‘ And v/here do you think I acci- 
dentally paid a visit a day or two hack ’ At Mowbray 
Castle. I see you are surprised I saw all your friends. 
I did not ask his lordship how the writ of right went on. 
I dare say he thinks ’tis all hushed But he is mistaken. 
I have learnt something which may help us over the 
stile yet ’ 

‘ Well-a^ay f ’ said Gerard, ‘ I once thought if I could 
get^oack the lands the people would at last have a friend , 
but that’s past I have been a dreamer of dreams often 
when I was overlooking them al? work And so we all 
h e, I suppose I would wiUmgly give up my claim if I 
could be sure the Lancashire lads will not come to harm 
this bout ’ 

‘ ’Tis a more serious busmess,’ said Hatton, ‘ than 
anything of the kmd that has yet happened The 
Government are much alarmed. They talk of sendmg 
the Guards down into the North, and brmgmg over 
troops from Ireland.’ 

‘ Poor Ireland ’ ’ said Gerard ‘ Well, I think the 
frieze- coats might give us a helpmg hand now, and employ 
the troops at least ’ 

‘ No, my dear father, say not such things.’ 

‘ Sybil wilL not let me think of these matters, friend 
Hatton,’ said Gerard smilmg ‘ Well, I suppose it’s not 
in my way, at least I cortamly did not make the best hand 
of it in — 39 , but it was London that got me mto that 
scrape I cannot help fancying that were I on our Moors 
here a bit with some good lads, it might be difierent, and 
I must say so, I must indeed, Sybil ’ 

‘ But you are very quiet here, I hope,’ said Hatton 

‘ Oh ' yes,’ said Gerard, ‘ I believe our spirit is suffi- 
ciently broken at Mowbray Wages weekly droppmg, 
and ]ust work enough to hinder shqer idleness , that 
sort of thmg keeps the people in very humble trim But 
wait a bit, and when they have reached the starvation 
point, I fancy we sh^ll hear a murmur ’ 

‘ I remember our friend Morley in — 39, when we 
returned from London, gave me a very good character of 
the disposition of the people here,’ said Hatton , ‘ I hope 
it contmues the same He feared no outbreak then, and 
the distress in — 39 was severe ’ 
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* Well,’ said Gerard, ‘ the wages have been dropping 
ever since The people exist, but you can scarcely say 
they live But they are cowed, I fancy An empty belly 
IS sometimes as apt to dull tihe heart, as inflame the 
courage And then they have lost their leaders, for I 
was away, you see, and have been quiet enough since 
I came out , and Warner is broken ; he has suffered 
more from his time than I did , which is strjmge, for he 
had his pursuits, whereas I was restless enough, and tSat’s 
the truth, and, had it not been for Sybil’s daily visit, I 
think, though I may never be allowed to live in a castle, 
I should certainly have died in one ’ 

‘ And how is Morley ’ ’ 

‘ Right well , the same as you left him ; I saw not a 
straw’s change when I came out His paper spreads 
He still preaches moral force, and believes that we shall 
all end m living in commumties But as the only 
community of which I have personal experience is a 
jail, I am not much more inclined to his theory than 
heretofore ’ 


CHAPTER VI 

The reader may not have altogether forgotten IMr. 
Nixon and his co-mates, the miners and colliers of that 
district not very remote from Mowbray, which Morley 
had visited at the commencement of this history, m order 
to make fruitless researches after a gentleman whom he 
subsequently so unexpectedly stumbled upon Affairs 
were as little flemishing m that region as at Mowbray 
itself, and the distiess fell upon a population less accus- 
tomed to suffering, and w hose spirit was not daunted by 
the recent discomfltiire and pumshment of their leaders 
‘ It can’t} last,’ said Master Nixon, as he took his pipe 
from his mouth at the Rising Sun 

He w'as responded to by a genertH groan. ‘ It comes 
to this,’ he contmued, ‘ Natur has her laws, and this is 
one , a fair day’s wage for a fair day’s work ’ 

‘ I wish you may get it,’ said Juggins, ‘ with a harder 
stmt every week, and a shilling a day knocked off ’ 

‘ And what’s to come to-morrow ? ’ said Waghorn. 
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‘ The butty has given notice to quit m Parker’s field this 
day se’rmight. Simmons won’t drop wages, but works 
half tune ’ 

‘ The boys will be at play afore long,’ said a collier. 

‘ Hush ’ ’ said Master Nixon, with a reproving glance, 
‘ play IS a very serious word The boys are not to go to 
play as they used to do without by your leave or with 
you^ leav^ We nfust appomt a committee to consider 
the question, and we must commumcate with the other 
trades.’ 

‘ You’re the man. Master Nixon, to choose for church- 
warden,’ replied the reproved miner with a glance of 
admiration 

‘ What is Diggs doing ’ ’ said Master Nixon in a 
solemn tone 

‘ A-dropping wages, and a-raising tommy like fun,’ 
said Master Waghorn. 

‘ There is a great stir in Hell-house yard,’ said a mmer 
who entered the tap-room at this moment, much excited. 
‘ They say that all the workshops will be shut to-morrow , 
not an order for a month past They have got a top- 
sawyer from London there, who addresses them every 
evenmg, and says that we have a right to four shillings 
^a-day wages,*^eight hours’ work, and two pots of ale ’ 

‘ A fair day’s wage for a far^; day’s work,’ said Master 
Nixon , ‘ I would not stickle about hours, but the money 
and the drink are very ]ust ’ 

‘ If Hell-house yard is astir,’ said Waghorn, ‘ there will 
be a good deal to be seen yet ’ 

‘ It’s grave,’ said Master Nixon. ‘ What think you of a 
deputation there ’ It might come to good ’ 

‘ I should like to hear the top-sawyer from London,* 
said Juggins ‘We had a Chartist here the other day, 
but he did not understand our case at ^11 ’ 

‘ I heard him,’ said Master Nixon, ‘ but what’s his Five 
Points to us ’ Why, he am’t got tommy among them.* 

‘ Nor long stints,^’said Waghorn. 

‘ Nor butties,’ said Juggins 

‘ He’s a pretty fellow to come and talk to us,’ said a 
collier ‘ He had never been down a pit m all his life ’ 
The evening passed away in the tap-room of the Rising 
Sun, m reflectio on the present critical state of affairs, 
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and in consultations as to the most expedient course for 
the future The rate of wages, which for several years 
m this district had undergone a continuous depression, 
had ]ust received another downward impulse, and was 
threatened with still further reduction, for the price of 
iron became every day lower in the market, and the 
article itself so little m demand that few but the great 
capitahsts who could afford to accumulate their produce 
were able to maintam their furnaces in action 'I’he 
little men who still continued their speculations could only 
do so partially, by dimimshmg the days of service and 
increasmg their stints or toil, and by decreasing the r^e 
of wages as well as paymg them entirely m goods, of 
which they had a great stock, and of which they thus 
relieved themselves at a high profit Add to all these 
causes of suffermg and discontent among the workmen 
the apprehension of still greater evils, and the tyranny of 
the butties or middlemen, and it will with little difficulty 
be felt that the public mmd of this district was well pre- 
pared for the excitement of the pohtical agitator, especi- 
ally if he were discreet enough rather to descant on their 
physical sufferings and personal injuries, than to attempt 
the propagation of abstract political principles, with 
which it was impossible for them to sympathize with the 
impulse and facility of t^jie inhabitants of manufactur- 
ing towns, members of literary and scientific institutes, 
habitual readers of pohtical journals, and accustomed to 
habits of discussion of all public questions It generally 
happens, however, that where a mere physical impulse 
urges the people to insurreci^on, though it is often an 
mfluence of slow growth and movement, the effects are 
more violent, and sometimes more obstmate, than %vhen 
they move under the blended authority of moral and 
physical necessity,* and mix up together the rights and 
the wants of Man. 

However this may be, on the morning after the con- 
versation at the Rising Sun which v/h have just noticed, 
the population having as usual gone to their work, havmg 
penetrated the pit, and descended the shaft, the furnaces 
all blazing, the chimneys all smoking, — suddenly there 
rose a rumour even m the bowels of the earth, that the 
hour and the man had at length arrived the hour that 
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was to bring them relief, and the man that was to bear 
them redress 

‘ My missus told it me at the pit-head, when she brought 
me my breakfast,’ said a pikeman to his comrade, and he 
struck a vigorous blow at the broadseam on which he was 
woiking 

‘ It IS not ten mile,’ said his companion. ‘ They’ll be 
here by nT>on ’ * 

"There is a good deal to do m their way,’ said the first 
pikeman ‘ All men at work af j}er notice to be ducked, 
t^ey say, and every engme to be stopped forthwith ’ 

‘ Will the police meet them before they reach this ? ’ 

‘ There is none my missus says that not a man John 
of them is to be seen. The Hell-cats, as they call them- 
selves, halt at every town, and offer fifty pounds for a live 
policeman ’ 

‘ I’ll tell you what,’ said the second pikeman, ‘ I’ll stop 
my stmt, and go up the shaft My heart’s all of a flutter, 
I can’t work no more. We’ll have a fair day’s wage foi 
a fair day’s work yet.’ 

‘ Come along, I’m your man , if the doggy stop us, we’ll 
knock him down The people must have their rights; 
we’re dhiven to this , but if one shillmg a day is dropped, 
why not tw(S)' ’ ’ 

‘ Very true , the People must have their rights, and 
eight hours’ work is quite enough ’ 

In the light of day, the two miners soon learnt in more 
detail the news which the wife of one of them earlier m 
the morning had given as a rumour There seemed now 
no doubt that the people of Wodgate, commonly called 
the Hell-cats, headed by their Bishop, had invaded in 
great force the surrounding district, stopped all the 
engines, turned all the potters out of the manufactories, 
met with no resistance from the authorities, and issued a 
decree that labour was to cease until the Charter was the 
law of the land 

This last edict was not the least surprising part of the 
whole affair, for no one could have imagined that the 
Bishop or any of his subjects had ever even heard of the 
Charter, much less that they could by any circumstances 
comprehend its nature, or by any means be induced to 
believe that its operation would further their mterests 
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or redress their giievances But all this had been 
brought about, as rnost of the great events of history, 
by the unexpected and unobserved influence of individual 
character. 

A Chartist leader had been residing for some time at 
Wodgate, ever since the distress had become severe, and 
had obtained great influence and popularity by assuimg 
a suffering and half-starving popuiat:ipn that they were 
entitled to four shillings a-day and two pots of ale, -^nd 
only eight hours’ v ork He was a man of abilities and of 
popular eloquence, andhhis representations produced an 
efiect , their reception invested him with influence, a:gd 
as he addressed a population who requiied excitement, 
being very slightly employed and with few resources for 
their vacant hours, the Chartist, who was careful never 
to speak of the Charter, became an important personage 
at Wodgate, and was much patronized by Bishop Hatton 
and his Lady, whose good offices he w^as sedulous to con- 
ciliate. At the right moment, everythmg being ripe and 
well prepared, the Bishop being very drunk and harassed 
by the complaints of his subjects, the Chartist revealed 
to him the mysteries of the Charter, and persuaded him 
not only that the Five Points would cure everythmg, but 
that he was the only man who could carry the Five Points. 
The Bishop had nothmg to do ; he was rdlikmg a lock 
merely for amusement he required action , he embraced 
the Chaiter, without having a definite idea what it 
meant, but he embraced it fervently, and he determined 
to march into the countiy at the head of the population of 
Wodgate, and establish the fa^ith 

Since the conversion of Constantme, a more important 
adoption had never occurred The whole of the north 
of England and a great part of the midland counties vere 
in a state of disa flection , the entire country was suflcrmg ; 
hope had deserted* the labouring classes , they had no 
confidence in any future of the existing system Their 
organization, independent of the political system of the 
Chartists, vas complete Every trade had its union, and 
every union its lodge m every town and its central com- 
mittee in every district All that was required was the 
first move, and the Chartist emissary had long fixed upon 
Wodgate as the spring of the explosion, when the nevs of 
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the strike m Lancashire determined him to precipitate 
the event 

The march of Bishop Hatton at the head of the Hell- 
cats into the mimng districts was perhaps the most 
striking popular movement since the Pilgrimage of Grace. 
Mounted on a white mule, wall-eyed and of hideous form, 
the Bishop brandished a huge hammer with which he 
had announced that he would destroy the enemies of the 
people all butties^ doggies, dealers m truck and tommy, 
middle masters and mam masters Some thousand Hell- 
cats followed him brandishing bludgeons, or armed with 
ba^s of iron, pick-handles, and hammers On each side 
of the Bishop, on a donkey, was one of his little sons, 
as demure and earnest as if he were handling his file A 
flowing standard of silk, inscribed with the Charter, and 
which had been presented to him by the delegate, was 
borne before him like the oriflamme Never was such a 
gaunt, grim crew As they advanced, their numbers 
continually increased, for they arrested all labour m their 
progress Every engine was stopped, the plug was 
driven out of every boiler, every fire was extmguished, 
every man was turned out. The decree went forth that 
labour was to cease until the Charter was the law of the 
land the mine and the mill, the foundry and the loom- 
shop, were, ufltil that consummation, to be idle nor was 
the mighty pause to be confiinedto these great enterprises 
Every trade of every kind and description was to be 
stopped tailor and cobbler, brushmaker and sweep, 
tinker and carter, mason and builder, all, all , for all an 
enormous Sabbath, that ^^s to compensate for any 
incidental suffering which it induced by the increased 
means and the elevated condition that it ultimately 
would ensure — ^that paradise of artisans, that Utopia of 
Toil, embalmed in those ringing words, sounds cheerful 
to the Saxon race — ‘ A fair day’s wage for a fan day’s 
work.’ 


tHAPTER VII 

Dtjbing the strike in Lancashire the people had never 
plundered, except a few provision shops chiefly rifled by 
boys, and their acts of violence had been confined to those 
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with whom they werfe engaged in what, on the whole, 
might be described as a fair contest They solicited 
sustenance often in^great numbers, but even then their 
language was mild and respectful, and they were easily 
satisfied and always grateful A body of two thousand 
persons, for example — the writer speaks of circumstances 
within his own experience — quitted one morning a manu- 
facturmg town in Lancashire, when the strike had con- 
tmued for some time and began to be severely felt,^and 
made a visit to a neighbouring squire of high degree 
They entered his park order — men, women, and children 
— and then, seating themselves m the immediate vicimty 
of the mansion, they sent a deputation to announce tnat 
they were starving and to entreat relief In the instance 
m question, the lord of the domain was absent in the 
fulfilment of those public duties which the disturbed state 
of the country devolved on him His wife, who had a 
spirit equal to the occasion, notwithstanding the presence 
of her young children, who might well have aggravated 
femimne fears received the deputation herself , told 
them that of course she was unprepared to feed so many, 
but that, if they promised to maintain order and conduct 
themselves with decorum, she would take measures to 
satisfy their need They gave their pledge and remained 
tranquilly encamped while preparations w?re making to 
satisfy them Carts were sent to a neighbouring town 
for provisions , the keepers killed what they could, and 
m a few hours the multitude were fed without the slightest 
disturbance, or the least breach of their self-organized 
discipline When all was oyer, the deputation waited 
again on the lady to express to her their gratitude, and, 
the gardens of this house being of celebrity m the neigh- 
bourhood, they requested permission that the people might 
be allowed to walk through them, pledgmg themselves that 
no flower should b8 plucked and no fruit touched The per- 
mission was granted the multitude, m order, each file 
under a chief and each commander q| the flutes obedient to 
a superior oJBacer, then made a progress through the beau- 
tiful gardens of their beautiful hostess They even passed 
through the f orcmg houses and vmen . Not a border was 
trampled on, not a grape plucked ; and, when they quitted 
the domain, they gave three cheers for the fair castellan. 
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The Hell-cats and their foUower'fe were of a difierent 
temper to these gentle Lancashire insurgents They 
destroyed and ravaged , sacked and gutted houses , 
plundered cellars , proscribed bakers as enemies of the 
people , sequestrated the umversal stores of all truck 
and tommy shops ; burst open doors, broke windows , 
destroyed the gas-works, that the towns at night might 
be in darkness ; too]^ umon workhouses by storm, burned 
rate-^ooks m the market-place, and ordered pubhc 
distribution of loaves of bread and flitches of bacon to a 
mob — cheering and laughmg amid flames and rapine In 
shq?:t, they robbed and noted , the police could make no 
head agamst them ; there was no military force , the 
whole district was in their possession , and, hearmg 
that a battahon of the Coldstreams were commg down 
by a tram, the Bishop ordered all railroads to be destroyed, 
and, if the Hell-cats had not been too drunk to do his 
bidding and he too tipsy to repeat it, it is probable that a 
great destruction of these pubhc ways might have taken 
place 

Does the reader remember Diggs’s tommy shop ’ And 
Master Joseph ’ Well a terrible scene took place there. 
The Wodgate girl, with a back like a grasshopper, of the 
^aptist school religion, who had married Tummas, once 
a pupil of tSe Bishop, and still his fervent follower, 
although he had cut open hi/", pupil’s head, was the 
daughter of a man who had worked many years in Diggs’s 
field, had suffered much under his intolerable yoke, and 
at the present moment was deep m his awful ledger 
She had heard from her fir^t years of the oppression of 
Diggs, and had impressed it on her husband, who was 
intolerant of any tyranny except at Wodgate Tummas 
and Ins wife, and a few chosen friends, therefore, went 
out one morning to settle the tommy-book of her father 
with Mr Diggs A whisper of their Intention had got 
about among those interested m the subject It was a 
fine summer mornmg, some three hours from noon, the 
shop was shut — ^mdeed it had not been opened since the 
riots — and aU the lower windows of the dwellmg were 
closed, barred and bolted 

A crowd of women had collected There was Mistress 
Page and Mistress Prance, old Dame Toddles and Mrs. 
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Mullins! Liza Gray and^the comely dame who was so fond 
of society that she liked even a not 

‘Master Joseph, they say, has gone to the North,’ 
said the comely dame 

‘ I wonder it old Diggs is at home ’ ’ said Mrs MuUins. 
‘ He won’t show. I’ll be sworn,’ said old Dame Toddles. 
‘ Here are the HeU-cats,’ said the comely dame ‘ Well, 
I do declare they march like reglar^, two, four, six, 
twelve , a good score at the least ’ 

The Hell-cats briskly marched up to the elm-trees 
that shaded the canal before the house, and then formed 
m hne opposite to it They were armed with bludgeo , 
crowbars, and hammers. Tummas was at the head and by 
his side ins Wodgate wife Steppmg forth alone, amid 
the cheering of the crowd of women, the pupil of the 
Bishop advanced to the door of Diggs’s house, gave a loud 
knock and a louder ring He waited patiently for 
several minutes ; there was no reply from the mterior, 
and then Tummas knocked and rang again 
‘ It’s very awful,’ said the comely dame 
‘ It’s what I always dreamt would come to pass,’ said 
Liza Gray, ‘ ever since Master Joseph cut my poor baby 
over the eye with his three-foot rule ’ 

* I think there can be nobody withm,’ said Mrs Prance. 
‘ Old Diggs would never leave the tommj^ without a 

guard,’ said Mrs Page, * 

‘ Now, lads,’ said Tummas looking round him and mak- 
mg a sign, and immediately some half-dozen advanced 
with their crowbars and were about to strike at the 
door, when a window m the, upper story of the house 
opened and the muzzle of a blunderbuss was presented at. 
the assailants. 

The women all screamed and ran away 
‘ ’Twas Master J oseph,’ said the comely dame, halting 
to regam her breath'i 

‘ ’Twas Master Joseph,’ sighed Mrs Page 
‘ ’Twas Master Joseph,’ moaned Prance. 

* Sure enough,’ said Mrs Mullins, ‘ 1 saw his ugly face. 
‘More frightful than the great gun,’ said old Dame 

Toddles 

‘ I hope the children will get out of the w ay,’ said 
Liza Gray, ‘ for he is sure to fire on them ’ 

-J 
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In the meantime, while Master Joseph himself was 
content with his position and said not a word, a benignant 
countenance exhibited itself at the window and requested 
in a mild voice to know, ‘ What his good friends wanted 
there ’ ’ 

' We have come to settle Sam Barlow’s tommy-book,’ 
said their leader 

‘ Out slhop is nqtt open to-day, my good friends the 
acofount can stand over , far be it from me to press the 
poor ’ 

‘ Master Diggs,’ said a HeU-cat^ ' canst thou tell us the 
p^^ice of bacon to-day ’ ’ 

‘ Well, good bacon,’ said the elder Diggs, willmg to 
humour them, ‘ may be eightpence a pound ’ 

‘Thou art wrong, Master Diggs,’ said the Hell-cat, 
^ ’tis fourpence and long credit Let us see half a dozen 
good ditches at fourpence. Master Diggs , and be quick ’ 

There was evidently some controversy in the mtenor 
as to the course at this moment to be pursued Master 
Joseph remonstrated against the policy of concession, 
called concihation, which his father would fam follow, 
and was for instant coercion , but age and experience 
carried the day, and in a few minutes some flitches were 
thrown out of the window to the HeU-cats, who received 
the booty wffch a cheer 

The women returned ^ 

‘ ’Tis the tenpence a pound flitch,’ said the comely 
dame, examimng the prize with a sparkhng glance 

‘ I have paid as much for very green stuff,’ said Mrs 
Mullins ^ 

‘ And now, Master Diggs,’ said Tummas, ‘ what is the 
price of the best tea a-pound ’ We be good custome , 
and mean to treat our wives and sweethearts here I 
think we must order half a chest ’ 

This time there was a greater delaj? in complying with 
the gentle hmt , but, the Hell-cats gettmg obstreperous, 
the tea was at length furmshed and divided among the 
womem This gracious office devolved on the wffe of 
Tummas, who soon found herself assisted by a sponta- 
neous committee, of which the comely dame was the most 
prominent and active member. Nothing could be more 
considerate, good-natured, and officious, than the mode 
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and spmt with which she divided the stores. The 
flitches were cut up and apportioned in. like manner The 
scene was as gay and bustling as a fair 

‘ It’s as good as grand tommy-day,’ said the comely 
dame, with a self-complacent smile, as she strutted about 
smiling and dispensing patronage. 

The orders for bacon and tea were followed by a very 
popular demand for cheese The '•female committee 
received all the plunder and were very active in its ‘dis- 
tribution At length, a rumour got about that Master 
Joseph was entermg the names of all present m the 
tommy-books, so that eventually the score might '%e 
satisfied The mob had now very much increased 
There was a pamc among the women, and mdignation 
among the men : a Hell-cat advanced and announced 
that, unless the tommy-books were aU given up to be 
burnt, they would pull down the house There was no 
reply some of the HeU-cats advanced , the women 
cheered, a crowbar fell upon the door , Master Joseph 
fired, wounded a woman and killed a child 

There rose one of those umversal shrieks of wild passion 
which announce that men have discarded all the trammels 
of civilization, and found m their licentious rage new 
and unforeseen sources of power and vengea^ice. Where 
it came from, how it was obtained, who prompted the 
thought, who first accomj/lished it, were alike impossible 
to trace , but, as it were in a moment, a number of 
trusses of straw were piled up before the house and set 
on fire, the gates of the timber-yard were forced, and a 
quantity of scantlings and battens soon fed the flame. 
Everythmg mdeed that could stimulate the fire was 
employed , and every one was occupied m the service. 
They ran to the water-side and plundered the barges, and 
threw the huge blo9ks of coal upon the enormous bonfire. 
Men, women and children were alike at work with the 
eagerness and energy of fiends The roof of the house 
caught fire : the dwelling burned rapvily , you could see 
the flames like the tongues of wild beasts, lickmg the bare 
and vamshmg walls ; a smgle bemg was observed amid 
the fiery havoc, shrieking and desperate , he clung con- 
vulsively to a huge account-book It was Master Joseph. 
His father had made his escape from the back of the 



388 JOSEPH AND THE TOMMY-BOOK 

premises and had counselled his son instantly to follow 
him, but Master Joseph wished to J’escue the ledger as 
well as their lives, and the delay rumed him 
‘ He has got the tommy-book,’ cried Liza Gray 
The glare of the clear flame fell for a moment upon his 
countenance of agony , the mob gave an infernal cheer , 
then, some part of the building falhng in, there rose a 
vast cloudrof smoke and rubbish, and he was seen no 
mo]?^. 


CHAPTER WII 

‘ Life’s a tumble-about thing of ups and downs,’ said 
Widow Carey stirrmg her tea, ‘ but I have been down this 
time longer than I can ever remember.’ 

‘Nor ever will get up, widow',’ said Juha, at whose 
lodgings herself and several of Julia’s friends had met, 

‘ unless we have the Five Points.’ 

‘ I will never marry any man who is not for the Five 
Points,’ said Carolme. 

‘ I should be ashamed to marry any one who had not 
the suffrage,’ said Harriet 

‘ He IS no better than a slave,’ said Julia. 

The wido'^ shook her head. ‘I don’t like these 
politics,’ said the good woman, ‘ they bam’t in a manner 
of busmess for our sex ’ ’ 

‘ And I should like to know why ’ ’ said Julia ‘ Am’t 
we as much concerned in the cause of good government 
as the men ? And don’t we understand as much about 
it ? I am sure the Dandy mover does anything without 
consulting me ’ 

‘ It’s fine news for a summer day,’ said Carolme, ‘ to 
say we can’t understand politics, with a Queen on the 
throne ’ 

‘ She has got her mimsters to tell her what to do,’ 
said Mrs Carey, taking a pmch of snuff. ‘ Poor innocent 
young creature, it often makes my heart ache to think 
how she is beset ’ 

‘ Over the left,’ said Juha ‘ If the mimsters try to 
come into her bed-chamber, she knows how to turn them 
to the right about.’ 

‘ And as for that, said Harriet, ' why are we not to 
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interfere with politics as much as the swell ladies m 
London ’ ’ , 

‘ Don’t you remember, too, at the last election here,’ 
said Caroline, ‘ how the fine ladies from the castle came 
and canvassed for Colonel Rosemary ^ ’ 

‘ Ah ! ’ said Julia, ‘ I must say I wish the Colonel had 
heat that horrid Muddlefist If we can’t have our own 
man, I am all for the Nobs against tl^e Middle Class ’ 

* Well have our own man soon, I expect,’ said Harriet 

‘ If the people don’t work, how are the aristocracy to pay 
the police ’ ’ • 

‘ Only thmk ’ ’ said Widow Carey, shaking her h d. 

‘ Why, at your time of life, my dears, we never even 
heard of these things, much less talked of them ’ 

‘ I should think you didn’t, widow, and because why ? ’ 
said Julia , ‘ because there was no march of mind then. 
But we know the time of day now as well as any of them.’ 

‘ Lord, my dear,’ said Mrs Carey , ‘ what’s the use of 
aU that What we want is, good wages and plenty to 
do , and as for the rest, I don’t grudge the Queen her 
throne, nor the noblemen and gentlemen their good 
things Live and let live, say I ’ 

‘ Why, you are a regular oligarch, widow,’ said Harriet. 

* Well, Miss Harriet,’ replied Mrs Carey, a littl 
nettled ; ‘ ’tisn’t calling your neighboui^ names that 
settles any question I’m quite sure that Julia will agree 
to that, and Caroline too. And perhaps I might call you 
something if I chose, Mass Harriet , I’ve heard things 
said before this, that I should blush to say, and blush 
to hear too But I won’t demean myself, no, I won’t. 
Holly-hock, indeed ’ Why holly-hock ’ ’ 

At this moment entered the Dandy and Devilsdust 
‘Well, young ladies,’ said the Dandy ‘A-swelimg 
the receipt of customs by the consumption of Congo » 
That won’t do, ’Julia ; it won’t, indeed Ask Dusty. 
If you want to beat the enemy you must knock up the 
revenue How d’ye do, widow ’ ’ ^ 

‘ The same to you. Dandy Mick We is deploring the 
evils of the times here in a neighbourly way ’ 

‘ Oh, the times will soon mend,’ said the Dandy, gaily. 

‘ Well, so I think,’ said the widow , ‘ for when things 
are at the worst, they always say ’ 
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‘But you always say they cannot mend, Mick,’ said 
Julia, interrupting her ^ 

‘ Why in a sense, Juha, in a certain sense, you are right , 
but there are two senses to everything, my girl,’ and 
Mick began singing, and then executed a hornpipe, to the 
gratification of Julia and her guests. 

‘ ’Tis genteel,’ said Mick, 'receivmg their approbation. 

‘ You rem^ber it the Circus ^ ’ 

‘ lif wonder when we shall have the Circus again ’ ’ 
said Caroline. 

‘ Not with the present rate of wages,’ said Devilsdust. 
ijt’s very hard,’ said Carolme, ‘ that the Middle Class 
are always dropping our wages One really has no 
a usements now How I do miss the Temple ’ ’ 

‘ We’ll have the Temple open agam before long,’ 
said the Dandy. 

‘That will be sweet,’ exclaimed Carolme. ‘I often 
dream of that foreign nobleman who used to sing, “ Oh, 
no, we never ’ ” ’ 

‘ Well, I cannot make out what puts you in such spirits, 
Mick,’ said Julia ‘ You told me only this morning that 
the thing was up, and that we should soon be slaves for 
life , workmg sixteen hours a-day for no wages, and 
Jiving on oatmeal porridge and potatoes, served out by 
the millocrats'like a regular Bastile ’ 

‘ But, as Madam Carey says; when things are at the 
worst — — ’ 

‘ Oh ’ I did say it,’ said the widow, ‘ surely, because 
you see, at my years, I have seen so many ups and downs, 
though I always say ’ 

‘ Come, Dusty,’ said Julia, ‘ you are more silent than 
ever. You won’t take a dish, I know , but tell us the 
news, for I am sure you have something to say ’ 

‘ I should think we had,’ said Dusty ^ 

Here all the girls began talkmg at the same time, and, 
without waiting for the mtelligence, favouring one 
another with their gijesses of its import 

‘ I am sure it’s Shuffle and Screw going to work half 
time,’ said Harriet, ‘ I always said so ’ 

‘ It’s something to put down the people,’ said Juha : 
‘ I suppose the Nobs have met, and are gomg to drop 
wages aga* 
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‘ I tlimk Dusty is gding to he married/ said Caroline 
‘ Not at tins rate^ of wages, I should hope/ said Mrs. 
Carey, getting in a word 

‘ I should thmk not/ said Devilsdust. ‘ You are a 
sensible woman, Mrs Carey. And I don’t know exactly 
what you mean, Miss Caroline,’ he added, a httle confused, 
Eor Devilsdust was a silent admirer of Caroline, and had 
been known to say to Mick, who tol(J, Julia, v^o told her 
friend, that if he ever found tune to thmk of such thongs, 
that was the sort of girl he should like to make the 
partner of his life, « 

‘ But, Dusty,’ said Juha, * now what is it ? ’ 

‘ Why, I thought you aU knew,’ said Mick. 

‘ Now, now,’ said Julia, ‘ I hate suspense I like news 
to go round like a fly-wheel ’ 

‘ Well,’ said Devilsdust, dryly, ‘ this is Saturday, young 
women, and Mrs Carey too, you will not deny that.’ 

‘ I should think not,’ said Mrs. Carey, ‘ by the token 
I kept a stall for thirty year in our market, and never 
gave it up till this summer, which makes me always think 

that, though I have seen many ups and downs, this ’ 

‘ Well, what has Saturday to do with us ? ’ said Caroline ; 
‘for neither Dandy Miok nor you can take us to the 
Temple or any other genteel place, smce they are aH 
shut, from the Corn Laws, or some other cause or other ’ 

‘ I believe it’s the machmes more than the Corn Laws 
that have shut up the Temple,’ said Harriet ‘ Machines, 
deed ' Fancy preferring a piece of iron or wood to your 
own flesh and blood And they call that Christianlike ! ’ 

‘ It is Saturday,’ said Jul^a, ‘ sure enough , and if I 
don’t he in bed to-morrow till sunset, may I get a bate 
ticket for every day for a week to come ’ 

‘ Well, go it, my hearty ’ ’ said Mick to Devilsdust. 
* It is Saturday, that they have all agreed ’ 

‘ And to-mDrro\^ is Sunday,’ said Devilsdust solemnly. 
‘ And next day is the blackest day m all the week,’ 
said Julia. ‘ When I hear the facl^ry bell on Monday 
mormng, I feel just the same as I did when I crossed with 
my uncle from Liverpool to Seaton to eat shrimps. 
Wasn’t I sick coming home, that’s all ’ ’ 

‘ You won’t hear that bell sound next Monday,’ said 
Devilsdust solemnly 
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NO BELL 


‘ You don’t mean that ’ ’ said Jiilia 
^ Why, what’s the matter ’ said Caroline ‘ Is the 
Queen dead ^ ’ 

‘ No bell on Monday morning ’ ’ said Mrs Carey, 
incredulously 

‘Not a single ring, if all the capitalists in Mowbray 
were to pull together at the same rope,’ said Devilsdust 
‘ What can it be ’ ’ said Julia ‘ Come, Mick , Dusty 
IS akvays so long telling us anything ’ 

‘Why, we are gomg to have the devil’s own strike,’ 
said Mick, unable any longer contain himself and 
d cing with glee. 

‘ A strike ' ’ said Julia 

‘ I hope they will destroy the machines,’ said Harriet. 

* And open the Temple,’ said Caroline, ‘ or else it will 
be very dull ’ 

‘I have seen a many strikes,’ said the widow, ‘ but as 

Chaffing Jack was saying to me the other day ’ 

‘ Chaffing Jack be hanged ’ ’ said Mick ‘ Such a slow 
coach won’t do in these high-pressure times We are 
gomg to do the trick, and no mistake There shan’t 
be a capitalist in England who can get a day’s work 
out of us, even if he makes the operatives Iiis ]umor 
/lartners ’ 

‘ I never Heard of such thmgs,’ said Mrs Carey in 
amazement 

‘It’s all booked, though,’ said Devilsdust ‘We’ll 
clean out the Savings Banks , the Benefits and Burials will 
shell out I am treasurer of the Ancient Shepherds, and 
we passed a resolution yesterday unanimously, that we 
would devote all our funds to the sustenance of Labour 
m this its last and triumphant struggle against Capital ’ 

‘ Loi ’ ’ said Caroline, ‘ I think it will be very jolly ’ 

‘ As long as you can give us money, I don’t care, for 
my part, bow long we stick out,’ said Julia. 

‘ Well,’ said Mrs Carey, ‘ I didn’t think there was so 
much spirit in the place. As Chaffing Jack was saying 
the other day ’ 

‘ There is no spirit m the place,’ said Devilsdust, ‘ but 
we mean to infuse some. Some of onr friends are gomg 
to pay you a visit to-morrow ’ 

‘ And who may they be ’ ’ said Caroline. 
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‘ ToAqoiiow is Suilday,’ said Hevilsdust, ‘ and the 
miners mean to say them prayers m Mowbray Church ’ 

‘ Well, that will be a shmdy 1 ’ said Carolme 
‘ It’s a true bill, though,’ said Mick ‘ This time 
to-morrow you wiU have ten thousand of them in this 
town, and if every mill and work in it and ten mile round 
IS not stopped, my name is not Mick Radley ! * 


CHAPTER IX 

It was Monday morning. Hatton, enveloped in Jis 
chamber robe and wearing his velvet cap, was lounging 
in the best room of the prmcipal commercial inn of 
Mowbray, over a breakfast-table covered with all the 
delicacies of which a northern matm meal may justly 
boast There were pies of spiced meat and trout fresh 
from the stream, hams that Westphaha never equalled, 
pjTramids of bread of every form and flavour adapted to 
the surrounding fruits, some conserved with cunous art, 
and some just gathered from the bed or from the tree 

* It’s very odd,’ said Hatton to his companion Morley, 
‘ you can’t get cofiee anywhere ’ 

Morley who had supposed that coffee was about the 
commonest article of consumption in Mowt)iay, looked 
a little surprised , but at -this moment Hatton’s servant 
entered with a mysterious yet somewhat triumphant air, 
ushermg in a travelling biggin of then own, fuming like 
one of the springs of Geyser 

* Now try that,’ said Hattojj. to Morley, as the servant 
poured him out a cup , ‘ you won’t find that so bad ’ 

‘ Does the town continue pretty quiet ’ ’ inquired 
Morley, of the servant as he was leaving the room 

‘ Quite quiet, I believe, sir, but a great many people m 
tlie streets. All tht) mills are stopped ’ 

‘Well, tins is a strange business,’ said Hatton, when 
they were once more alone. ‘ You ha*^ no idea of it when 
I met you on Saturday ? ’ 

‘ None ; on the contrary, I felt convinced that there 
were no elements of general disturbance m this district 
I thought from the first that the movement would be 
confined to Lancashire and would easily he arrested ; 
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but tbe feebleness of the Governmefit, tbe want of decision, 
perhaps the want of means, have permitted a flame to 
spread, the extmction of which will not soon be witnessed.’ 
‘ Do you mean that ? ’ 

‘ Whenever the mining population is disturbed, the 
disorder is obstmate. On the whole, they endure less 
physical suffermg than most of the working classes, their 
wages be:gig considerable ; and they are so brutalized 
th^ they are more difficult to operate on than our reading 
and thinking population of the factories But, when they 
do stir, there is always violence and a determined course. 
When I heard of their msurrection on Saturday, I was 
prepared for great disturbances in their district, but that 
they should suddenly resolve to invade another country 
as it were, the seat of another class of labour, and where 
the hardships however severe are not of their own kind, la 
to me amazing, and convinces me that there is some 
pohtical head behind the scenes, and that this move, 
however umntentional on the part of the mmeis them- 
selves, IS part of some comprehensive scheme which, by 
widening the scene of action and combining several 
counties and classes of labour m the broil, must inevitably 
embarrass and perhaps paralyse the Government ’ 

‘ There is a good deal in what you say,’ said Hatton, 
takmg a strawberry with rather an absent air, and then 
he added, ‘ You remember a ♦conversation we once had, 
the eve of my departure from Mowbray m — 39 ’ 

‘ I do,’ said Morley reddemng 
‘ The ners were not so ready then,’ said Hatton 
‘They were not,’ said^ Morley, speakmg with some 
confusion 

‘ Well, they are here now,’ said Hatton 
‘ They are,’ id Morley, thoughtfully, but more 
collected. 

‘ You saw them enter yesterday ? ’ s^aid Hatton ‘ I w 
sorry I missed it, but I was takmg a walk with the Gerards 
up Dale to see thp cottage where they once lived, and 
which they used to talk so much about I Was it a strong 
body ’ ’ 

‘ I should say about two thousand men, and as far as 
bludgeons and iron staves go, armed.’ 

‘ A formidable force with no mihtary to encounter them.’ 
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‘ Irresistible, especialy with a favourable population.’ 
‘You think the ^people were not grieved to see 
them ’ ’ 

‘ Certainly. Left alone they might have remained 
quiet , but they only wanted the spark We haveua 
number of young men here who have for a long time been 
murmurmg against our maction, and what they call want 
of spirit The Lancashire strike set tljem all agog , and, 
had any popular leader, Gerard for example, or Warjuer, 
resolved to move, they were ready ’ 

‘The tunes are cnti^jal,’ said Hatton, wheeling his 
arm-chair from the table and restmg his feet on Ij^e 
empty fire-place ‘Lord de Mowbray had no idea of 
all this I was with him on my way here, and found 
him quite tranquil. I suppose the mvasion of yesterday 
has opened his eyes a httle ’ 

‘ What can he do ? ’ said Morley. * It is useless to 
apply to the Government They have no force to spare 
Look at Lancashire , a few dragoons and rifles, hurried 
about from place to place and harassed by night service , 
always arriving too late, and generally attackmg the 
wrong point, some diversion from the mam scheme. Now, 
we had a week ago some of the 17 th Lancers here They 
have been marched mto Lancashire Had they remamed, 
the invasion would never have occurred ’ * 

‘ You haven’t a soldier a^ hand ? ’ 

‘ Not a man , they have actually sent for a party of the 
73rd from Ireland to guard us Mowbray may be burnt 
before they land ’ 

‘ And the castle too,’ said ^Hatton, quietly ‘ These 
are indeed critical times, Mr Morley I was thinking, 
when walkmg with our friend Gerard yesterday, and 
hearing him and his charming daughter dilate upon the 
beauties of the residence which they had forfeited, I was 
thmkmg what "a strS-nge thing life is, and that the fact of 
a box of papers belonging to him being in the possession 
of another person who only lives clo^e by, for we were 

walking through Mowbray woods ’ 

At this moment a waiter entered and said there was one 
without who wished to speak with Mr Morley 

‘ Let him come up,’ said Hatton , ‘ he wiU give us some 
news, perhaps.’ 
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And there was accordingly shown up a young nSanwho 
had been a member of the Convention m — 39 with 
Morley, afterwards of the Secret 'Council with Gerard, 
the same young man who had been the first arrested on 
the mght that Sybil was made a prisoner, havmg left the 
scene of their deliberations for a moment m order to fetch 
her some water. He too had been tried, convicted, 
and imprisoned, though for a shorter time than Gerard ; 
an4 he was the Chartist Apostle who had gone and resided 
at Wodgate, preached the faith to the barbarians, con- 
verted them, and was thus thp primary cause of the 
p;esent mvasion of Mowbray, 

‘ Ah ’ Field,’ said Morley, ‘ is it you ’ ’ 

‘ You are surprised to see me , ’ and then the young 
man looked at Hatton 

‘ A friend,’ said Morley , ‘ speak as you like.’ 

‘ Our great man, the leader and liberator of the people,’ 
said Field, with a smile, ‘ who has carried all before him, 
and who, I verily believe, will carry all before him, for 
Providence has given him those superhuman energies which 
can alone emancipate a race, wishes to confer with you 
on the state of this town and neighbourhood It has been 
represented to him, that no one is more knowmg and 
experienced than yourself m this respect ; besides, as 
the head of our most influential organ in the Press, it 
IS in every way expedient that you should see him. He 
IS at this moment below givmg instructions and receivmg 
reports of the stoppage of all the country works, but, 
if you like, I will bring him up here, we shall be less 
disturbed.’ 

‘ By all means,’ said Hatton, who seemed to apprehend 
that Moiley would make some difficulties, ‘ By aU 
means ’ 

‘ Stop,’ said Morley ; ‘ have you seen Gerard ? ’ 

‘ Ho,’ said Field. ‘ I wrote to him 'Some- tune back, but 
his reply was not encouragmg, I thought his spirit was 
perhaps broken.’ ^ 

‘ You know that he is here ’ ’ 

‘ I concluded so, but we have not seen him ; though 
to be sure, we have seen so many and done so much 
smce our arrival yesterday, it is not wonderful. By the 
by, who IS this black-coat you have here, this St Lys ’ 
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We took possession of the church yesterday on our 
arrival, for it’s a sort* of thing that pleases the miners and 
colhers wonderfully, and I always humour them This 
St Lys preached us such a sermon that I was almost 
afraid at one time the game would he spoiled Our gi^at 
man was alarmmgly taken by it, was saymg his prayers 
all day, and had nearly marched back agam had it 
not been for the excellence of the rum-and-water at our 
quarters, the champion of the Charter would have proved 
a pious recreant ’ 

‘ St. Lys will troublb you,’ said Morley ‘ Alas, for 
poor human nature, when violence can only be arres ed 
by superstition ’ ’ 

‘Come, don’t you preach,’ said the Chartist. ‘The 
Charter is a thing the people can understand, especially 
when they are masters of the country , but, as for moral 
force, I should like to know how I could have marched 
from Wodgate to Mowbray, with that on my banner ’ 

‘ Wodgate,’ said Morley, ‘ that’s a queer place ’ 

‘ Wodgate,’ said Hatton , ‘ what Wodgate is that ’ ’ 

At this moment a great noise sounded without the 
room, the door was banged, there seemed a scuffling, 
some harsh high tones, the deprecatory voices of many 
waiters The door was banged again, and this time flew 
open, while, exclaimmg m an insolent coarse voice, ‘ Don’t 
tell me of your private rooms ; who is master here, I 
should like to know ’ ’ there entered a very thickset 
man, rather under the middle size, with a brutal and 
grimy countenance, wearing the unbuttoned coat of a 
police sergeant conquered m light, a cocked hat, with a 
white plume, which was also a trophy of war, a pair of 
leather breeches and topped boots, which from their 
antiquity had the appearance of bemg his authentic 
property. This was the leader and liberator of the people 
of England. He carried in his hand a large hammer, 
which he had never parted with durmg the whole of the 
insurrection ; and, stoppmg when he hud entered the room, 
and surveying its inmates -with an air at once stupid and 
arrogant, recogmzmg Field the Chartist, he halloed out, 
‘ I tell you I want him He’s my Lord Chancellor and 
Prime Minister, my head and principal Doggy , I can’t 
go on without him Well, what do you think ’ ’ he said. 
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advancing to Field, ‘ here’s a pretty go • They won’t 
stop the works at the big country milhyou were talking of 
They won’t, won’t they ? Is my word the law of the 
land or is it not ? Have I given my commands that ail 
labmr shall cease tiU the Queen sends me a message 
that the Charter is estabhshed, and is a man who has a 
mill to shut his gates upon my forces, and pump upon my 
people withr engines ^ There shall be fire for this watei , ’ 
and ^o saying the Liberator sent his hammer with such 
force upon the table, that the plate and porcelam and 
accumulated luxuries of Mr. Hatton’s breakfast perilously 
vibrated 

* We will inquire into this, sir,’ said Field, ‘ and we will 
take the necessary steps.’ 

‘ We will inquire into this, and we will take the neces- 
sary steps,’ said the Liberator, looking round with an air 
of pompous stupidity, and then, taking up some peaches, 
he began devourmg them with considerable zest 

‘ Would the Liberator like to take some breakfast ? ’ 
said Mr Hatton 

The Liberator looked at his host with a glance of sense- 
less intimidation, and then, as if not condescending to 
commumcate directly with ordmary men, he uttered in a 
^nore subdued tone to the Chartist, these words, ‘ Glass 
of ale ’ 

Ale was mstantly ordered fo? the Liberator, who after 
a copious draught assumed a less menacmg air, and 
smackmg his lips, pushed aside the dishes, and sat down 
on the table swinging his legs, 

‘ This IS my friend of whom I spoke, and whom you 
wished to see, six,’ said the Chartist, ‘ the most distm- 
guished advocate of popular rights we possess, the editor 
of the Mowbray Phalanx, Mr Morley ’ 

Moriey slightly advanced, he caugjtt the Liberator’s 
eye, who scrutmized him with extreme earnestness, and 
then jumping from the table, shouted ; ‘ Why, this is the 
muff that called on e m Hell-house Yard three years ago ’ 

‘ I had that honour,’ said Morley quietly 

* Honour be banged ’ ’ said the Bishop ; ‘ you know 
somethmg about somebody , I couldn’t squeeze you then, 
but by G — I wiU have it out of you now Now, out it 
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‘ I came then to gam information, not to give it/ 
said Morley. ' I h^d a friend who wished much to see 
this gentleman ’ 

‘ He ain’t no gentleman,’ said the Bishop , ‘ he’s my 
brother but I tell you what, I’ll do somethmgi^for 
him now, I’m cock of the walk you see, and that’s a 
sort of thmg that don’t come twice m a man’s life One 
should feel for one’s flesh and blood, ?^nd if I fi^d him out, 
I’ll make his fortune, or my name is not Simon Hatton ’ 
The creator and counsellor of peers started in his chair, 
and looked aghast. A glance was interchanged between 
him and Morley, which revealed their mutual thoughts, 
and the great antiquary — ^looking at the Liberator with a 
glance of blended terror and disgust — ^walked away to 
the wmdow. 

‘ Suppose you put an advertisement m your paper,’ 
continued the Bishop, ‘ I know a traveller who lost his 
keys at the Yard, and got them back agam by those same 
means. Go on advertising till you find him, and my 
Prime Munster and prmcipal Doggy here shaU give you 
an order on the town-council for your expenses ’ 

Morley bowed his thanks m silence 
The Bishop continued — ‘ What’s the name of the man 
who has got the big miU here, about three-mile ofl, wh^ 
won’t stop his works, and ducked my men this mommg 
with his engmes ’ I’ll hawe fire, I say, for that water — do 
you hear that, Master Newspaper ? — ^I’ll have fire for 
that water before I am many hours older ’ 

‘ The Liberator means Trafiord,’ said the Chartist 
‘ rU Trafiord him,’ said-* the Liberator brandishing 
his hammer ‘ He ducks my messenger, does he ^ I tell 
you I’ll have fire for that water,’ and he looked around 
him as if he courted some remonstrance, in order that he 
might crush it. 

‘ Trafiord Is a humane man,’ said Morley m a quiet 
tone, ‘ and behaves well to his people ’ 

A man with a big mill huma.<ie ’ ’ exclaimed the 
Bishop ; ^ with two or three thousand slaves workmg 
under the same roof, and he domg nothing but eatmg their 
vitals. I’ll have no big mills where I’m mam master Let 
him look to it Here goes,’ and he jumped ofi the table. 
* Before an hour I’ll pay this same Trafford a visit, and 
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I’ll see whether lie’ll duck me ^Come on, my prime 
Doggy,’ and, nodding to the ChartisJ to follow him, the 
Liberator left the room 

Hatton turned his head from the window, and advanced 
qu^x^kly to Morley ‘ To business, friend Morley. This 
savage cannot be quiet for a moment , he exists only in 
destruction and rapine If it were not Trafford’s mill, 
it would be something else I am sorry for the Traffords , 
they#thave old blood m their veins Before sunset their 
settlement will be razed to the ground. Can we prevent 
it ? Why not attack the castle instead of the mdl ? ’ 


CHAPTER X 

About noon of this day there was a great stir m 
Mowbray It was generally whispered about that the 
Liberator, at the head of the HelLcats, and all others who 
chose to accompany them, was gomg to pay a visit to 
Mr Trafford’s settlement, in order to avenge an insrdt 
which his envoys had experienced early in the mommg, 
when, accompanied by a rabble of two or three hundred 
persons, they had repaired to the Mowedale works, m 
order to signify the commands of the Liberator that labour 
Saould stop, and, if necessary, to enforce those commands. 
The injunctions were disregarded, and when the mob, m 
pursuance of them further instructions, began to force the 
great gates of the premises, m order that they might 
enter the buddmg, drive the plugs out of the steam- 
boilers, and free the slaves^ enclosed, a masked battery 
of powerful engmes was suddenly opened upon them, 
and the whole band of patriots were deluged It was 
impossible to resist a power which seemed inexhaustible, 
and, wet to their skins, and amid the laughter of them 
adversaries, they fled This ridiculouS catSistrophe had 
terribly excited the me of the Liberator. He vowed 
vengeance, and as, l:^e all great revolutionary characters 
and military leaders, the only foundation of his power was 
constant employment for his troops, and constant excite- 
ment for the populace, he determined to place himself 
at the head of the chastising force, and make a great 
example, which should establish his awful reputation, 
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and spread tlie terrbr of his name throughout the 
district ^ 

Field, the Chartist, had soon discovered vho were the 
rising spirits of Mowbray, and Devilsdust and Dandy 
Mick were both sworn on Monday morning of the cou il 
of the Liberator, and took their seats at the board accord- 
ingly. Devilsdust, used to public business, and to the 
fulfilment of responsible duties, was c^lm and^rave, but 
equally ready and determmed Mick’s head on the con- 
trary was quite turned by the importance of his novel 
position He was greatly excited, could devise nothing, 
and would do anything, always followed Devilsdust*in 
council, but, when he executed their joint decrees, and 
showed himself about the town, he strutted like a peacock, 
swore at the men, and winked at the girls, and was the idol 
and admiration of every gaping or huzzaing younker 
There was a large crowd assembled m the Market Place, 
m which were the Liberator’s lodgings, many of them 
armed in their rude fashion, and all anxious to march 
Devilsdust was with the great man and Field , Mick 
below was marshalling the men, and swearmg like a 
trooper at all who disobeyed, or who misunderstood 
‘ Come, stupid,’ said he addressing Tummas, ‘ what are 
you staring about ’ Get your men m order^ or I’ll be 
among you ’ * 

‘ Stupid ’ ’ said Tummas? starmg at Mick with immense* 
tomshment ‘ And who are you who says “ Stupid ” 

A white-hvered Handloom as I dare say, or a son-of-a-gun 
of a factory slave. Stupid indeed » What next, v hen a 
Hell-cat IS to be called stupid by such a thmg as you ’ 

' I’ll give you a piece of advice, young man,’ said Master 
Nixon taking his pipe out of his mouth, and bloving an 
immense puff , ‘just you go down the shaft for a couple 
of months, and then you’ll learn a little of life, which is 
wery useful ’ • * 

The lively temperament of the Dandy would here 
probably have involved him m an inconvenient embroil- 
ment, had not some one at this moment touched him on 
the shoulder, and, looking round, he recogmzed Mr. 
Morley. Notwithstandmg the difference of their political 
schools, Mick had a profound respect for Morley, though 
why he could not perhaps precisely express. But he had 
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heard Devilsdust for years declare that Stephen '"Morley 
was the deepest head m Mowbray, and though he regretted 
the unfortunate weakness in favour of that imaginary 
abstraction, called Moral Force, for which the editor of 
thfi Phalanx was distmguished, still Devilsdust used to 
say, that if ever the great revolution were to occur, by 
which the rights of labour were to be recognized, though 
bolder spirits and jDrawnier arms might consummate the 
ch ge, tnere was only one head among them that would 
be capable, when they had gamed their power, to guide 
it for the public weal, and as Devilsdust used to add, 
‘ rry out the thing,’ and that was Morley. 

It was a fine summer day, and Mowedale was as resplen- 
dent as when Egremont, amid its beauties, first began to 
muse over the beautiful There was the same bloom over 
the sky, the same shadowy lustre on the trees, the same 
sparklmg brilliancy on the waters A herdsman following 
some kme was crossing the stone bridge, and, except their 
lowmg as they stopped and sniffed the current of fiesh 
air in its centre, there was not a sound. 

Suddenly the tramp and hum of a multitude broke upon 
the sunshiny silence. A vast crowd, with some assump- 
tion of an ill-disciplmed order, approached from the 
direction of Mowbray. At their head rode a man on a 
white mule^ Many of his followers were armed with 
bludgeons and other rude weapons, and moved in files. 
Behind them spread a more miscellaneous throng, in 
which women were not wanting, and even children. 
They moved rapidly ; they swept by the former cottage 
of Gerard ; they were 19. sight of the settlement of 
Trafiord 

‘ All the waters of the river shall not dout the blaze 
that I will light up to-day,’ said the Liberator. 

* He IS a most inveterate capitalist,’ said Field, ‘ and 
would divert the minds of the people fro the Five Points 
by allottmg the gardens and givmg them baths.’ 

‘ We wiU have 90 more gardens in England , every- 
thing shall be open,’ said the Liberator, ‘ and baths shall 
only be used to drown the enemies of the People I 
always was against washmg ; it takes the marrow out of 
a man ’ 

‘ Here we are,’ said Field, as the roofs and bowers of 
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the village, the spire^and the spreading factory, broke 
upon them ‘ Every door and every window closed ' The 
settlement is deserted. Some one has been before us and 
apprised them of onr arrival ’ 

‘ Will they pour water on me ’ ’ said the Bishop ^t 
must be a stream indeed that shall put out the blaze that 
I am going to light What shall we do first ’ Halt there, 
you men,’ said the Liberator, looking back^with that 
scowl which his apprentices never could forget. ‘Will 
you halt or won’t you ’ or must I be among you ? ’ 

There was a tremulous shufflmg and then a compara- 
tive silence 

The women and children of the village had been 
gathered into the factory yard, the great gates of which 
were closed 

‘ What shall we burn first ’ asked the Bishop. 

‘ We may as well parley with them a little,’ said Field ; 

‘ perhaps we may contrive to gam admission, and then 
we can sack the whole affair, and let the people burn the 
machmery It will be a great moral lesson.’ 

‘ As long as there is burmng,’ said the Bishop, ‘ I don’t 
care what lessons you teach them, I leave them to you ; 
but I will have fire to put out that water ’ 

‘ I’ll advance,’ said Field, and so saymg^e went for-- 
ward and rang at the gate , the Bishop, on his mule, with 
a dozen Hell-cats accompanying him , the great body of 
the people about twenty yards withdrawn. 

‘ Who rings ? ’ asked a loud voice 
‘ One who, by the order of the Liberator, wishes to 
enter and see whether his commands for a complete 
cessation of labour have been complied with in this 
establishment ’ 

‘ Very good,’ said the Bishop 

‘ There is no har^d at work here,’ said the voice ; ‘ and 
you may take* my word for it ’ 

* Your word be hanged,’ said the Bishop ‘ I want 
to know ’ 

‘ Hush, hush ’ ’ said Field, and then m a louder voice he 
said, ‘ It may be so, but as our messengers this morning 
were not permitted to enter, and were treated with great 

indigmty ’ 

‘ That’s it,’ said the Bishop. 
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‘ Witli great indignity,’ continned Field, ‘ we must Have 
ocular experience of the state of affairs, and I beg and 
recommend yon therefore at once to let the Liberator 
enter ’ 

*^one shall enter here,’ replied the unseen guardian of 
the gate 

‘ That’s enough,’ cried the Bishop. 

‘ Beware#? ’ said Field 

‘ Whether you let us in or not, ’tis all the same,’ said 
the Bishop ; ‘ I will have fire for your water, and I have 
come for that Now, lads * ’ 

‘IStop,’ said the voice of the unseen. ‘ I will speak to 
you ’ 

‘ He IS going to let us in,’ whispered Field to the 
Bishop 

And suddenly there appeared on the flat roof of the 
lodge that was on one side of the gates — Gerard His 
air, his figure, his position were alike commanding, and 
at the sight of him a loud and spontaneous cheer hurst 
from the assembled thousands It was the sight of one, 
who was after all the most popular leader of the people 
that had ever figured in these parts, whose eloquence 
charmed and commanded, whose disinterestedness was 
fifcknowledged#. whose sufferings had created sympathy, 
whose courage, manly bearing, and famous feats of 
strength were a source to themnf pride There was not 
a Mowbray man whose heart did not throb with emotion, 
and whose memory did not recall the orations from the 
Druids’ altar and the famous meetings on the Moor 
‘ Gerard for ever ’ ’ was the universal shout 

The Bishop, who liked no one to be cheered except 
himself, like many great men, was much disgusted, a little 
perplexed ‘ What does all this mean ^ ’ he whispered to 
Field ‘ I came here to burn down the^place ’ 

‘ Wait awhile,’ said Field, ‘ we must "’humour the 
Mowbray men a bit. This is their favourite leader, at 
least was m old days^ I know him well ; he is a bold and 
honest man ’ 

‘ Is this the man who ducked my people ? ’ asked the 
Bishop fiercely 

‘ Hush ’ ’ said Field ; ‘ he is going to speak ’ 

* My friends,’ said Gerard, ‘ for if we are not friends who 
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slioiiIH be*? (loud cbuers, and cries of “Very true,”) if 
you come here to learn whether the Mowedale works are 
stopped, I give you my word there is not a machme or 
man that stirs here at this moment (great cheering). I be- 
lieve you’ll take my word (cheers, and cries of 
will ”) I believe I’m known afc Mowbray (“ Geraroior 
everf”), and on Mo^^bray Moor too (tumultuous cheering). 
We have met together before this (“ That we have ”), and 
shall meet again yet (great cheermg) * The p^ple haven’t 
so many friends that they should quarrel with weU- 
wishers The master ];iere has done his best to soften your 
lots He IS not one of those who deny that Labour has 
rights (loud cheers) I say that Mr. 'firafford has always 
acknowledged the rights of Labour (prolonged cheers, 
and cries of “So he has ”) Well, is he the man that we 
should injure’ (“No, no”) if he did give a 

cold reception to some visitors this morning — (groans) — 
perhaps they wore faces he was not used to (loud cheers 
and laughter from the Mowbray people). I dare say they 

ean as weU as we do — ^no doubt of that — ^but still a 
neighbour’s a neighbour (immense cheering). Now, my 
lads, three cheers for the National Hohday,’ and Gerard 
gave the time, and his voice was echoed by the thousands 
present ‘ The master here has no wish to interfere with 
the National Holiday, all he wants to ecure th 
all mills and works should alike stop (cries of “Very 
just”) And I say so, too,’ contmued Gerard. ‘It 
IS just , just and manly and like a true-born Engli^- 
man as he is, who loves the people, and whose fathe 
before him loved the people (great cheermg). Three 
cheers for Mr Trafford, I say , ’ and they were given ;• 
‘ and three cheers for Mrs Trafford too, the fiiend of the 
poor ' ’ Here the mob became not only enthusiastic but 
maudhn , all vowing to each other that Trafford was a 
true-born Englishman and his wife a very angel upon 
earth. This popular feelmg is so contagious that even 
the Hell-cats shared it — cheering, shaking hands with 
each other, and almost sheddmg tdars — ^though, it must 
be confessed, they had some vague idea that it was aU to 
end m something to drmk 

Their great leader, however, remamed unmoved, and 
nothing but his brutal stupidity could have prevented 
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him from endeavouring to arrest the^tide of public feeling, 
but he was quite bewildered by the diversion, and for the 
first time failed in finding a prompter in Field. The 
Chartist was cowed by Gerard , his old companion m 
scQj^j^s that the memory lingered over, and whose superior 
genius had often controlled and often led him Gerard, too, 
had recogmzed him and had made some personal allusion 
and appeal to him, which alike touched his conscience 
and j^ttere his vanity. The ranks were broken, the spirit 
of the expedition had dissolved , the great body were 
talking of returning, some of the stragglers, indeed, were 
on -ysieir way back , the Bishop, silent and confused, kept 
knookmg the mane of his mule with his hammer. 

‘ How,’ said Morley, who during this scene had stood 
apart, accompanied by Devilsdust and Dandy Mick, 
‘ now,’ said Morley to the latter, ‘ now is your time ’ 

‘ Gentlemen ’ ’ sang out Mick. 

‘ A speech, a speech ’ ’ cried out several 
‘ Listen to Mick Radley,’ whispered Devilsdust, moving 
swiftly among the mob, and addressing every one he met 
of mfiuence. ‘ Listen to Mick Radley, he has somethmg 
important.’ 

‘ Radley for ever ’ Listen to Mick Radley ’ Go it, 
IQandy ' Pitch it into them ’ Silence for Dandy Mick » 
Jump" up on thS-t ere bank,’ and on the bank Mick mounted 
accordingly 

‘ Gentlemen,’ said Mick 
‘ Well, you have said that before.’ 

‘ I like to hear him say “ Gentlemen ” ; it’s respectful.’ 
‘Gentlemen,’ said the Dajpdy, ‘the National Holiday 

has begun ’ 

‘ Three cheers for it ’ ’ 

‘ Silence ; hear the Dandy ! ’ 

‘The National Holiday has begun,’ continued Mick, 
* and it seems to me the best thmg for the people to do is 
to take a walk in Lord de Mowbray’s park ’ 

This proposition A^as received with one of those wild 
shouts of approbation which indicate that the orator h 
exactly hit his audience between wmd and water The 
fact IS, the public mind at this mstant wanted to be led, 
and m Dandy Mick a leader appeared A leader, to be 
successful, should embody in his system the necessities of 
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his followers, express what every one feels, but no one has 
had the ability or the courage to pronounce. 

The courage, the 'adroitness, the influence of Gerard, 
had reconciled the people to the relinquishment of the 
great end for which they had congregated , but nei ^ er 
man nor multitude like to make preparations without 
obtainmg a result Every one wanted to achieve some 
object by the movement ; and at this critical juncture 
an object was proposed, and one which promiJ^d no^lty, 
amusement, excitement The Bishop, whose consent 
must be obtained, but;who relinquished an idea with the 
same difSculty with which he had imbibed it, aj^ne 
murmured, and kept saying to Pield, ‘ I thought we came 
to burn down this mill ’ A bloody-minded capitalist, a 
man that makes gardens and forces the people to wash 
themselves ^ What is aU this ’ 

Field said what he could, while Devilsdust, leaning over 
the mule’s shoulder, cajoled the other ear of the Bishop, 
who at last gave his consent with almost as much reluc- 
tance as George the Fourth did to the emancipation of 
the Roman Catholics , but he made his terms, and said 
in a sulky voice, he must have a glass of ale 

‘Brink a glass of ale with Lord de Mowbray,’ said 
Devilsdust 


CHAPTER XI 

Week the news had arrived in the morning at Mowbray, 
that the messengers of the Bishop had met with a some- 
what queer reception at th§ Mowedale works, Gerard, 
prescient that some trouble might in consequence occur 
there, determined to repair at once to the residence of 
his late employer It so happened that Monday was the 
day on which the cottages up the Dale and on the other 
side of the river* were visited by an envoy of Ursula 
Traflord, and it was the office of Sybil this morning to 
fulfil the duties of that mission of chanty. She had 
mentioned this to her father on the previous day, and as, 
in consequence of the strike, he was no longer occupied, 
he had proposed to» accompany his daughter on the 
morrow Together therefore they had walked until 
they arrived, it bemg then about two hours to noon, at 
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the bridge, a little above their former residence Here 
they were to separate Gerard embraced his daughter 
with even more than usual tendeihess , and, as Sybil 
crossed the bridge, she looked round at her father, and 
hCT glance caught his, turned for the same fond purpose 
^ybil was not alone , Harold, who had ceased to gambol, 
but who had gained m stature, majesty, and weight what 
he had lost of lithe and frolic grace, was by her side He 
no ^nger flanced before his mistress, coursed away and 
then returned, or vented his exuberant life in a thousand 
feats of playfu] vigour , but, senate and observant, he 
was always at hand, ever sagacious, and seemed to watch 
her every glance 

The day was beautiful, the scene was fair, the spot 
indeed was one which rendered the performance of 
gracious olhces to Sybil doubly sweet She ever begged 
of the Lady Superior that she might be her mmister to 
the cottages up Dale They were full of familiar faces 
It was a region endeared to Sybil by many memories of 
content and tenderness. And, as she moved along to-day 
her heart was light, and the natural joyousness of her 
disposition, which so many adverse circumstances had 
tended to repress, was visible in her sunny face She was 
happy about her father The invasion of the miners, 
Instead of prcfinptmg him, as she had feared, to some rash 
conduct, appeared to have filled him only with disgust. 
Even now he was occupied in a pursuit of order and peace, 
counseUmg prudence and protectmg the benevolent 

She passed through a copse which skirted those woods 
of Mowbray wherein she had once so often rambled with 
one whose image now hovered over her spirit Ah ' what 
scenes and changes, dazzling and dark, had occurred since 
the careless though thoughtful days of her early girlhood ’ 
Sybil mused she recalled the moonlit hour, when Mr. 
Ehanklin first paid a visit to their cottage, their walks 
and wandering, the expeditions which she planned and 
the explanations which she so artlessly gave him Her 
memory wandered to their meeting m Westminster, and 
all the scenes of sorrow and of softness of which it was the 
herald Her imagination raised before her m colours of 
light and life the morning, the terrible mormng, when he 
came to her desperate rescue ; his voice sounded in her 
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ear ; lier elieek glowed as she recalled their tender 
farewell , 

It was past noon : Sybil had reached the term of her 
expedition, had visited her last charge , she was emerging 
from the hills into the open country, and about to regain 
the rwer road that would in time have conducted her to 
the bridge. On one side of her was the Moor, on the other 
a wood that was the boundary of Mowbray §ark And 
now a number of women met her, some of whomPshe 
recognized, and had mdeed visited earher m the mormng. 
Their movements wer® disordered; distress and panic 
were expressed on their countenances Sybil stopped, 
she spoke to some, the rest gathered round her The Hell- 
cats were coming, they said , they were on the other side 
of the river, burning mills, destroying all they could put 
their hands on, man, woman and child. 

Sybil, alarmed for her father, put to them some ques- 
tions, to which they gave incoheient answers It was 
however clear that they had seen no one, and knew nothing 
of their own experience. The rumour had reached them 
that the mob was advancing up Bale, those who had 
apprised them had, according to their statement, absol- 
utely witnessed the approach of the multitude, and so 
they had locked up their cottages, crosse^ the bridge-* 
and lun away to the woods and Moor Under these 
circumstances, deemmg that there might be much exag- 
geration, Sybil at length resolved to advance, and m a 
few minutes those whom she had encountered were out 
of sight She patted Harold, who looked up in her face 
and gave a bark, sigmficanti of his approbation of her 
proceeding, and also of his consciousness that something 
strange was going on She had not proceeded ver^?’ far 
before two men on horseback, at full gallop, met her. 
They pulled up as soon as they observed her, and said, 

^ You had betTfcer go back as fast as you can the mob is 
out, and coming up Bale in great force ’ 

Sybil inquired, with much agitatioi?., whether they had 
themselves seen the people, and they replied that they 
had not, but that advices had been received from Mow- 
bray of their approach, and, as for themselves, they were 
hurrying at their utmost speed to a town ten miles off, 
where they understood some yeomanry were stationed, 
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and to whom the Mayor of Mowbray had last night sent 
a dispatch. Sybil would have inquired whether there 
were time for her to reach the bridge and join her father 
at the factory of Trafford, but the horsemen were im- 
p *ent and rode off. Still she determmed to proceed. 
All that she now aimed at was to reach Gerard and* share 
Ms fate, 

A boat ppt aoross^the river, with two men and a crowd 
of wtjmen The mob had been seen at least there was 
positively one person present who had distinguished them 
the extreme distance, or rather the cloud of dust which 
th 7 had created , there were dreadful stories of then 
violence and devastation It was understood that a body 
eant to attack Trafford’s works, but, as the narrator 
added, it was very probable that the greater part would 
cross the bridge and so on to the Moor, where they would 
hold a meeting 

Sybil would fam have crossed in the boat, but there was 
no one to assist her They had escaped, and meant to 
lose no time in finding a place of refuge for the moment. 
They were sure if they recrossed now, they must meet the 
ob. They were about to leave Sybil in infinite distress, 
when a lady, driving herself m a pony carnage, with a 
ouple of grc^ms behind her mounted also on pomes of 
the same form and colour, came up from the direction of 
the Moor, and, observing thS group and Sybil much 
agitated, pulled up and inquired the cause One of the 
men, frequently interrupted by all the women, immedi- 
ately entered mto a narrative of the state of affairs, for 
which the lady was evidently quite unprepared, for her 
alarm was considerable. 

‘ And this young pe on will persist m crossing over,’ 
continued the man ‘ It’s nothing less than madness. 
I tell her she will meet instant death or worse ’ 

‘ It see s to me very rash,’ said the fady fn a kind tone, 
and who seemed to recognize her 

‘ Alas ’ what am^I to do » ’ exclaimed Sybil ' I left 
y father at Mr Trafford’s ’ ’ 

‘ Well, we have no time to lose,’ said the man, whose 
compamon had now fastened the boat to the bank, and so, 
wishmg them good mommg, and followed by the whole 
of his cargo, they went on their way. 



411 


REFUGE m THE CASTLE 

But just at this moment a gentleman, mounted on a 
very knowing little cob, came galloping up, exclaiming, 
as he reached the pony carnage, ‘ My dear Joan, I am 
looking after you I have been m the greatest alarm for 
you There are riots on the other side of the river, ancW? 
was afraid you might have crossed the bridge ’ 

Upon this, Lady Joan related to Mr Mountchcsney 
how she had just become acquamted with the int^elligence, 
and then they conversed together for a moment or so I'a a 
whisper : when, turmng round to Sybil, she said, ‘ I think 
you had really better co e home with us till affairs are a 
little more quiet ’ 

^ You are most kmd,’ said Sybil, ‘ but if I could get back 
to the town through Mowbray Park, I think I might do 
something for my father ’ ’ 

‘ We are gomg to the castle through the park at this 
moment,’ said the gentleman. ‘ You had better come 
with us. There you will at least be safe, and perhaps we 
shall be able to do something for the good people m 
trouble over the water , ’ and, so saying, noddmg to a 
groom, who, advancing, held his cob, the gentleman 
dismounted, and approaching Sybil with great courtesy, 
said, ‘ I think we ought all of us to know each other. 
Lady Joan and myself had once the pleasure of meeting 
you, I think, at Mr Trafford’s It is a long time ago, 
but,’ he added m a subdued tone, ‘ you are not a person 
to forget ’ 

Sybil was insensible to Mr Mountchesney’s gallantry, 
but, alarmed and perplexed, she yielded to the repiesenta- 
tions of himself and Lady Joann and got into the phaeton. 
Turmng from the river, they pursued a road which, after 
a short progress, entered the park, Mr Mountchcsney 
cantering on before them, Harold following They took 
their way for about a mile through a richly wooded 
demesne, Lady” Joan addressing many observations with 
great kmdness to Sybil, and frequently endeavouimg, 
though in vam, to divert her agitated 'jthoughts, till they 
at length emerged from the more covered parts into 
extensive lawns, while on a rising ground, which they 
rapidly approached, rose Mowbray Castle, a modem 
castellated buildmg, raised m a style not remarkable for 
its taste or correctness, but vast, grand, and imposing. 
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' And now,’ said Mr Mountchesney, riding up to them 
and addressing Sybil, ‘ I will send off a scout immediately 
for news of your father In the meantime let us believe 
the best ’ ’ Sybil thanked him with cordiality, and then 
entered ^Mowbray Castle. 


CHAPTER XII 

In less than an hour after the arrival of Sybil at Mow- 
bray Castle, the scout that Mr'" Mountchesney had sent 
to gather news returned, and with intelligence of 
the triumph of Gerard’s eloquence, that all had ended 
happily, and that the people were dispersing, and return- 
ing to the town 

Kind as was the reception accorded to Sybil by Lady 
de Mowbray and her daughter, on her arrival, the remem- 
brance of the perilous position of her father had totally 
disqualified her from responding to their advances. 
Acquainted with the cause of her anxiety and depression, 
and sympathizmg with womanly softness with her distress, 
nothing could be more considerate than their behaviour. 
It touched Sybil much, and she regretted the harsh 
thoughts that irresistible circumstances had forced her to 
cherish respecting persons, who, now that she saw them m 
their domestic and unaffected hour, had apparently many 
qualities to conciliate and to charm When the good 
news arrived of her father’s safety, and safety achieved 
in a manner so flattermg to a daughter’s pride, it came 
upon a heart predisposed to waimth and kmdness, and 
all her feelings opened. The tears stood in her beautiful 
eyes, and they were tears not only of tenderness but 
gratitude Fortunately Lord de Mowbray was at the 
moment absent, and, as the question of the controverted 
inheritance was a secret to every member of the family 
except himself, the name of Gerard excited no invidious 
sensation m the <yrcle Sybil was willing to please, and 
to be pleased ; every one was captivated by her beauty, 
her grace, her picturesque expression, and sweet simpli- 
city Lady de Mowbray serenely smiled, and frequently, 
when unobserved, viewed her through her eyeglass Lady 
Joan, much softened by marnage, would show her the 



WORSE NEWS 


413 


castle y "Lady Maud was in ecstasies with all that Sybil 
said or did , while Mr Mountchesney, who had thought 
of little else but Sybil ever since Lady Maud’s report of 
her seraphic singing, and who had not let four-and- twenty 
hours go by without discovering, with all the practisg^i 
art of Sji James’s, the name and residence of the unknown 
fair, flattered himself he was makmg great play, when 
Sybil, moved by his great kindness, distinguished him by 
frequent notice They had viewed the castle, Bhey vsere 
in the music -room, Sybil had been prevailed upon, though 
with reluctance, to smg Some Spanish church music 
which she found there, called forth all her powers all w^^s 
happiness, dehght, rapture, Lady Maud m a frenzy of 
friendship, Mr Mountchesney convmced that the country 
in August might be delightful, and Lady Joan almost gay 
because Alfred was pleased. Lady de Mowbray had been 
left m her boudoir with the Morning Post Sybil had just 
fimshed a ravishing air, there was a murmur of luncheon — 
when suddenly Harold, who had persisted in following 
his mistress, and whom Mr Mountchesney had gallantly 
introduced into the music-room, rose, and coming forward 
from the ^corner m which he reposed, barked violently 

‘ How now ’ ’ said Mr Mountchesney. 

‘ Harold ’ ’ said Sybil in a tone of remonstrance and 
surprise ® 

But the dog not only aontmued to bark, but even 
howled At this moment the groom of the chambers 
entered the room abruptly, and with a face of mystery 
said that he wished to speak with Mr Mountchesney. 
That gentleman immediately withdrew. He was absent 
some little time, the dog very restless ; Lady Joan 
becommg disquieted, when he returned. His changed air 
struck the vigilant eye of his wife. 

‘ What has happened, Alfred ? ’ she said. 

‘ Oh ’ don’t -> be iSlarmed,’ he replied with an obvious 
affectation of ease. ‘ There are some troublesome people 
m the park, stragglers, I suppose, from the rioters 
The gatekeeper ought not to have let them pass. I have 
given directions to Bentley what to do, if they come to 
the castle ’ 

‘ Let us go to mamma,’ said Lady Joan. 

And they w'^ere all about leaving the music-room,. 



414 HELL-€ATS AT MOWBEAY 

when a servant came runnmg iii and called out, ‘ Mr 
Bentley told me to say, sir, they ar^ m sight ’ 

‘ Very well,’ said Mr Mountchesney in a calm tone, hut 
changing colour ‘ You had better go to your mamma, 
4^n, and take Maud and our friend with you I will 
stay below for a while,’ and, notwithstanding the remon- 
strances of his wife, Mr Mountchesney went to the hall 
‘ I don’t know what to do, sir,’ said the house-steward 
‘ IJhey are a very strong party ’ 

‘ Close all the windows, lock and bar all the doors,’ 
said Mr Mountchesney ‘ I am brightened,’ he contmued, 

‘ bout your lord I fear he may fall m with these 
people ’ 

‘ My lord is at Mowbray,’ said Mr. Bentley ‘ He must 
have heard of this mob there ’ 

And now, emerging from the plantations, and entering 
on the lawns, the force and description of the mvading 
party were easier to distmguish They were numerous, 
though consistmg of only a section of the ongmal expedi- 
tion, for Gerard had collected a great portion of the Mow- 
bray men, and they preferred bemg under his co mand 
to followmg a stranger, whom they did not much like, 
on a somewhat licentious adventure of which their 
natural leader disapproved The invading section, there- 
fore, were ^irincipally composed of Hell-cats, though, 
smgular enough, Morley, of all men m the world, accom- 
pamed them, attended by Devilsdust, Dandy Mick, and 
others of that youthful class of which these last were the 
idols and heroes. There were perhaps eighteen hundred 
or two thousand persons ^med with bars and bludgeo , 
general a grimy crew, whose dress and appearance 
revealed the kmd of labour to which they were accustomed 
The difference between them and the minority of Mow- 
bray operatives was instantly recognizable. 

When they perceived the castle, thiS dreadful band gave 
a ferocious shout Lady de Mowbray showed blood, 
she was compose(| and courageous She observed the 
mob from the wmdow, and reassurmg her daughters 
and Sybil, she said she would go down and speak to them. 
She was on the pomt of leavmg the room with this ob- 
ject, when Mr Mountchesney entered, and, heanng her 
p pose, dissuaded her from attempting it. ‘Leave all 
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to me/ he said , ‘ and make yourself quite easy , they 
will go away , I am^certam they will go away , ’ and he 
again quitted them 

the meantime, Lady de Mowbray and her friends 
observed the proceedmgs below When the mam 
had advanced withm a few hundred yards of the castle, 
they halted, and seated themselves on the turf. This step 
reassured the garrison it was gener^j-lly held to mdicate 
that the intentions of the invaders were not* of a efreiy 
settled or hostile character , that they had visited the place 
probably in a spirit ot frolic, and if met with tact and 
civility might ultimately be mduced to retire from it w^h- 
out much annoyance This was evidently the opmion of 
Mr Mountchesney from the first, and, when an uncouth 
being, on a white mule, attended by twenty or thnty 
mmers, advanced to the castle, and asked for Lord de 
Mowbray, Mr Mountchesney met them with kmdness, 
saying that he regretted his father-m-law was absent, 
expressed his reachness to represent him, and inquired 
their pleasure His courteous bearmg evidently had an 
influence on the Bishop, who, dropping his usual brutal 
tone, mumbled somethmg about his wish to drink Lord 
de Mowbray’s health 

‘ You shall all drink his health,’ said Mi. Mount chesneii 
humouring him, and he gave directions th2t a couple oi 
barrels of ale should be broached in the park before the 
castle The Bishop was pleased, the people were in good 
humour, some men began dancing ; it seemed that the 
cloud had blown over, and Mr Mountchesney sent up a 
bulletin to Lady de Mowbray that all danger was past, 
and that he hoped in ten minutes they would all have 
disappeared 

The ten minutes had expired the Bishop was still drmk- 
mg ale, and Mr. Mountchesney still making civil speeches, 
and keepmg his irhmediate attendants m humour. 

‘ I wish they would go,’ said Lady de Mowbray 

‘ How wonderfully Alfred has managed them,’ said 
Lady Joan 

‘ After all,’ said Lady Maud, it must be confessed that 

the people ’ Her sentence was interrupted , Harold 

who had been shut out, but who had lam down without 
quietly, though moaning at mtervals, now sprang at the 
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door with so much force, that it trembled on its Hinges, 
while the dog agam barked with renewed violence Sybil 
went to him he seized her dress with his teeth, and would 
have pulled her away Suddenly uncouth and mysterious 
so^ds were heard, there was a loud shriek, the gong m 
the hall thundered, the great alarum-bell of the tower 
sounded without, and the housekeeper, followed by the 
female domestics, rushed into the room 

‘ Oil ’ my lady, my lady,’ they all exclaimed at the 
same tune, ‘ the Hell-cats are breakmg into the castle ’ 
Before any one of the terrified^ company could reply, 
the^jVOice of Mr Mountchesney was heard He was ap- 
proaching them ; he was no longer calm He hurried 
into the room , he was pale, evidently greatly alarmed 
‘ I have come to you,’ he said , ‘ these fellows have got 
m below. While there is time, and we can manage them, 
you must leave the place ’ 

‘ I am ready for anything,’ said Lady de Mowbray 
Lady Joan and Lady Maud wrung their hands in 
frantic terror Sybil, very pale, said, ‘ Let me go down , I 
may know some of these men ’ 

‘ No, no,’ said Mr Mountchesney ‘ They are not 
Mowbray people. It would not be safe ’ 

^ Dreadful sounds were now heard ; a blendmg of shouts 
and oaths, and hideous merriment.’ Their hearts 
trembled 

‘ The mob are m the house, sir,’ called out Mr Bentley, 
rushmg up to them ‘ They say they will see everything,’ 

‘ Let them see everythuig,’ said Lady de Mowbray, 

‘ but make a condition that they first let us go Try, 
Alfred, try to manage them before they are utterly 
ungovernable.’ 

Mr. Mountchesney agam left them on this desperate 
mission Lady de Mowbray and all the women remamed 
in the chamber. Not a word was spoken*, the silence 
was complete Even the maid-servants had ceased to 
sigh and sob A feeling somethmg like desperation was 
stealing over them 

The dreadful sounds contmued, mcreased They 
seemed to approach nearer It was impossible to dis- 
tinguish a word, and yet their import was frightful and 
ferocious. 
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‘ Lord have mercy us all ’ ’ exclaimed the house- 
keeper, unable to refram herself The maids began 
to cry. 

After an absence of about five minutes, Mr Mount- 
chesney again hurried m, and, leadmg away Lady^^j^ 
Mowbray, he said, ‘ You haven’t a moment to lose 
Follow us * ’ 

There was a general rush, and, foUowmg Mr Mount- 
chesney, they passed rapidly through seveial ap^^rt- 
ments, the fearful noises every moment increasing, until 
they reached the libra:^, which opened on the terrace 
The windows were broken, the terrace crowded r^th 
people, several of the mob were in the room, even Lady 
de Mowbray cried out and fell back 

‘ Come on,’ said Mr Mountchesney. ‘ The mob have 
possession of the castle. It is our oiily chance ’ 

‘ But the mob are here,’ said Lady de Mowbray, much 
terrified 

‘ I see some Mowbray faces,’ cried Sybil, sprmgmg 
forward, with a flashmg eye and a glowmg cheek 
‘Bamford and Samuel Carr Bamford, if you be my 
father’s friend, aid us now ; and Samuel Carr, I was with 
your mother this mormng did she thmk I should meet 
her son thus ’ No, you shall not enter,’ said Sybil, 
advancing They recognized her, they^ paused ‘ r 
know you, Couchman ; you told us once at the Convent 
that we might summon you m our need I summon 
you now Oh, men, men • ’ she exclaimed, claspmg her 
hands, ‘ what is this ? Are you led away by strangers to 
such deeds Why, I know you all ’ You came here to 
aid, I am sure, and not to narm Guard these ladies, 
save them from these foreigners * There’s Butler, he’ll 
go with us, and Godfrey Wells Shall it be said you let 
your neghbours be plundered and assailed by strangers 
and never tried to ^shield them ’ Now, my good friends, 
I entreat, I adjure you, Butler, Wells, Couchman, what 
would Walter Gerard say, your friend that you have so 
often followed, if he saw this ? ’ * 

‘ Gerard for ever ’ ’ shouted Couchman 

* Gerard for ever ’ ’ exclaimed a hundred voices. 

‘ ’Tis his blessed daughter,’ said others ; ‘ ’tis Sybil, 
our angel Sybil * ’ 

291 0 
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‘ Stand by Sybil Gerard ’ 

Sybil bad made her way upon the terrace, and had 
collected around her a knot of stout followers, who, 
whatever may have been their original motive, were 
now resolved to do her bidding The ob]ect of Mr 
]\^intchesney was to descend the side-steps of the 
terrace and gain the flower-garden, whence there were 
means of escape But the throng was still too fierce 
to permit ^ Lady d'e Mowbray and her companions to 
att^pt the passage, and all that Sybil and her followers 
could at present do, was to keep the mob off from enter- 
ing the library, and to exert themselves to obtam fresh 
reef aits 

At this moment an unexpected aid arrived 
‘ Keep back there ' I call upon you in the name of God 
to keep back * ’ exclaimed a voice of one strugglmg and 
communing with the rioters, a voice which all immedi- 
ately recognized It was that of Mr St Lys ‘ Charles 
Gardner, I have been your friend The aid I gave you 
was often supplied to me by this house Why are you 
here ’ ’ 

‘ For no evil purpose, Mr St Lys I came as others 
did, to see what was gomg on ’ 

* Then you see a deed of darkness. Struggle agamst 
Tu. Aid me ^nd Philip Warner in this work , it will 
suppoit you at the Judgment ^ Trcssel, Tressel, stand by 
me and Warner That’s good, that’s right ’ And you 
too, Daventry, and you, and you I knew you would 
wash your hands of this fell deed It is not Mowbray 
men would do this That’s right, that’s right ’ Form 
a band Good again There’s not a man that joins us 
now who does not make a friend for life ’ 

Mr St Lys had been in the neighbourhood when the 
news of the visit of the mob to the castle reached him 
He anticipated the perilous consequences .,He hastened 
immediately to the scene of action He had met Warner, 
the handloom weaver, in his way, and enlisted his power- 
ful influence with the people on his side 

The respective bands of Sybil and Mr St Lys m 
time contrived to join Their numbers were no longer 
contemptible , they were animated by the words and 
presence of their leaders ; St Lys struggling in their 
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midst ; Sybil mamtaiiAng her position on the terrace, and 
inciting all around h^r to courage and energy 

The multitude were kept back, the passage to the 
side-steps of the terrace was clear 

‘ Now,’ said Sybil, and she encouraged Lady de 
bray,,her daughters, and followers to advance It was 
a fearful struggle to mamtam the communication, but 
it was a successful one. They proceeded breathless and 
tremblmg, until they reached what vms comnfbnly cfiHed 
the Grotto, but which was, in tact, a subterranean way 
excavated through a hall and leading to the bank of a 
river where there were boats The entrance of j^his 
tunnel was guarded by an iron gate, and Mr Mountchesney 
had secured the key The gate was opened, Warner 
and his friends made almost superhuman ehorts at this 
moment to keep back the multitude , Lady de Mowbray 
and her daughters had passed through, when there came 
one of those violent undulations usual in mobs, and 
which was occasioned by a sudden influx of persona 
attracted by what was occuiring, and Sybil and those 
who immediately surrounded her and were guardmg the 
retreat were carried far away The gate was closed, the 
rest of the party had passed, but Sybil was left, and found 
herself entirely among strangers 

In the meantime the castle was in the* possession of 
the mob The first gieat rush was to the cellais the 
Bishop himself headed this onset, nor did he rest until 
he was seated among the prime bins of the noble 
proprietor This was not a crisis of corkscicws ; the 
heads of the bottles were knocked ofi with the same 
promptitude and dexterity as if they were shelling nuts « 
or decapitating shrimps the choicest wines of Christen- 
dom were poured down the thirsty throats that ale 
and spirits alone had hitherto stiiiuilated Tummas 
was swallowing Bftrgundy ; Master Nixon had got hold 
of a batch of Tokay , while the Bishop himself, seated 
^on the ground and leaning against an aich, the long 
perspective of the cellars full dt lapacious figures 
brandishing bottles and torches, alternately quaffed some 
very old Port and some Madeua of many voyages, and 
was making up his mind as to their respective and relative 
merits 
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While the cellars and offices were^ thus occupied, bands 
were parading the gorgeous saloons and gazing with 
wonderment on their decoiations and furniture Some 
grimy ruffians had thrown themselves with disdainful 
doig^ht on the satm couches and the state beds others 
rifled the cabinets with an idea that they must be full of 
money, and finding little m their way, had strewn then 
contents — gapers apd books, and works of art — over 
the fljoors ot the apartments , sometimes a band who had 
escaped from below with booty, came up to consummate 
their orgies ui the magnificence ef the dwellmg-rooms 
Amf^ng these were Nixon and his friends, who stared at 
the pictures and stood before the tall mirrors with still 
greater astonishment Indeed, many of them had never 
seen an ordinary looking-glass in their lives. 

‘ ’Tis Natur ’ ’ said Master Nixon, surveymg himself, 
and tummg to Juggins 

Many of these last grew frantic, and finished their 
debauch by the destruction of everythmg around them. 

But while these scenes of brutal not were occurring, 
there was one select but resolute band who shared in 
none of these excesses Morley, followed by half a dozen 
Mowbray lads and two chosen Hell-cats, leaving all 
the confusion below, had ascended the great staircase, 
traced his way down a corridor to the wmdmg steps of 
the Round Tower, and, supplied with the necessary 
instruments, had forced his entrance into the mumment 
room of the castle It was a circular chamber Imed 
with tall fiLre-proof cases These might have presented 
invincible obstacles to any other than the pupils of 
Bishop Hatton , as it was, m some instances the locks, m 
others the hmges, yielded in time, though after prolonged 
efforts, to the resources of their art ; and while Dandy 
Mick and his friends kept watch at the entrance, Morley 
and Devilsdust proceeded to examine the? contents of 
the cas : piles of parchment deeds, bundles of papers 
arranged and dockei^ed, many boxes of various size and 
materials ; but the desired object was not visible A 
baffled expression came over the face of Morley , he 
paused for an instant in his labours The thought of how 
much he had sacrificed for this, and only to fail, came upon 
hi — ^upon him, the votary of Moral Power m the midst 
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of hatoc whioli he had organized and stimulated. He. 
cursed Baptist Hatton m ins heart 

'The knaves hai;?e destroyed them,’ said Devilsdnst. 

* I thought how it would be They never would run the 
chance of a son of Labour being lord of all this ’ 

Some of the oases were very deep, and they had hitlferto 
in general, in order to save time, proved their contents 
with an iron rod How Morley with a desperate aix 
mounting on some steps that wer^ m the voom, com- 
menced formally iiflmg the cases and throwmg their 
contents on the floor , ^it was soon strewn with deeds and 
papers and boxes which he and Devilsdust the moment 
they had glanced at them hurled away At leffgth, 
when all hope seemed to have vanished, olearmg a case 
which at flrst appeared only to contam papers, Morley 
struck somethmg at its back , he sprang forward with 
outstretched arm, his body was half hid m the cabinet, 
and he pulled out with triumphant exultation the box, 
painted blue and blazoned with the arms of Valence 
It was neither large nor heavy , he held it out to Devils- 
dust without saymg a word, and Morley, descending the 
steps, sat down for a moment on a pile of deeds and 
folded his arms 

At this juncture the discharge of musketry was heard, 

‘ Hilloa ' ’ said Devilsdust with a qu r expressio . 
Morley started from his, seat, Dandy hlick rushed mto 
the room ‘ Troops, troops ’ theie are troops here ’ ’ 
he exclaimed 

‘ Let us descend,’ said Morley ' In the confusion we 
ay escape I will take the box,’ and they left the muni- 
ent room 

One of their party, whom Mick had sent forward to 
reconnoitre, fell back upon them ‘ They are not troops,* 
he said , ' they are yeomamy , they are filing away and 
cuttmg every one down They have cleared the ground 
floor of the castle, and are in complete possession below. 
We cannot escape this way.’ 

‘ Those accursed locks • ’ said Morley, clenchmg the . 
box ‘ Time has beat us Let us see, let us see.’ He 
ran back mto the muniment room and examined the 
egress from the wmdow It was just possible for any one 
very lithe and nimble to vault upon the roof of the less 
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elevated part of tlie castle Revolving this, another 
scout rushed in and said, ‘ Comrades, they are here » 
they are ascending the stairs ’ 

Morley stamped on the ground with rage and despair 
Then seizing Mick by the hand he said, ‘ You see this 
wSiuOw , can you by any means reach that roof ? ’ 

‘ One may as well lose one’s neck that way,’ said” Mick. 
‘ I’ll try.’ 

‘ Of » if you lahd I will throw this box after you. 
Now mind , take it to the convent at Mowbray, and 
deliver it yourself from me to Sybil Gerard, It is light , 
there are only papers m it , but they will give her her own 
ag£in, and she will not forget you ’ 

‘ Never mind that,’ said Mick ‘ I only wish I may live 
to see her ’ 

The tramp of the ascending troopers was heard 
‘ Good-bye, my hearties,’ said Mick, and he made the 
spring He seemed stunned, but he might recover. 
Morley watched him and flung the box 

‘ And now,’ he said, drawing a pistol, ‘ we may fight 
our way yet I’ll shoot the first man who enters, and then 
you must rush on with your bludgeons ’ 

The force that had so unexpectedly arrived at this 
scene of devastation was a troop of the yeomanry regi- 
Sient of LordirMarney The strike m Lancashire and the 
revolt in the mining districts jhad so completely drained 
this county of mihtary, that the Lord- Lieutenant had 
insisted on Lord Marney quitting his agricultural neigh- 
bourhood, and quartering himself in the region of factories 
Within the last two days he had fixed his head-quarters 
at a large manufacturings town within ten miles of 
Mowbray, and a dispatch on Sunday evening from the 
mayor of that town having reached him, apprismg him 
of the mvasion of the mmers, Egremont had received 
orders to march with his troop there® on ^the following 
mornmg 

Egremont had not departed more than two hours, 
when the horsemen: whom Sybil had met, arrived at 
Marney’s head-quarters, brmgmg a most alarming and 
exaggerated report of the insurrection and of the havoc 
that was probably impending Lord Marney, being of 
opinion that Egremont’s forces were by no means equal 
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to the? occasion, resolyed therefore at once to set out for, 
Mowbray with his own troop Crossing Mowbray IVIoor, 
he encountered a gr^at multitude, now headed for purposes 
of peace by Walter Cerard His mind inflamed by the 
accounts he had received, and hatmg at all tmies any 
popular demonstration, his lordship resolved vi^^fSiit 
inquiry or preparation immediately to disperse them. 
The Riot Act was read with the rapiity with which grace 
IS sometimes said at the head of a f>ublic tafele — a cere- 
mony of which none but the performer and his iSime- 
diate friends are conscious The people were fired on and 
sabred The mdignant spirit of Gerard resisted , he 
struck down a trooper to the earth, and incited iSiose 
about him not to yield The father of Sybil was picked 
out — ^the real friend and champion of the People — and 
shot dead Instantly arose a groan which almost quelled 
the spirit of Lord Marney, though armed and at the head 
of armed men The people who before this weie m 
general scared and dispersmg, ready mdeed to fly in all 
directions, no sooner saw then beloved leader fall, than 
a feelmg of frenzy came over them They defied the 
troopers, though themselves armed only with stones and 
bludgeons , they rushed at the horsemen and tore them 
from then saddles, while a shower of stones rattled on 
the helmet of Lord Marney and seemed ever to cea^. 
In vam the men arouqd him charged the infuriated 
throng , the people returned to then prey, nor did they 
rest until Lord Marney fell lifeless on Mowbray Moor, 
hterally stoned to death 

These disastrous events of course occurred at a subse- 
quent period of the day to* that on which half a dozei^ 
troopers were ascending the stancase of the Round Tower 
of Mowbray Castle The distracted house-steward of 
Lord de Mowbray had met and impressed upon them, 
now that thQ castle was once more in then possession, the 
expediency of securmg the muniment room, for IVIr. 
Bentley had witnessed the ominous ascent of Morley and 
his compamons to that important chamber. 

'Morley and his companions had taken up an advan- 
tageous position at the head of the staircase. * 

‘ Surrender,’ said the commander of the yeomanry. 

‘ Resistance is useless.’ 
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Morley presented his pistol, but^ before he couH pull 
the trigger, a shot from a trooper in the rear, and who 
from his position could well obserVe the intention of 
Morley, struck Stephen in the breast , still he fired, but 
aimless and without effect. The troopers pushed on, 
MSrfey fainting fell back with his friends, who^ were 
frightened, except Devilsdust, who had struck ha/d and 
weU> and who m turn had been shghtly sabred The 
yeomanry centered ''che muniment room almost at the 
same tune as then foes, leavmg Devilsdust behmd them, 
who had fallen, and who, cursmg the capitalist who had 
wounded him, managed to escape Morley fell when he 
hacf regamed the room The rest surrendered 

‘ Morley » Stephen Morley ’ ’ exclaimed the commander 
of the yeomanry ‘ You, you here 1 ’ 

‘ Yes. I am sped,’ he said in a faint voice ‘ No, no 
succour It is useless and I desire none. Why I am here 
is a mystery , let it remam so The world will misjudge 
me , the man of peace they will say was a hypocrite Itie 
world wiU be wrong, as it always is Death is bitter,’ 
he said with a deep sigh, and speaking with great difficulty, 

‘ more bitter from you ; but just We have struggled 
together before, Egremont. I thought I had scotched 
you then, but you escaped. Our lives have been a 
sIJruggle sincere we first met Your star has controlled 
mine , and now I feel I have sacrificed life and fame — 
dymg men prophesy — ^for your profit and honour 0 
Sybil ' ’ and with this name half sighed upon his hps, 
the votary of Moral Power and the Apostle of Commumty 
ceased to exist 

Meanwhile Sybil, separated from her friends, who had 
made their escape through the Grotto, was left with 
Haiold only for her protector, for she had lost even 
Warner m the crush She looked around in vam for some 
Mowbray face that she could recogmze, but after some 
fruitless research, a loud shoutmg m the distance, followed 
by the firing of musketry, so terrified all around her, that 
the mob m her imm<Sdiate neighbourhood dispersed as if 
by magic , and she remamed alone crouching m a corner 
of the flower-garden, while dreadful shouts and shrieks 
and yells resounded from the distance, with occasional 
firing, the smoke floatmg to her retreat. She could see 
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from T\%ere slie stoo'd tdie multitude flymg about the park 
m all directions, and therefore she thought it best to 
remain in her prese*nt position and await the terrible 
events She concluded that some military force had 
arrived, and hoped that, if she could maintain her present 
post, the extreme danger might pass But while-^Se 
indulged m these hopes, a dark cloud of smoke cam© 
descending m the garden It could not be produced4Dy 
musket or carbme its volume was %oo heai^ 
ordnance and in a moment there were sparks mingled 
with its black form , and then the shouting and shrieking 
which had in some degree subsided, suddenly broke out 
agam with increased force and wildness The c^tle 
was on fire 

Whether from heedlessness or from insane intention, 
for the deed sealed their own doom, the drunken Hell- 
cats, brandishing their torches, while they rifled the 
cellars and exammed every closet and corner of the 
oj66.ces, had set fire to the lower part of the building, and 
the flames, that had for some time burnt unseen, had 
now gained the principal chambers The Bishop was 
lying senseless in the mam cellar, surrounded by his 
chief officers in the same state indeed the whole of the 
basement was covered with the recumbent figures of 
Hell-cats, as black and as thick as torpid fl»es duiing the 
last days of their career ^The funeral pile of the children 
of Woden was a sumptuous one , it was prepared and 
lighted by themselves , and the flame that, rising from 
the keep of Mowbray, announced to the startled country 
that in a short hour the splended mimicry of Norman 
rule would cease to exist, told also the pitiless fate of 
the ruthless savage, who, with analogous pretension, had 
presumed to style himself the Liberator of the People 

The clouds of smoke, the tongues of flame that now 
began to mingle with them, the multitude whom this 
new incident and impending catastrophe summoned back 
to the scene, forced Sybil to leave the garden and enter 
the park It was in vain she endeavoured to gam somct 
part less frequented than the rest, and to make her 
way unobserved Suddenly a band of drunken ruffians, 
with shouts and oaths, surrounded her , she shrieked 
frantic terror , Harold sprung at the throat of the 



426 EGRE^ONT and SYBIL 

foremost , another advanced, Harold left Ins 1)resent 
prey and attacked the new assailant The brave dog did 
wonders, but the odds were fearful , and the men had 
bludgeons, were enraged, and had already wounded him. 
O n e ruffian had grasped the arm of Sybil, another had 
m^tehed her garments, when an officer, covered with dust 
and gore, sa&e in hand, jumped from the terrace, and 
hi»ried to the rescue He cut dow'n one man, thrust 
aw^y ano<;her, ancf, placing his left arm round Sybil, he 
defended her with his sword, while Harold, now become 
furious, flew from man to man, and protected her on the 
other side Her assailants were routed, they made a 
st^gering flight* the officer turned round and pressed 
Sybil to his heart. 

‘ We will never part again,’ said Egremont. 

‘ Never,’ murmured Sybil 


CHAPTER XIII 

It was the sprmg of last year, and Lady Bardolf was 
makmg a morning visit to Lady St Julians 

‘ I heard they were to be at Lady Palmerston’s last 
night,’ said Lady St Julians 

^ ‘ No,’ said 'Lady Bardolf shaking her head, ‘ they make 
their first appearance at Deloraine House We meet 
there on Thursday, I know ’ 

‘ Well, I must say,’ said Lady St Julians, ‘ that I am 
curious to see her ’ 

‘ Lord Valentine met them last year at Naples.’ 

‘ And what does he say of her ’ 

‘Oh * he raves * ’ 

‘ What a romantic history » And what a fortunate 
an IS Lord Marney If one could only have foreseen 
events * ’ exclaimed Lady St Julians*’ ‘ He was always 
a favourite of mine, though But still I thought his 
brother was the very last person who ever would die. 
JEe was so very har^ ’ ’ 

‘ I fear Lord Marney is entirely lost to us,’ said Lady 
Bardolf, looking very solemn 

‘ Ah * he always had a twist,’ said Lady St Julians, 
and used to breakfast with that horrid Mr. Trenchard, 
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and do^tliose sort of tMngs But still, with his immense 
fortune, I should think he would become rational ’ 

‘ You may well say immense,’ said Lady Bardolf 
‘ Mr Ormsby, and there is no better judge of another 
man’s income, says there are not three peers in the king?^ 
dom wjio have so much a year clear ’ 

^ They say the Mowbray estate is forty thousand a year,’ 
said Lady St Julians ‘Poor Lady de Mowbray’*^ I 
understand that Mr Mountchesney has resoh%d noi^ to 
appeal against the verdict ’ 

‘ You know he has r^ot a shadow of a chance,’ said 
Lady Bardolf ‘ Ah f what changes we have seen in t^at 
family ' They say the writ of right killed poor Lord de 
Mowbray, but to my mind he never recovered the burnmg 
of the castle We went over to thorn directly, and I 
never saw a man so cut up We wanted them to come to 
us at Pirebrace, but he said he should leave the county 
immediately I remember Lord Bardolf mentionmg to 
me that he looked lil?:e a dying man ’ 

® Well, I must say,’ said Lady St Julians, rallying as it 
were from a fit of abstraction, ‘ that I am most curious to 
see Lady Marney ’ 

The reader will infer from this conversation, that 
Dandy Mick, in spite of his stunnmg fall, and all danger^ 
which awaited him on his lecovery, had ^contiived m 
spite of fire and flame, sabre and carbine, tiampling 
troopers, and plundering mobs, to reach the Convent of 
Mowbray with the box of papers There he inquired for 
Sybil, m whose hands, and whose hands alone, he was 
enjoined to deposit them She was still absent, but, 
faithful to his instructions, Mick would deliver his chaige 
to none other, and, exhausted by the fatigues of the 
terrible day, he remained in the courtyard of the Convent, 
lying down with the box for his pillow, until Sybil, under 
the protection* of Egremont, herself returned Then he 
fulfilled his mission Sybil was too agitated at the 
moment to perceive all its import, but she delivered the 
box mto the custody of Egremont, *who desiring Mick- 
to follow him to his hotel, bade farewell to Sybil, who, 
equally with himself, was then ignorant of the fatal 
encounter on Mowbray Moor 

We must drop a veil over the anguish which its 



428' HATTaN LOSES AND WINS 

inevitable and speedy revelation “brought to the Sanghter 
of Gerard Her love for her father was one of those 
profound emotions which seemed to form a constituent 
part of her existence She remained for a long period in 
^ejpless woe, soothed only by the sacied cares of Ursula 
TFere was another mourner m this season of sorrow who . 
must not be forgotten , and that was Lady Marney All 
tirat tenderness and the most considerate thought could 
demise tcf soften sorrow, and reconcile her to a change of 
life which at the first has in it something depressing, were 
extended by Egremont to Arabella. He supplied in an 
iij^tant every arrangement which had been neglected by 
his brother, but which could secure her convenience, and 
tend to her happmess Between Marney Abbey, where 
he insisted for the present that Arabella should reside, 
and Mowbray, Egremont passed his life for many months, 
until, by some management which we need not trace 
or analyse. Lady Marney came over one day to the 
Convent at Mowbray, and carried back Sybil to Mainey 
Abbey, never again to quit it until on her bridal day, 
when the Earl and Countess of Mainey depaited for 
Italy, where they passed nearly a year, and from which 
they had just returned at the commencement of this 
chapter 

During the previous period, however, many important 
events had occurred Lord Marney had placed himself 
in communication with hlr Hatton, who had soon become 
acquainted with all that had occurred in the muniment 
room of Mowbray Castle The result was not what he 
had once anticipated , bi^t for him it was not without 
some compensatoiy circumstances True, another and 
an unexpected iival had stepped on the stage, with 
whom it was vain to cope, but the idea that he had 
deprived Sybil of her inheritance, had, ever since he 
had become acquainted with her, b&en Hie plague-spot 
of Hatton’s life, and there was nothing that he desired 
more ardently than to see her restored to her rights, 
«and to be instruixiental m that restoration. How suc- 
cessful he was in pursuing her claim, the reader has 
akeady learnt. 

Dandy Mick was rewarded for all the dangers he had 
encountered m the service of Sybil, and what he conceived 
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was th# vindication ol popular rights Lord Marney 
established him m business, and Mick took Devilsdust for 
a partner. Devilsdust, having thus obtained a position 
in society, and become a capitalist, thought it but a due 
homage to the social decencies to assume a decorous 
appella'I^ion, and he called himself by the name of ’one 
town where he was born. The firm of Radley, Mowbray, 
and Co., is a rising one , and will probably furnish in tipae 
a crop of members of Parliament and Peers of tfee realm. 
Devilsdust married Caroline, and Mrs Mowbray became 
a great favourite She yas always, perhaps, a little too 
fond of junketmg, but she had a sweet temper and a gay 
spirit, and sustamed her husband in the agomes of a gi^t 
speculation, or the despair of glutted markets Julia 
became Mrs Radley, and was much esteemed no one 
could behave better She was more orderly than Caroline, 
and exactly suited Mick, who wanted a person near 
him of decision and method As for Harriet, she is not 
yet married. Though pretty and clever, she is selfish, 
and a screw She has saved a good deal, and has a 
considerable sum in the Savmgs’ Bank, but like many 
heiresses she cannot brmg her mind to share her money 
with another The great measures of Sir Robert Peel, 
which produced three good harvests, have entirely 
revived trade at Mowbray The Temple is» again open, 
newly painted, and reburry.shed, and Chaffing Jack has 
of couise ‘ rallied,’ while good Mrs Carey still gossips 
with her neighbours round her well-stored stall, and 
tells wonderful stories of the great stick-out, and riots 
of —42 

And thus I conclude the l^Kst page of a vork which 
though its form, be light and unpretending, would yet 
aspire to suggest to its readers some considerations of 
a very opposite character A year ago, I presumed to 
offer the pubUc some volumes that aimed to call then 
attention to the state of our political parties ; their 
origin, their history, their present position In an age of 
political infidelity, of mean passions, Snd petty thoughts,^ 
I would have impressed upon the rising race not to despair, 
but to seek in a right understanding of the history of their 
country and m the energies of heroic youth — the elements 
of national welfare. The present work advances another 
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step in the same emprise From- the state of parties it 
now wouid draw public thought to the state of the People 
whom those parties for two centuries have governed 
The comprehension and the cure of this greater theme 
depend upon the same agencies as the first it is the past 
^<^e that can explain the present, and it is you|:h that 
alone can mould the remedial future The written 
hwtory of our country for the last ten reigns has been a 
mere phantasma , ^"giving to the origin and consequence 
of public transactions a character and colour m every 
respect dissimilar to their naturaj form and hue In this 
mighty mystery all thoughts and thmgs have assumed an 
aspect and title contrary to their real quality and style 
Oligarchy has been called Liberty ; an exclusive Priest- 
hood has been christened a National Church , Sovereignty 
has been the title of somethmg that has had no domimonj 
while absolute power has been wielded by those who pro- 
fess themselves the servants of the People In the selfish 
strife of factions, two great existences have been blotted 
out of the history of England — the Monarch and the 
Multitude , as the power of the Crown has diminished, 
the privileges of the People have disappeared , till at 
length the sceptre has become a pageant, and its subject 
has degenerated agam into a serf 

It is nearly fourteen years ago, in the popular frenzy 
of a mean and selfish revolution which emancipated 
neither the Crown nor the People, that I fiist took the 
occasion to intimate, and then to develop to the first 
assembly of my countrymen that I ever had the honour 
to address, these convictions They have been misunder- 
stood, as is evei for a seasGn the fate of Truth, and they 
have obtained for their promulgator much misrepresenta- 
tion, as must ever be the lot of those who will not follow 
the beaten track of a fallacious custom But Time, 
that brings all thmgs, has brought a^so tjo the mind of 
England some suspicion that the idols they have so long 
worshipped, and the oracles that have so long deluded 
fihem, are not the 'Srue ones There is a whisper rising 
in this country that Loyalty is not a phrase. Faith not 
a delusion, and Popular Liberty somethmg more diffusive 
and substantial than the profane exercise of the sacred 
rights of sovereignty by political classes. 
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Thai? we may live ta see England once more possess a 
free Monarcliy, and a privileged and prosperous People, 
IS my prayer , that these great consequences can only be 
brought about by the energy and devotion of our Youth 
IS my persuasion We hve m an age when to be youn^ 
and to^ be mdifferent can be no longer synonymous 
must prepare for the coming hour The claims of the 
Future are represented by suffermg millions , and ^e 
Youth of a Nation are the trustees of Posterity 


THE END 
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